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HE Public, at . receives a new 
Edition of the two great Poets, who, 

with a Fate in each caſe alike unjuſt, 
were extoll'd for near a Century after 
their Deaths, as Equals, Rivah, nay, 
mines Superiors to the immortal Shakeſpear; 
but in the preſent Age have been depreſs d beneath 
the ſmooth-poliſhed enervate Iſſue of the Modern 
Drama. And as their Fame has been ſo different 
with reſpect to other Poets, ſo has it varied alſo be- 


tween Themſelves. Fletcher was a while ſuppoſed 


unable to riſe to any Height of Eminence, had not 
Beaumont's ſtronger Arm bore him upwards. Vet 


no ſooner had he loſt that Aid; and demonſtrated _ 


that it was Delight and Love, not Neceſſity, which 
made him ſoar abreaſt with his amiable Friend; 


but the ſtill injurious World began to ſtrip the Plumes 


from Beaumont, and to dreſs Fletcher in the whole 
Fame, ons! to the former — * but „ mere 


»  & 
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the Plummer and the Rule, but neither the Plan, 


Materials, Compoßtion, or Ornaments, This is di 


rectly aſſerted in Mr. Cortwright 8 "Commendgtory 
Poem on Fletcher. 


Who therefore wiſely did ſubmit each Birth 
To knowing Beaumont &er it did come forth, 
Working again until he ſaid, twas fit, 2 
And made him the Sobriety of his Wit. 
Tho! thus he call'd his Judge into his Fame, 
And NN Aid allow d him half the Name, &c. 
SBSBee Cartwright's Poem below. 


Mr. Harris, in his Commendatory Poem, makes 


Beaumont a mere dead Weight hanging on the W 
of Pletcher” 8 Faun. 


——— ben thou didf fit 

But as a joint Commiſſloner in Mit; 
l ben it had Plummets hung on to ſuppreſs © 
Ils too luxuriant growing Mightineſs. | 

Till as that Tree which ſcorns to be kept 455 np 
bon grew'ſt to govern the whole Stage anne. 


I believe this extremely injurious to Beaumont; but 


as the Opinion, or ſomething like it, has lived for 
Ages, and 1s frequent at this Day; it is time at 
length to reſtore: Beaumont'to the full Rank of Fel- 
lowſhip which he poſſeſs'd when living, and to fix 


the Standard of their reſpective Merits, before we 
ſhew the Degree in which their united Fame ought 


to be placed on the Britiſb Theatre, 
Mr.Cartwright and Mr. Harris wrote thirty Years 
alter Boautout $'Death, and en, after Flelcber's: 


and 


E . 2 IS © 


2 


N R ENT AA N wy 
and none of the numerous contemporary Poems, 
publiſhed with theirs before the firſt Folio Edition 
of our Authors, degrade Beaumont ſo very low as 
theſe. Sir John Berkenbead allows him a full Moiety 
of the Fame, but ſeems to think his Genius more 
turned to grave Sublimity than to POO of 
Imagination. | 


 Fletcher's keen Treble, and . Beaumont 0 Baſe. 


Thus has this Line of Sir Fobn' s been hitherto real 

and underſtood, but its Authenticity in this Light will 
be diſputed when we come to that Poem, and the 
Juſtneſs of the Character at preſent. We have 
among the Commendatory Poems, One of Mr. 
Earle's wrote immediately. after Beaumont's Death, 
and ten Years before Fletcher s: He ſcems to have 


been an Acquaintance as well as Contemporary, and 


his Teſtimony ought to have 'much more Weight 
than all the Traditional Opinions of thoſe who wrote 
thirty Years after. He aſcribes to Beaumont three 
firſt-rate Plays; The Maids Tragedy, Philaſter, and 
The King and Neo-King. The firſt of theſe has a 


grave Sublimity mingled with more Horror and Fury 
than are frequently ſeen among the gay-/prrited Scenes 


of Fletcher, and probably gave riſe to the report of 
Beaumont's deep Baſe. But there is ſcarce a more 


| lively-ſpirited Character in all their Plays than Phi- 


laſter, and I believe Beaumont aimed at drawing a 
Hamlet racked with Othellos Love and Jealouſy. 7. 


Te King and No King too is extremely ſpirited in 


all its Characters; Arbaces holds up a Mirrour to all 
Men of virtuous Principles but violent Paſſions I 
Hence he is as it were at once Magnanimity and 


| +3808 Patience and Fury, Gentleneſs and Rigour, 


a E ITE | 
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Chaſtity and Inceſt, and is one of the fineſt Mixture 
of Virtues and Vices that any Poet has drawn, except 
the Hot-ſpur of Shaleſpear, and the impiger, 2r as 
cundus, mmexorabihs, acer, of Homer. (For a De- 


fence of this Character againſt Mr. Rhymer's Cavils, 


ſee Note the ad in The King and No King.) Beſſus 


and his two Swordſmen in this Play are infinitely the 


livelieſt Comic Characters of mere bragging Cowards 


which we have in our Language; and if they do not 
upon the whole equal the extenſive and inimitable 
Humours of Falſtaſ and his Companions, they leave 


all other Characters of the ſame Species, ev'n Shake- 
ear's own Parolles far behind them. | 
Our excellent Congreve has conſolidated the two 
Swordſmen to form his Captain Bluff. And be it 
his Honour to have imitated ſo well, tho” he is far 
from 5 the Originals. Beaumont lived in the 


Age of Dueling upon every flight Punctilio. Con- 


greve wrote his Bluff in the Flanders War: Times 


when a Braggart was the moſt ridiculous of all Cha- 
racters; and ſo far was Beaumont from the ſuppoſed 
grave folemn Tragic Paet only, that Comic Humour, 


PL in drawing Cowardiſe, ſeems his peculiar 


Talent. For the Spirit of Beſjus paulum mutatus, . | 


chang'd only ſo as to give a proper Novelty of 
Character, appears again in The Nice Valour, or Paſs 


 fionate Madman, The Traces of the fame Hand, 


ſo ſtrongly mark'd in this Play, ſtrike a new Light 
upon Beaumont 's Character. For in a Letter to 

ſon, printed at the end of The Nice Valour, Vol. X. 
pag. 36 e ſpeaks of himſelf not as a mere Cor- 
rector of others Works, but as a Poet of acknow- 
ledg'd Eminence, and of The Nice Valour, and 
ſome other Comedy, (which the Publiſher of the 


ſecond | 


* 
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ſecond Folio & took for, the Waman-Hater )- as his 
Plays (which muſt be underſtood indeed as. 
his, not excluding Fletcher's Aſſiſtance.) Now theſe 
two Plays totally differ in their Manner from all that 
Fletcher wrote alone: They confiſt not of Characters 
from real Liſe, as F. lacber and Shakeſpear draw 
theirs,” but of Paſſions and Humours: per fontz'd,” as 
Cowardiſe in Lapet, Nice Honour in Shamont, the 
Madneſs of different, Paſſions in The Madnan, the - 
Love of nice Eating in Laxarillo, the Hate of Mo- 
men in Gonderino. This is Jonſom s Manner, to whom 
in the Letter quoted above, Beaumont indeed. ac- 
IN at hs Ls it. 


— 


Fate once again 


Bring me to thee, who canft make ſmooth al PO 
The way of Knowledge for me, and then I 
Wha have no good but in thy Company, 
_ Proteſt it will my greateſt Comfort be © 
T' aoknvwledge all I have to flow from Thee. 
Ben, when theſe Scenes are perfect we'll taſte Wines 
PH drink thy Muſes Health, thou ſhalt quaſf mine. 


* The 1 Publiſhers of the ſecond Folio added ſeveral | 
Prolognes, Epilogues, and ſome Lines in particular Plays not pas 
in any former Edition, which, by the Account given, they perhaps got 
from either an old Actor, or a Playhouſe-Prompter ;, they ſay, from a 
Gentleman who had been intimate with both the Authors, they probably 
were directed by Lights received from him to place The Woman-Hater 
directly before The Nice Valaur, and to make this the other Play which 
Beaumont claims. The Little French Lawyer, and The Knight of the 
Burning Pefile, are moſt certainly two Plays which. Beaumont bad a large 


Share in, for his Hand is very viſible in the extreme droll Character of 
The French Lawyer who runs Duc/lo—mad ; the Prologue talks of the 
Authors in the Plural Number, and the Strain of high Burleſque appears 
very ſimilar in the two Characters of Laæarillo in The Woman-Hater, and 
Ralpho in The Burning Pele. Beaumont's Name too is put firſt in the 
Title-page of the firſt N of this laſt Play, 8 a few Years 
«fer Fletcher”s Death. | 


Does 


= ERMEF ACE: 
Does Fon/on (who is faid conſtantly to have con- 
ſulted Beaumont, and to have paid the greateſt De- 
ference to his Judgment) does he; I fay, treat him 
in his Anſwer as a meer Critic, and Fudge of others 
Works only? No, but as an eminent Poet, whom 
he lov'd with a Zeal enough to kindle a Love to 
his Memory, as long as Poetry delights the Under- 
ſtanding, or Friendſhip warms the Heart. 
- How I do love thee, Beaumont, and thy Muſe, + 
Pat unto me doſt ſuch Religion uſe ! 
How I do fear myſelf, that am not worth 

The leaft indulgent Thought thy Pen drops forth ! 


See the Remainder of this Poem III. of the Com- 
mendatory Verſes ; ſee alſo the firſt of theſe Poems 
by Beaumont himſelf, the Cloſe of which will ſuffi- 
ciently confirm both his Vigour of Imagination and 
Sprightlineſs of Humour. Having thus, we hope, 
diſpers'd the Cloud that for Ages has darken'd Beau- 
mont's Fame, let it again ſhine in full Luſtre Bri- 
Fannie Sidus alterum et Decus gemellum. And let us 
now examine the Order and Magnitude of this Poetic 
Conſtellation, and view the joint Characters of Beau- 
mont and Fletcher. 
Theſe Authors are in a direct Mean between Shake/- 
pear and Jonſon, they do not reach the amazing Rapi- 
dity and immortal Flights of the former, but they ſoar 
with more Eaſe and to nobler Heights than the latter ; 
They have leſs of the Os magna ſonans, the Vivida Vis 
Anim, the noble Enthuſiaſin, the Muſe of Fire, the ter- 
rible Graces of Shakeſpear, but they have much more 
of all theſe than Jonſon. On the other hand, in Litera- 


tare they much excel the former, and are excell'd by 
the 
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the latter; and therefore they are more regular in 


their Plots and more correct in their Sentiments and 
Diction than Shakeſþear, but leſs ſo than TFonſon. 
Thus far Beaumont and Fletcher are One, but as 
hinted above in this they differ; Beaumont ſtudied 
and follow'd Jonſon's Manner, perſoniz'd the Paſ- 


fions and drew Nature in her Extremes; Fletcher 


follow'd Shakeſpear and Nature in her uſual Dreſs 
(this Diſtinction only holds with regard to their 
Comic Works, for in Tragedies they all chiefly paint 
from real Life.) Which of theſe Manners is moſt 
excellent may be difficult to ſay; the former ſeems 
moſt ſtriking, the latter more pleafing, the former 
ſhews Vice and Folly in the moſt ridiculous Lights, 
the latter more fully ſhews each Man himſelf, and 
unlocks the inmoſt Receſſes of the Heart. 
Great are the Names of the various Maſters who 
follow'd the one. and the other Manner. TFonſon, 
Beaumont and Moliere liſt on one Side; Terence, 
Shakeſpear and Fletcher on the other. | 
But to return to our Daumvirate, between whom 
two other ſmall Differences are obſervable. Beau- 
mont, as appears by various Teſtimonies and chiefly 
by his own Letter prefix d to the old Folio Edition 
of Chaucer, was a hard Student; and for one whom 
the World loſt before he was thirty, had a ſurprifing 


Compaſs of Literature: Fletcher was a polite rather 


than a deep Scholar, and converſed with Men at leaſt 
as much as with Books. Hence the gay Sprigbtlineſi 
and natural Eaſe of his young Gentleman are al- 


low'd to be inimitable ; in theſe he has been pre- 


ferred by Judges of Candour even to Shakeſpear 
himſelf, If Beaumont does not equal him in this, 
yet being by his Fortune converſant alſo in high 
Life (the Son of a Judge, as the other of a Biſhop) 

He 


xii . P' R E F E CE. 
He is in this too alter ab ilb, a good ſecond, and al- 
moſt a ſecond ſelf, as Philaſter; Amintor, Bacurius 
in the three firſt Plays, Count Valore, Oriana, Cleri- 
mont, Valentine, and others evidently ſhew. 
This ſmall Difference obſerv id, another appears by 
no means ſimilar to it: Beaummnt, we aid. * chiefly 
ſtudied Books and Fonſon; Fletcher, Nature and 
Shakeſpear, yet io far was the rf from follow] - 
ing his Friend and Mofeer in his frequent cloſe and 
almoſt ſervile Imitations of the ancient Claſſies, that 
he ſeems to have had a much greater Confidence in 
the Fertility and Richneſs of his own Im 
than even Fletcher himſelf : The latter in his 
| Maſterpiece, The Faithful Shepherdefs, frequently 
imitates Theocritus and V. 1917 in Rollo has taken 
whole Scenes from Seneca, and almoſt whole Acts 
from Lucan in The Falſe One. I do pot blame 
him for this, his Imitations have not the S7:fneſs, 
which ſometimes appears (tho' not often) in Fon 
but breathe the free and full Air of Or:g:nals 3 "and 
_, accordingly” Rolla and * The Falſe One are two of 
Bletcher's Firfl-rate Plays. But Beaumont, I be- 
heve, never condeſcended to franſſate and rarely to 
imitate; However largely he was ſupplied with 
Claſſic Streams, from his own Urn all flows pure 
and untinctured. Here the two Friends change 
Places: Beaumont riſes in Merit towards Shakeſpear) 
— kraber deſcends towards 2 . 


—_—— 


> 


> Rulb | is in the PP Edition in 10 afcribed to Fletcher alone, 
The Falſe One is one of thoſe Plays that is more dubious as to its Authors, 
The Prologue ſpeaks of them in the Plural Number and 'tis probable 
that Beaumont aſſiſted in the latter Part of it, but I believe not much 
in the two firſt Acts, as theſe are ſo very much taken from Lacan, 
and the Obſervation of Beaumont's not indulging, himſelf in ſuch Li- 
berties holds good in all the Plays in Which he is known to have had 

the largeſt Share, 
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— Having thus ſeen the Peatuſes of theſe” Tuns of 


* Poetry greatly reſembling yet ſtill diſtinct from each 
- other, let us conclude that all Reports which ſepa- 


rate and leſſen the Fame of either of them are ill- 
grounded and falſe, that they were as Sir John 
Berkenhead calls them, tuo fall congenial Souli, or, 
as either Fletcher himſelf, or his, {till greater Col- 


Jegue SPMeſpear expretſes it it in heir Two Noble : 
Kinſmen. Vol. X. p. 33. e 


They were an endleſs. Mine. 7o one another; ” 


They were each others Wife, ever ef * 
New Births of it. 


They were both extremely Geka, Ge their | 


„ 


1 


ready Flow: of Wit in Converſation as well as Cum- 
9 and Gentlemen that remembred them, ſays 1 
© BB Shirh, declare that on every Occaſion they zalk'd a | 
1 Comedy. As therefore they were ſo fwinn'd in Genius, 
4 Worth and Wit, fo lovely and pleaſant in their Lives, 
c after Death, let not their Fame be ever again divided. 
g And now, Reader, when thou art fired into Rage 
wh or melted into Pity by their Tragi 8 charmed 
r with the genteel Elegance or burſting into Laughter | 
at their Comic Humour, canſt thou not drop the in- 
. tervening Ages, ſteal into Jonſan, Beaumont and 
5 Heteber's Club- Room at the Mer- Maid, on à Night 
NE: when Shakeſpear, Donn and others viſited them, and 
there join in Society with as great Wits as ever this 
Nation, or perhaps ever Greece or Rome could at one 
time boaſt? where animated each by the other's 
LICENCE, they even excell d themſelves; | 


— _ For Wit is. like a Reſt, 


Held p at Teonis, which Men 90 the aft. 
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- With the beſt Gameſters. What things have we ſet 
Done at the Mer-maid! heard Words that have Fo 
. 47 nimble and fo full of ſubtle Flame, 
As if that every one from whence they came 
Had meant to put his whole Wit in à Jeſt, 
And had reſolv'd to live a Fool the reft _ 
O bis dull Life; then when there hath been thrown 
Wit able enough to juſtify the Town 
For three Days paſt ; Wit that mi ght Warrant be 
For the whole City to talk fooliſhly = 
Till that were cancell'd ; and when that was gone 
We left an Air 7 us, which alone 
Mas able to make the two next Companies 
| _— _ ; tho but downright Fools, meer Wiſe, 
LY g | | Kemer 8 Letter to Jean, Vol. x. p. 366. 


”- 
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| Hitherto the Reader has received 00 the Por- 
traits of our Authors without any Proof of the Si- 
militude and Juſtice of the Draught ; nor can we 
hope that it will appear juſt from a mere curſory 
View: of the Originals. Many People read Plays 
ehiefly for the fake of the Plot, hurrying (till on for 
that Diſcovery. The happy Contrivance of ſurpriſing 
but natural Incidents is certainly a very great Beauty 
in the Drama, and little Writers have often made 
their Advantages of it; they could contrive 7nci- 
dents to. embarraſs and perplex the Plot, and by 
that alone have ſucceeded and pleaſed, without 
Will perhaps a fingle Line of nervous Poetry, a fingle 
8 || Sentiment worthy of Memory, without a Paſſion 
11 worked up with natural Vigour, or a Cha- 
racter 


LS * 
— 


-, 


P RB Fi AXCENE. xV 
racter of any diſtinguiſhed Marks. The beſt Poets 


have rarely made this Dramatic Mechaniſm their 
Point. Neither Sophocles, Euripides, Terence, 


' Shakeſpear, Beaumont, Fletcher or Fonſon, are 5 


all remarkable for forming a Labyrinth of Incidents 
and entangling their Readers in a pleaſing Perplexity: 
Our late Dramatic Poets learnt this from the French, 
and they from Romance Writers and Noveliſts, We 
could - almoſt wiſh the Readers of Beaumont and 
Fletcher to drop the Expectation of the Event of 


each Story, to attend with more Care to the Beauty 


and Energy of the ' Sentiments, Diction, Paſſions 
and Characters. Every good Author pleaſes more, 
the more he is examined; (hence perhaps that 
Partiality of Editors to their own Authors ; by a 
more intimate Acquaintance, they diſcover more of 
their Beauties than they do of others) eſpecially 
when the Stile and Manner are quite old-faſhioned, 
and the Beauties hid under the Uncouthneſs of the 
Dreſs. _ The Taſte and Faſbion of Poetry varies in 
every Age, and tho' our old Dramatic Writers are as 
preferable to the Modern as YVanazke and Rubens to 
our Modern Painters, yet moſt Eyes muſt be ac- 


cuſtomed to their Manner before they can diſcern 


their Excellencies. \ Thus the very beſt Plays of 
Shakejpear were forced to be dreſſed faſbionably by 
the Poetic Taylors of the late Ages before they could 
be admitted upon the Stage, and a very few. Years 
lince his Comedies in general were under the higheſt 
Contempt. Few very few durſt ſpeak of them 
with any fort of Regard, till the many excellent 

Cr:tici/ms upon that Author made People ſtudy 
him, and ſome excellent 4#ors revived theſe 


Comedies, which compleatly open d Mens Eyes, 
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15 andiit is now become as faſhionable to admire as 3 
had been to decry them. 


fift-rate Beauties are ſo near upon a Par that they 


Sentiments, and refer to ſome of the CharaBters and 


= PREFACE. 


Shakeſpear therefore even in his n! Man- 


ner being now generally admired, we ſhall endea- 
vour to prove that his /econd-rate and our Author's 


are ſcarce diſtinguiſſiable. A Preface allows not 
Room for ſufficient Proofs of this, but we will pro- 
duce at leaſt ſome: Parallels of Poetic Diction and 


Paſſions, 0 
The Inſtances ſhall be divided into chives Claſſes”: 
The firſt of Paſſages where our Authors fall ſhort in 


compariſon of Shakeſpear ; the ſecond of ſuch as 
are not eaſily diſcerned from him; the third of 


thoſe 05 een, and Fletcher have the Ad- 


van 


In 7 be Maids Tra gedy there is a ſimilar Paſſage to 
one of Shakeſpear, the Compariſon of which alone 


will be no bad Scale to judge of their different Ex- 
cellencies. Melantius the General thus f peaks of 1 | 


Friend Amintor. 


Hie Warth i 15 great, cob ont be icand Jedi; 

And one that never thinks his Life his own _ 

bis Friend need it: When he was a Boy 

As oft as I returned (as, without boaſt 
T brought home Conqueſt) he would gaze upon me, 
And view me round, to find in what one Limb 
The Virtue lay to do thoſe things he heard : 
Then would He wiſh to ſee my Sword, and feel 

be Vic kneſs of the Edge, ane in his Hand 

Weigh it.— He oft would make me ſmmile at this; 

Fs, 


PREFACE vl 


2 His Youth did promiſe much, and his ripe Age | 
is it W Wl fo it all e 


Vol. I. pag. 5. 
** A Youth g gazing on every Limb of the victorious 
a- chief, then begging his Sword, feeling its Edge, and 
be g poiſing it in his Arm, are Attitudes nobly expreſſive 
of the inward Ardor and Ecſtacy of Soul: But what 
71 15 moſt obſervable i Ws 
and — — And i in bis Hand 5 


and 75 wee 11 He oft, &c. 


* By this beautiful Pauſe or Break, the > og and 
? "I Picture continue in View, and the Poet, like Homer, 
as s eloquent in Silence. It is a Species of Beauty that 
oe ſhews an Intimacy with that Father of Poetry, in 
d. whom it occurs extremely often k. Milton has an ex- 
Rafe fine one in the 8 of his Lazare 
one —— — bDepai- 
Ex- Tended the Sick,” buſieſt from Couch to Couch, 
his WW And over them triumphant Death bis Dart 8 . 


2 hook, —but my 4 to o firrke, 8 
Paradiſe bo oft, Book II. lin, 492, 


As Shokeſpear did-not Ss: JV erfification ſo much as 
thoſe Poets who were conyerſant in Homer and Vir- 
gil, I don't remember in him any ſtriking Inftance 
12 of this Species of Beauty. But he even wanted it 
« not, his Sentiments are ſo amazingly ſtriking, that 
. the Heart at once; and Diction and 
ers, which are the Beauty and Nerves adorn- 
ing and 1 invigorating: the Thoughts of other Poets, to 


* See two noble Inſtances at J. 141. of the 13th Bookof the 2 and 
in the Application of the ſame Simile a few Lines below. 


Vol. I. mh him 


LE 
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him are but like the Bodies of Angels, azure Vehicles, if 
thro which the whole Sou! ſhines tranſparent. of i 
this take the following Inſtance. The old Belarius 3 
in Cymbeline | is deſcribing the in-born Royalty of the 
two Princes whom he had bred up as Peaſants in his 


Cave. 


. Paladour, (whom 
The King his Father call'd Guiderius) Jove! 
When on my three-foot Stool J fit, and tell 
The warlike Feats Tue done, his Spirits fly out 


Ito my Story: ſay thus mine Enemy fell, 
And thus ] ſet my Foot on's Neck—even then 
The Princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he fiveats, 


Strains bs young . and puts b, in 


Poſture 


Tous al my Words, —_ _ 
| Cymbeline, Act III. Scene 3. 


| Much the ſane Difference as between theſe two 

Paſſages occurs likewiſe in the following Pictures of 

Rural Melancholy, the firſt of Innocence Oy the 

| ſecond of Phuloſophic Tenderneſs. * 

— —— I have a Boy 

Sent by the Gods T hope to this Intent, 
Not yet ſeen in the Court. Hunting the Buck 

I. found him fitting by a Fountain-fide, 

O which he borrow'd ſome to quench bis Thirſt, 
And paid the Nymph again as much in Tears ; 


A Garland lay by him, made by himſelf 
Of many ſeveral Flowers, bred in the Bay, 


Stuck 


. * 
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Stuck in that myſtic Order that the Rarenefs 
Delighted me : but ever when he turn 
His tender Eyes upon them, he would weep, | 

As if he meant to make them grow again. 
Seeing ſuch pretty helpleſs Innocence 
Dwell in his Face, Jas d him all his Story; 
He told me, that his Parents gentle died, 
Leaving him to the Mercy of the Fields, 
Which gave him Roots, and of the Cryſtal Springs 
Which did not flop their Courſes; and the Sun 
Which ſtill he thank'd him, yielded him his Light. 


Wen tool he up his Garland, and did ſhew, 


What every Flower, as Country People hald, 
Did fignify; and how all, order d thus, 
Expreſt his Grief ; and to my Thoughts did read 
The prettieſt Lecture of his Country Art 
That could be wiſh'd, ſo that methought I could 


i | Have died it. — Philaſter, Vol. * P- 108. 


2 es in 4s you like it is Moraliaing upon the 
Fate of the Deer pared by the Hunters in their 
Wative Confines. 


The melancholy Jaques s grieves at that, 8 


l To Day my Lord of Amiens and af, 


Did ſteal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an Oak, whoſe antique Root peeps out 
Upon the Brook that brawls along this Wood; 


To the which Place a poor ſequeſtered Stag, 


2 from the Hunter Aim bad ta en a Hurt, 
| ba Did 
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Did come to langmſh ; and indeed, My Lord, 
Me wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch Groans, 
That their Diſcharge did ftretch his leathern Coat 
Almoſt to burſting ; and the big round Tears 
' Cours'd one another down his innocent Noſe 
In piteous Chaſe ; and thus the hairy Fool 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th extremeſt Verge of the ſwift Brook, 
Augmenting it with Tears. 
Duke. But what ſaid Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this Spectacle? 
I Lord. O yes into a thouſand Similies. 
. F irſt, for his aeeping in the needleſs Stream; 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'ft a T, oftament 
As Morldings do, giving thy Sum of more 
To that which had too much; then being alone 
Left and abandon'd by his Velvet Friends: 
Nis right, quoth be, thus Miſery doth part 
The Flux of Company : anon a careleſs Herd, 
Full of the Paſture, jumps along by him, 
Aud never ſtays to greet him: ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on ye fat and greaſie Citizens, 
Xl rs juſt the Faſhion, &c. 
; As you like it, Act II. Scene I. 


Sbafteſpear is certainly much preferable, but tis 
only as a Raphael is preferable to a Guido Philaſter 
alone would afford Numbers of Paſſages ſimilar to 
ſome of Shakeſpear's, upon which the fame Ob- 

ſervation will hold true, they are not equal to his 
very beſt Manner, but they approach near it. As 1 


have mentioned F Jonſon being in Poetic Energy 
5 about 


LY 


2 


8 
1 
Y 
[9 


. R E FAC E ¶ 
about the ſame Diſtance below our Authors: as 
Shakeſpear is above them. I ſhall quote three Paſſages 


which ſeem to me in this very Scale. Jonſom tranflates 


verbatim from Saluſt great part of Catiline's Speech 


to his Soldiers, but adds in the Cloſe: 
750 Methinks, T ſee Death and the Furies waiting 


What wwe «vill do; and all the Heaven at leaſure 
For the great Spectacle. Draw then your Sroords e 
And if our Deſtiny envy our Virtue] . | 
The Honour of the Day, yet let us care 
To ſell ourſelves at ſuch a Price, as may © 
Undo the World to buy us; and make Fate 


I bil foe "TY ours to you her own Eftate, _ 
Catiline, AQ V. | 


Jonſon has here added greatly to the Ferocity, Ter- 
ror and Deſpair of Catiline's Speech, but it is con- 
ſonant to his Character both in his Life and Death. 
The Image in the three firſt Lines is extremely 

noble, and may be ſaid to emulate tho' not quite 
to reach the poctic Exſtacy of the following Paflage 


in Bonduca. Suetonius the Roman General having 


his ſmall Army hem'd round by Multitudes, (ella 
his Soldiers that the Number of the Foes, + 


Is but to fick more ' Honour on your Actions, 
Load you with virtuous Names, aud to your 


Memories 
Tie never-dying Time and Fortune nant. 
600 on in full Aſſurance, draw your Swords © 
As daring and as confident as Juſtice. 15 
2˙ be Gods of Rome fight for ye; loud Fame caſh ye 
b 3 * Pit 


E. 
Pitch'd on the topleſs Apennine, and blows 
To all the under World, all Nations, Seas, 
And unfrequented Deſarts where the Snow dwells ; 
Wakens the ruin'd Monuments, and there 
Tnforms again & the dead Bones with your Virtnes, 


The four firſt Lines are extremely neryous, but the 
Image which appears to excel the noble one of 
Jonſon above, is Fame pitch d on Mount Apennine 
(whoſe Top is ſuppoſed viewleſs from its ſtupendous 
Height) and from thence ſounding their Virtues ſo 
Tos, that the dead awake and are re-animated to 
hear them. The cloſe of the Sentiment is ex- 
tremely in the Spirit of Shakeſpear and Milton, the 
former ſays of a Storm— ' 


That with the Hurly Death itſelf awake, 


(See the Paſſage from whence this Line is taken 
compared to another ofour Authors in Vol. IX. p. 101 

of this Edition.) Milton in Comms, eee, 8 

bnging, lays; | | ; 


A. 1 


" 2 n 


* The dead Bones PAR your Virtues, 5 As I was much engaged when 
the Play of Bonduca was publiſhed under Mr. Sympſon” s Care, tho' I 
had pointed this Paſſage in the manner I here give it, I forgot to ac- 
quaint him with it, and he follow'd the old Pointing, which I believe 
wrong both here and in the Lines which follow it, they ſtand thus. 


—— And there 
Informs again the . Boner. With your Virtues 
Go on, I ſay: Valiant and wiſe, rule Heavn, 
And all the great Aſpects attend em. 


Here their Virtues, which ſhou'd raiſe the dead to Life, are left to the 
next Sentence ; and then they are call'd valiant and wiſe, and bid to 
rule Heav'n, with which Senſe the remaining Part of the Sentence will 
| ſcarce make Grammar, The Comma after «vi/e ſhou'd be ſtruck out, 
for it is a-Tranſlation of the Latin Axiom Sapiens dominabitur Aftris ; 


Wiſe Men rule Heaven, &c, If the Reader aſſents, he is defired to 
correct the Pointing. 
a He 


PREFACE.  xxiil 
He took in Sounds that might create a Soul . 
Under the Ribs of Death. 


To return to Shakeſpear—With him we muſt ſoar 
far above the rapleſi Apennine, and there behold an 
Image much nobler than our Author's Fame. | 


* Por now fits Expectation in the Air, 5 
And bides a Sword from Hilt unto the Point 


With Crowns Imperial. 
Chorus 1 in Henry V. AQ II. Scene I. 


As we ſhall now go on to the ſecond Claſs, and 
quote Paſſages where the Hand of Shakeſpear is not 
ſo eaſily diſcern'd from our Author's, it the Reader 
happens to remember neither, it may be entertain- 
ing to be left to gueſs at the different Hands. Thus 
each of them deſcribing a beautiful Boy. 


— Dear Lad, believe t, 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy Years 
That ſay thou art a Man : Diana's Lip 
1s not more ſmooth and rubious ; thy ſmall Pipe 


” W's 


For now fits Expeaation, &c.] See Mr, Warburtor's juſt Obſerva- 
tion on the Beauty of the Imagery here. But, as Similar Beauties do 
not always ſtrike the ſame Taſte alike, another Paſſage in this Play 
that ſeems to deſerve the ſame Admiration is rejected by this great 


Man as not Shakeſpear's. The French King ſpeaking of the Black 
Prince's Victory at 75, ſays, 


IV hile that bis Mountain Sire, on Mountain Sanding, 

«+ Up in the Air crown'd with the Golden Sun, 

Saw his Heroic Seed, and ſmil d to ſee him 

Mangle the Work of Nature. Henry V. Act II. Scene 4. 


T have mark'd the Line rejected,“ and which ſeems to wade the full 
Soul of Shakeſpear. The Reader will find aDefence-and Explanation 
of the whole Paſſage at Vol. X. p. 172. of chis Edition. 
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J as the Maidens Organ, ſhrill, and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative a Woman's Part, 

The other is 


Alas! what kind of Griefe can thy Years Know 2 


3 — n * 
— ———— — — — — . x) 


—— rei rt; 


——— 


Thy Brows nd Cheeks. are 1 as Waters be 
When no Breath troubles them: Believe me, Boy, 
Care ſeeks out wrinkled Brows and hollow Eyes, * 
And builds himſelf Caves to abide in them, 


— 
— 
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The one is in Philaſter, Page 118. The other in 
Taelſth-Night, Act I. Scene 5.,—In the fame Page 
of Philaſter there is a Deſcription.of Love, which 
the Reader, if he pleaſes, may compare to two De- 
ſcriptions of Love in As you lige it—both by Szhua, 
but neither preferable to our Author's. I cannot 
quote half of thoſe which occur in the Play of Phi- 
laſter alone, which bear the ſame Degree of Like- 
neſs as the laſt quoted Paſſages, 2. e. where the 
Hands are ſcarce to be diſtinguiſhed ; but I will give 
one Parallel more from thence, becauſe the Paſlages 
are both extremely fine, tho' the Hands from one 
| ſingle Expreſſion of Shakeſpear* s are more viſible, 
a Prince depriv'd of his Throne and betray'd as he 
thought 1 in Love, thus mourns his melancholy State, 


| 
q 
i 
nt ; 
31 


Oh ! that T had been nouriſb'd in theſe Woods 
With Milk of Goats and Acorns, and not notion 
The Right of Crowns, or the diſſembling Train 
Of Womens Looks; but dig'd myſelf a Cave, 
* Where I, my Fire, my Cattle and my Bed, 
Might have been ſhut together in one Shed ; 


* Tupenal Sat. VI. 454 
i X NR 


. 
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And then had taken me ſome Mountain Girl, | 
Beaten with Winds, chaſt as the harden'd Rocks 
Whereon ſhe dwells, that might have ſtrew'd my Bed 
With Leaves 4 Ronde, and with the Skins * 

| Beaſts ti © 

Our Neighbours ; and 8225 Born at "on bis Breaſts 
"My large coarſe Iſſue! ; 


In the other, a King thus compares the State of 
| Royalty to that of a Private Life. | 


No not all theſe thrice gorgeous Ceremonies, 
Not all theſe laid in Bed majeſtical, 

Can ſleep ſo ſoundly as the wretched Slave ; 
Who with a Body filld, and vacant Mind, 
Gets him to Reft, cramm'd with diſtreſsful Bread; 


Nover fees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: 


* But, ke a Lackey, from the Ig to Set, 
Sweats 


* 


* But, like a Lackey,) There is either a groſs Abſurdity, or a 
great Difficulty of Conſtruction here. The King is deſcribing the moſt 
laborious Country Drudge, that has no Reſpite from his Toil, but 
through his whole Life ſlaves and ſweats from Morn till Night, like 
what? why, like the idleſt of all Servants a Lackey, a Pediſſeguus, a 
Foortman, one whoſe chief Buſineſs is to follow his Maſter's Steps for 
Pomp only. So Shakeſpear conſtantly uſes the Word, as in a Mets. 
phor of a Flag floating to and fro in the Water in Anthony and Cleopa- 
tra ;-»--lacking the Tide, ſay the old Editions, but Mr. Theobald corretted 
it very happily /acqueying the Jide; and this the two late great Editors 
confirm by their Adoption. The Simile therefore in this general Senſe 
of the Word Lacguey being too abſurd to be * here, we ſhould 
moſt probably read, 


And like his Lacquey, from 4 Riſe to Set, 
Sayeats in the Eye Phœbus. 


Hi. 


xxvi 53 
Seats in the Eye of Phœbus, and all Night 
Sheps in Elyſium, next Day after Dawn, 

ee it pea Doth 
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His Lacquey, i. e. the Lacquey of Phabus, one who follows the Mo- 
tions of the Sun as conſtant as a Lacguey does thoſe of his Maſter : 
that this is the Meaning, the Connection it has with the following noble 


Metaphor evidently ſhews, he is no ſooner become the Lacgucy of the 


Sun, but he performs to him the Office of a Lacguey. 
— — Aud next Day aſter Daaun 


Doth riſe and help Hyperion to his Horſe. 


We fee here how from a ſmall Stream the Poet's Imagination ſwells 
into the nobleſt Food, the Spring-head of which without this Interpre- 
tation will be totally loſt, It is therefore not a ſufficient Objection, 
that the Antecedent (in Conſtruction of the Sentence) Phoebus is placed 
fo far behind the Relative H I'S. This is a Latin Arrangement of Sen- 
tences which our antient Exgliſb Poets frequently, and all our Poets 
ſometimes uſe, I will give three Inſtances, one from Milton, one from 

Shakefpear, and one from our Authors. 1 


Thus Milton, - - - » = - - - - What if all 
Her Stores «were open'd, and this Firmament 
Of Hell fhould ſpout her Cataract of Fire? 
| | Book II. lin. 176 


As for more Words, whoſe Greatneſs anſwers Words, 
Let this my Seword report what Speech forbears. 
Henry VI. Part. II. Act 4. Sc. 9. 


Savord is here the Antecedent, and uby/+ relates to it; and tho' the 
late Editions tranſpoſe the Words to make this more evident, it ſeems 
only a modern Refinement. Wo Kg 


So in Thierry and Tbeodhret, 
—̃ — You may imagine 
Which cozens all the World but chiefly Women, 


The Name of Greatneſs juſtifies your Actions. 8 
1 Vol. X. p. 122. 


The Name of Greatneſi is the Antecedent to which; and though a 
Tranſpoſition of the Lines might render this more viſible to many 
Readers, yet I am perſuaded the genuine Text is as it was always 

printed. The inaccurate Poſition of the Relatives He, Which, 729, 
| | C, 


2 
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Doth riſe and belps Hyperion to bis Horſe, 
And follows ſo the ever-running Year 
ith profitable Labour to his Grave. * 
(but for Ceremony) ſuch a Wretch © 
Winding up Days with Toil,and Nights with Sleep, 
Hath the Forehand and Vantage of a King. 


The 


. 
th. 


&c. have miſled the greateſt Men. See a remarkable Inſtance at 
Note 1. in The Little French Lawyer, Vol. IV. pag. 178. Another 
Inflance occurs of a Latin Arrangement of Words, which has wrapt a 
Paſſage of Shakeſpear's in Darkneſs, and given Riſe to a very plauſible 
Conjecture of Mr. Theobalds, and a moſt exceeding ingenious one of 
Mr. Warburton. After the young Prince in Richard the Third had ob- 


ſerved that Truth ſhould live through all Ages. 
* N : 

x Richard fays half a Side. 

n 


So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay, do ne er live ling. 

Prince, Nhat ſay you, Uncle? 

Glo. T fay without Characters, Fame lives lung. 
Thus like the formal Vice, Iniquity, . Met 
1 moralize two Meanings in one Word. | L 


Mr. Theobald thinks that in the old Engliſb Moralities or Moral Farces 
in vogue in and before Shakeſpear's Age, the Vice, which was a gene- 
ral Name for the Buffoom of each Play, when he aſſumed a graver 
Aſpect, was called Iniguity, and therefore reads, | 


Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, 
be | 1 moralize two Meanings in one Ward. 


* Mr. Warburton difallows this, and reads, 
Thus like the formal-wiſe Amiguity, 
1 moralize; two Meanings in one Mord. 

This Reading he makes ſuch good Senſe, and defends with fo 

much Ingenuity, that even his Miſtakes convey more Learning 
a than the trueſt Interpretations of many Critics. The old Reading 
f owes all its Obſcurity to the Accuſative Caſe being placed before the 
5 Verb. The formal Vice is Religious Hypocriſy (whether conſidered in 
„ the Abſtract, or as perſenix'd in the old Farces.) Like Religious Hypo- 
* eriſy, ſays Richard, I noralixe Iniquity, i. e. I turn my iniquitous 
bey, Meaning, that of murdering the Prince, into a moral one. ; 


LC, | Tus 


— r 
The Inſtances of theſe two Claſſes, particularly 
the former, where the exquiſite Beauties of Shake- 
bear ate not quite reach'd, are moſt numerous; 
and tho' the Deſign of the Notes in this Edition was 
in general only to ſettle the Text, yet in three of 
the Plays, The Faithful Shepherdeſs, The Falſe One, 
and The Tuo Noble Kinſinen, that Deſign is much 
enlarged, for Reaſons there aſſigned. And if the 
Reader pleaſes to turn to theſe, he will find ſeveral 
Parallels between Fletcher, Shakeſpear, and Milton, 
that are moſt of them to be ranged under one of 
theſe Claſſes: But there is a third Claſs of thoſe In- 
ſtances where our Authors have been ſo happy as to 


ſoar above Shateſpear, and even, where Shakeſpear 
is not grcatly beneath himſelf. 


In The Tuo Gentlemen of Verona, the forlorn 
Julia, diſguis'd as a Boy, being ask'd of Silvia how 
tall Fulia was, anſwers : | 
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About my Stature: For at Pentecoſl, 
When all our Pageants of Delight were pJay'd, 
Our Touth got me to play the Woman's Part, 
And I was trimm'd in Madam Julia's Gown, 
And at that Time I made her weep a- good. 

Fer I aid play a lamentable Part. | 


© Thur, like the formal Vice, Iniquity 
1 moralize; two Meanings in one Nord. 


So in Hambt, - - - - - - - - - Often with 
| Devotion's Viſage we do ſugar ver 
7 he Devil himſelf. 


And thus in the Reverſe of this, when good Men extraft Good from 
1 1 
| They make a Meral of the' Devil himſelf, ' Henry V. 


Madam, 
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Madam, *twas Ariadne paſſioning 5 

For Theſeus' Perjury and unjuſt Flight , 

Which T ſo lively ated with my Tears, 

That my poor Miſtreſs, moved therewithal, 

Wept bitterly, and wou'd I might be dead, 

* VI in Thought felt not her very Sorrow. 
Act IV. Scene the laſt. 


There 1s ſomething extremely tender, innocent, 
and delicate, in theſe Lines of Shakeſpear, but our 
Authors are far beyond this Praiſe in their Alluſion 


to the ſame Story. In The Maid's Tragedy, Afpatia 


in like manner forſaken by her Lover, finds her 
Maid Antiphila working a Picture of Ariadne; and 
after ſeveral fine Reflexions upon Theſeus, ſays; _ 


But where's the Lady? 


Ant. There, Madam. 


_—_— „ * — 
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* If Tin Thought felt not her very Sorrow.) Whoever fully catches the 
tender Melancholy of theſe Lines, will know that Julia under ſuch 
Diſtreſs could not feign a Caſe ſo exactly the Parallel of her own, with- 
out ſuch Emotions as would ſpeak themſelves in every Feature, and 
flow in Tears from her Eyes. She adds the laſt Line therefore to take 
off the Suſpicion of her being the real Julia; But would ſhe only fay, 
that ſhe felt Fulia's Sorrow formerly, when ſhe ſaw her weep? No! 
She muſt excuſe the preſent Perturbation of her Count⸗nance, and the 
true Reading moſt probably is: 


And would I might be dead, 


If I in Thought feel not her very Sorrow. | £ 
This better agrees with the double Meaning intended, and with Silvia: 
Reply, who ſays, | 3 | 


| She is bebolden to Thee, gentle Youth, 


I weep myſelf t think upon thy Wards, 


A b. 
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PREFACE 


Aſp. Fie, you have miſs'd it here, Antiphila, 
Theſ: Colours are not dull and pale enough, _ 


To ſhew a Soul ſo full of Miſery 

As this fad Lady's was; do it by me; 

Do it again by me the bf Aﬀpatia, 

And you ſball find all true.---- Put me on th i 11 
Wand*. 175 


1 


— — — LL at. had —_— — _ „ 


* Put me * on WY avid and] J have given theſe Lines as I think 


we ought to read them, but very different from what are printed in this 


Edition. Four of the old Qarto 1, the Fako, and the late Oætauo read, 


And you Gall find all true but the awild Nand. 
I fand upon the Sea beach naw, and think, &c. 


J obſerved to Mr. Theobald, that here was 2 glaring Poetical Con 
tradiction. He ſays, you'll find all true except the avi/d n and in- 


ſtantly ſhe is upon the Iſland. 


I fand upon the Sea-beach now, ec. 


The wild Iſland therefore in her Imagination is as true as the reſt. 
The Enthuſiaſm is noble, but wants a proper Introduction, which the 


Change only of a & for ap wilt tolerably give. 


And you ſhall find all rue. Put the wild Wand, © © 
I fland, &c. 1 


But as there are numberleſs Inſtances of many Words, and pariicularly 
Monoſylables, being dropt from the Text (of which there is one in the 
fame Page with theſe Lines, and another in the ſame Play, Vol. I. p. 59 
very remarkable) I ſuppaſe this to have happened here; for by read- 
ing Put me on the wild and ;--- I fand upon, '&c. How nobly does 
ſhe ſtart as it were from Fancy to Reality, from the Picturs into the Life?. 
Me on th by Eliſions common to all our old Poets, may become one 
Syllable in the Pronunciation ; but if we ſpeak them full, and make a 
twelve Syllable Verſe, it will have a hundred Fellows in our Authors, 


and ſhould haye had one but three Lines below the Paſſage here quoted, 


Make a dull Silence, till you feel a ſudden Sadneſs 


Give us new Souls. 


As Aſpatia's Grief had been of long Continuance, ſudden was evidently 


corrupt, and I therefore propos'd to Mr, Theobald to read ſullen, which 
is an Epithet perfe&ly proper and extremely nervous ; but as he could 
by no means be perſuaded to mention the former Conjecture, and the 


only 
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I and upon the Sea- beach now, and think 
Mine Arms thus, and mine Hair blown by the Wind, 
Wild as that Deſart, and let all about me 
Be Teachers of my S ot da my Face 

(If thou hadft ever Feeling of @ Sorrow) . 
Thus, thus, Antiphila ; ftrive to make me look 
Like Sorrow's — and the Trees about me 
Let them be dry and lafteſs ; let the Rocks 
Groan with continual Surges, and behind ne 
Make all a Deſolation ; ſee, ſee, Wenchbes, 


A miſerable Lite of this poor Picture. 
Vol. I. pag. 32. 


Whoever has ſeen either the Original or Print of 
Guido s Bacchus and Ariadne will have the beſt 
Comment on theſe Lines. In both are the Arms ex- 
tended, the Hair blown by the Wind, the barren 
Roughneſs of the Rocks, the broken Trunks of 
leafleſs Trees, and in both ſhe looks like Sorrow's 
Monument, So that exactly ut Pictura Poefis ; and 
hard it is to ſay, whether our Authors or Guido. 
painted beft, I ſhall refer to the Note below for a 
farther Comment, and d to another Inſtance 
of ſuperior Excellence in our Authors, and where 
they have more evidently built on Shake _ s Foun- 
dation. At the 50 of King the Ning 
has receiy'd a burning Pozſon ; and 5 asked, 


only 6 Objeftion he urged was, that it made a Twelve-ſyllable Verſe, he 


would not let one of twelve Syllables remain ſo near it; and therefore 
without Authority of any prior Edition, diſcarded the Epithet intirely 
3 the Text, and adopted the Reading of the l Quarto in the former 


Suppoſe I fand upon the Sea-beach now, &c. 
As this is much the moſt unpoetical of all the Readings, and the firſt Lotro- 
ducers of the Text in the intermediate Editions claim their Corrections 
from the 1 I can by no means approve the Choice he 
has made, 
How 
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Bum fares your Majeſty 1 N 
* John. Poiſon d, ill Fare] dead, ebe, caff of; 
And none of you will bid the Winter come, 
To thruſt his icy Fingers in my Maw ; | 
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their Courſe _ 
. Thro' my burnt Boſom ; nor intreat the North + 
Jo make bis bleak Winds kiſs my parched Lips, 
And comfort me with Cold — ab: not much, 
7 beg cold C e 


The firſt and laſt Lines are to be . among 
the Faults that ſo much diſgrace Shakefpear, which 
he committed to pleaſe the corrupt Taſte of the Age 
he liv'd in, but to which Beaumont and Fletcher's 
Learning and Fortune made them ſuperior. The 
Intermediate Lines are extremely beautiful, and 

mark d as ſuch by the late great Editor, but yet are 
much improv'd in two Plays of our Authors, the 
firſt in Valentinian, where the Emperor poiſon d in 
the ſame Manner, dies with more. Violence; Fury, 


and Horror, than King Jobn; but the Paſſage which 
I ſhall quote is from A Wife for a Month, a Play 


which does not upon the whole equal the poetic 
Sublimity of Valentinian, tho' it rather excels it in 


the poiſoning Scene. The Prince Alphonſo, who 
had been long in a Phrenſy of Melancholy, is poi- 


ſon d with a hot fiery Potion; under the Agonies 
of which he thus raves, 


Give me more 47 more Air, Air; blow Slg, blow, 
Open thou Eaſtern Gate, and 725 upon me; 
Diſtil thy cold Deus, O thou icy Moon, 


And Ri vers run thro my afflited Spirit. 


=o 


2 REFAGC E wa 
I an ill Fire, NN Nre; ibe raging Dog-flar | 
4 Reigns els ooh WO a 5 Ne a * 
me? 
Rina and al. he br 595 in my LY 
Fling me into the Ocean or I periſh, 1 


Dig, dg, dig. dig, until the Sri 2 fy 45. 
The cold, cold Springs, that 1 may. Jap. into 


' them, 2 ft 

And bathe my ſeoreh'd Limbs ; in their pops 
3 Pleaſures; Salt r r. 8 N 
= Or ſhoot me into the OE W f 5 
8 Where Treaſures of delicious Snow are e 
e And Banquets of fweet Hail, ; . 
d Rug. Hold him faſt, Fryar,” | | 
i O O how he burns! 2 
in Alph. What, will ye ſacrifice ne? 
”, Upon the Altar lay my willing Body, 
. And pile your Wood up, fling your boly Incenſe; g 
15 And, as] turn me, you ſhall ſee all fame, 
in Conſuming Flame. Stand off me, or Jou re Aſhes, 
j. „ \ 
6 „„ „„ e ee 


Mart. To Bed, good Sir, . ee 
0, Alph. My Bed will burn about 3 
Like Phaeton, in all- conſuming Flaſhes 
An inc los d; bet me ne fy, let me 2 give Room; | 
vo 1. 1. 8 c 8 wirf 
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* *Twixt the cold Bears, far from the raging Lien, 
Lies my ſafe Way; O. for @ Cate of Ice nau 
To clap unto my Heart to comfort me. 
Deerepit Winter hang upon my Shoulders, 
And let me wear thy frozen Ificles, 
Like Jewels round about my Head, to cool me. 
J. Eyes burn out and fink into their Sockets, 
Au my infected Brain like r boils; ; 


— 


44 » _ 


So "Tr a- the coll Ber, for #3 the raging Lion. 1 1 1 3 | 
here a Reading very different from what the Reader will find in this or 
any of the Editions: z for it wee to me only now in tranſcribing the 
Paſſage. 

Themes: Reading is, N 2 


Betwixt the cold Bear and the raging Lion. 


The learned Reader need not be told that the Bear and Lion here, by a 
beautiful Synecdoche, ſtand for the frigid. and the torrid Zones, and be- 
twixt the two Means the /emperate Zone: But does Safety dwell here to 
a Man wrapt in Flames? No, the frigid Zone only, which might 
quench their Violence, can bring. him Safety, and all bis other Wiſhes 
hurry him. 
ö 7, Night and Cold, te nipping Froſts and Wi nds, | 
7 bat cut the flubboru Rocks and make them fointr, | 


The Abſurdity therefore of the old Reading was no ſooner obſerved 
than a Probability occurr'd of the manner how it came into the Text. 
I believe the Author's Mi pnulcrope mag accidentally omitted the 4 in 
Bears, and run thus: 

"Tevixt the cold Bear, far from the raging Lien | 

Lies my ſafe Way. | 


A Playhouſe Promprer, or common, Correftor of the Preſs, thinking this 
not Engliſb, without entering into the Spirit of the e would na- 
turally correct it into the old Text: 1 4 W 

Betauixt the cold Bear and the raging "Foag 3 5 


And that I have therefore only reſtored the Original is further probable 
from hence: The Alluſion to Phaeton is evidently carried, on in this Line, 
and Ovid makes Phoebus adviſe him particularly to avoid the Serpent, 
5. , the Conflellation that lies betabiat the baus Bars, The Reverie of 
this therefore would naturally occur on this Occaſion. | 


P RU E N AC Emir 
I live-in Hell and ſeveral Furies vex mne. 
O carry me where never Sun cler ſhew'd yet 
- A Face of Comfort, where the Earth is Cryſtal, 
Never to be diſſolv'd, where nougbt inhabits © 
But Night and Cold, and nipping Frofts and 
Minds, | 


That cut, the aul, Recs nd make them | 


er; 


Ii Set me there Friemdnoi 


Every Reader of Taſte with fie bow ſup yerkae this 
is to the Quotation from Sha#teſpear. The Images 
are vaſtly more numerous, more judicious, more 
nervous, and the Paſſions are wrought up to the 
higheſt Pitch; ſo that it may be fairly preferred to 
every thing of its Kind in all Shakeſpear, except one 
Scene of 2 Madneſs, which it would emulate 
too, could we ſee ſuch an excellent Comment on it 
as Lear receives from bn 1 on the 
Stagg. 2 


As theſe laſt Quotations are not only e 


of Diction and Sentiment, but of Poſhons inflam'd 
into Poetic Enthuhaſm ; I ſhall refer the Reader to 
ſome other Parallels of Paſſions and Characters that 
greatly reſemble, and ſometimes rival the Spirit and 
Sublimity of Shateſpear. He will pleaſe therefore 
to compare the Phrenſy and the whole ſweet Cha- 
rafter of the Foaler's Daughter in the Two noble 
Kinſmen to Opbelia in Hamlet, where the Copy is 
ſo extremely like the Original that eithet the ſame 
Hand drew both, or Fletcher's is not to be diſtin- 
guiſh'd from Shakeſpear s: — To compare the 
Deaths of Pontius and Æcius in Valentinian with 
that of Caſſius, Brutus and their Friends 1 in Julius 

| 1 Cæſa 
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Cæſar, and if he admires a little leſs, he will weep 
much more; it more excells in the Pathetic than 
it falls ſhort in Dignity.— To compare the Cha- 
radter and Paſſions of Cleopatra in the Falſe One, 
to thoſe of Shakeſpear's Cleopatra: —To compare 
the pious Deprecations and Grief-mingled Fury of 
Edith (upon the Murder of her Father by Rollo, 
in the Bloody Brother) to the Grief and Fury of 
Macduff, upon his Wife and Children's Murder. 
Our Authors will not, we hope, be found ligbt in 
the Scale in any of theſe Inſtances, 'tho' their Beam 
in general fly ſome little zpwards, it will ſometimes 
at leaſt tug hard for a Poiſe. But be it allowed, 
that as in Diction and Sentiment, fo in Character. 
and Paſſions, Shakefpear in general excells, yet here 
too a very ſtrong Inſtance occurs of Preeminence 
in our Authors. It is Juliana in the Double Mar- 
riage, who, thro' her whole Character, in conjugal 
Fidelity, unſhaken Conſtancy and amiable Tender- 
neſs, ev'n more than rivals the Portia of Shakeſ- 
pear, and her Death not only far excells the others, 


but een the moſt patheric Deaths that Shakeſpear 


has any where deſcrib'd or exhibited ; King Lear's 
with Cordelia dead in his Arms, moſt reſembles, 
but by no Means equals it ; The Grief, in this Caſe, 
only puſhes an od Man into the Grave, already half 
buried with Age and Misfortunes; In the other, it 
is ſuch conſummate Horror, as in a few Minutes 
freezes Youth and Beauty into a Monumental Statue, 
The laſt Parallel I ſhall mention, ſhall give Shake 
pear his due Preference, where our Authors very 
viſibly emulate but cannot reach him. It is the 

rel of Amintor and Melantius in the Maids 
Tragedy compared to that of Brutus and Caſſius. 
The Beginning of the Quarrel is upon —— © 

b an 
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and the Paſſions are wrought up to as great Violence, 
but there is not ſuch extreme Drgnity of Character, 
nor ſuch noble Sentiments of Morality in either 
Amintor or Melantius as in Brutus. © © | + 

Having thus giv'n, we hope, pretty ſtrong Proofs 
of our Authors Excellence in the Sublime, and ſhe vun 
how near they 3 Splendor to the great Sun 
of the Britiſb Theatre ; Let us no juſt touch on 
their Comedies and draw one Parallel of a very dif- 
ferent Kind. Horace makes a Doubt whether Co- 
medy ſhould be call'd Poetry or not, i. e. whether the 
Comedies of Terence, Plautus, Menander, &c. ſhould 
be eſteem' d ſuch, for in its own Nature there is a 
Comic Poetic Diction as well as a Tragic one; a 
Diction which Horace himſelf was a great Maſter. 
of, tho' it had not then been uſed in the Drama 
for ev 'n the ſublimeſt Sentiments of Terence, when 
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— — — —— — — 
* One Key to Amintor's Heroiſm and Diſtreſs, will, I believe, ſolve 
all the Objections that have been rais'd to this Scene; which will va- - 

niſh at once by only an accaſſonal Conformity to our Authors ethical- and 
political Principles, They held Paſſve Obedience and Non-refiftante to 
Princes an indiſpenſable Duty; a Doctrine which Queen F/xabeth's 
Goodneſs made her Subjects fond of imbibing, and which her Succe/or*s 
King-craft with far different Views, carried to its higheſt Pitch. In 
this Period, our Authors wrote, and we may as well quarrel with Tao 
for Popery, or with Homer and Virgil for Heatheni/m, as with our Au- 
thors for this Principle. It is therefore the violent Shocks of the higheſt 
Provocations ſtruggling with what Amintur thought his eternal Duty 3 _ 
of Nature rebelling againſt Principle (as a famous Partiſan for this 
Doctrine in Queen Ann's Reign expreſs'd it, when he happen'd not 
to be in the Miniſtry) which drive the Heroic Youth into that Phren/y, 
which makes him challenge his deareſt Friend for eſpouſing too re- 
vengefully his own Quarrel againſt the /acred Majeſty of the moſt aban- 
donedly -wicked King, The ſame Key is neceſſary to the Heroiſm of 
Acius, Aubrey, Archas, and many others of our Author's Characters 
in all which the Reader will perhaps think, there is ſomething un- 
naturally abſurd ; but the Abſurdity is wholly chargeable on the Doctrine 
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his Comedy raiſes its Voice to the greateſt Dignity, 0 
are ſtill not cloath'd in Poetic Diction. The Britiſh 
Drama which before Jonſon receiv'd only ſome. 


little Improvement from -the Models of Greece and 
Rome, but ſprung chiefly from their own Moralities, 


and religious Farces; and had a Birth extremely ſimi- 


lar to what the Grecian Drama originally ſprung 


from; differed in its Growth from the Greeks chiefly 


in two Particulars. The latter ſeparated the ſolemn 


Parts of their religious Shews from the Satiric Far- 


cical Parts of them, and ſo form'd the diſtinct Spe- 


cies of Tragedy and Comedy; the Britons were not 


ſo happy, but ſuffer'd them to continue united, 


ev'n in Hands of as great or greater Poets than So- 


phoclesand Euripides. But they had far better Suc- 
ceſs in the ſecond Inſtance, The Greeks appro- 
priated the Spirit and Nerves of Poetry to Tragedy 
only, and tho' they did not wholly deprive the Co- 


medy of Metre, they left it not the Shadow of Poetic 


Diction and Sentiment; 


Ideirco quidam, Comædi a necne Poema 
_ - »Bſſet,, quaſivere : quod acer Spiritus ac Vis 
Nec Verbis nec rebus ineft. 


The Britons not only retain'd Metre in their Come- 
dies, but alſo all the acer Spiritus, all the Strength 


and Nerves of Poetry, which was in a good Mea- 


ſure owing to the Happineſs of our blank Verſe, 
which at the ſame time that it is capable of the 


higheſt Sublimity, the moſt extenſive and nobleſt 


Harmony of the Tragic and Epic; yet when uſed 
familiarly is fo near the Sermo Pedeſtris, ſo eaſy 
and natural as to be well adapted ev'n to the drolleſt 
Cmmic Dialogue, The French common Metre is the 


very 
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either for Tragedy or Comedy, unable to riſe with 
proper Dignity to the Sublimity of the one, or to 
deſcend with Eaſe. to the jocoſe Familiarity of the 
other. Beſides. the Cramp of Rhime every Line 


When Fanny blooming Fair 
Firſt caught my raviſh'd Sight, 
Struck with her Shape and Air 
T felt a flrange Delight... 


Take one of the Rhimes from theſe, and write them 


in two Lines, they are exactly the fame with the 
| French Tragic and Epic Metre. 


f When Fanny blooming Fair, firfl caught my V8 
viſh'd Sight, .. EOS 


_ Delight, 


In a Language where this is their ſublimeſt Meaſure, 
no wonder that their greateſt Poet ſhould write his 
Telemaque an Epic Poem in Proſe. Every one muſt 


ons of polite Life, moral Sentences, paternal Fond- 
neſs, filial Duty, generous Friendſhip, and particu- 
larly the Delicacy and Tenderneſs of Lovers' Senti- 
ments are equally proper to Poetry. in Comedy as 
Tragedy ; in theſe Things there is no ſort of real 
Difference between the two, and what the Greeks 
and Latins form'd had no Foundation in Nature ; 
our old Poets therefore made no ſuch Difference, 


c 4 and 


Struck with ber Air and Shape, I felt a firange 


know that the genteel Parts of Comedy, Deſcripti- 
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very Reverſe of this; it is much too tiff and formal 


is cut aſunder by ſo ſtrong a Ceſure, that in Engliſh: * 
we ſhould divide it into the three-foot Stanza, as 


Dr 


3... PARSE» ACHES 
and their Comedies in this Reſpect vaſthy excel the 
Latins and Greeks, Jonſon £9 oa reform'd many 
Faults of our Drama, and follow'd' the Plans of 
Greece and Rome very cloſely in moſt Inſtances, yet 
| Preſerv'd the Poetic Fire and Diction of Comedy as a 
great Excellence, How many Inſtances of inimitable 
Poetic Beauties might one produce from Shokeſpear's 
Comedies? Not ſo many yet extremely numerous 
are thoſe of our Authors, and fuch as in an ancient 
_ Claſſic would be thou ght Beauties of the firſt Mag- 
' nitude, Theſe lic — me in ſuch Variety, that 
| I ſcarce know where to fix, But I'll confine myſelf 
|  Cchiefly to Moral Sentiments. In the Elder Brother, 
| Carles the Scholar thus ſpeaks of the Joys of Li- 
j terature; — ask d by his F ee 


Nor will you 
| Take care if my Eſtate? Char. But in my Wiſhes, 
For know, Sir, that the Wings on which my Soul 
Ts mounted, have long fince born her tos high 
To ſtoop at any Prey that ſoars not upwards. 
Sordid and Dunghill Minds, compos'd of Earth, 
In that groſs Element fix all their Happmeſs ; 
But purer Spirits, purg'd, refin'd, ſhake off 
That Clog of human Frailty. Give me leave 
_ T'enjoy myſelf; that Place that does contain 
My Books, my beſt Companions, is to me 
A glorious Court, where hourly I converſe 
With the old Sages and Philoſophers; 
And ſometimes, for Variety, I confer 
With Kings and Emperors, and weigh their | 
| A} 


_ Calling 
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Calling their Victories, if unjuftly g of, 5 \ FP | 


Unto a ſtrict Account, and, in my Fancy, 
Deface their ace Statues. IT oy 
0 Vol. II. Page g. 
In Monfeur Thomas, a Youth in Love with his 
Friend's intended Wife, after reſiſting the greateſt 
Temptations of Paſſion, is thus encouraged by 
the young Lady to peclevers 3 in bis Integrity. | 


Francis. Whither do you drive me? 
Cellide. eee ee male N e 
*Tts lte a ſtrong- built Caſtle ſeated high, 
That draws on all Ambitions; ſtil} repair it, 
Still fortify it: there are thouſand Foes, 
 Befide the Tyrant Beauty will afſail it. 
Look to your Centinels that watch it hourly, 
Tor our Ok let them not wander. 
—— Keep your Ears, 
T, The tuo main Ports that may "a ry ye, ſtrongly 
From light Belief frft, then from Flattery, 
Efpecialiy where Woman beats the Parley ; 
The Body of your Strength, your noble Heart 
From ever yielding to diſhoneſt End, 
Ridg'd round about with Virtue, that " 
-  Breaches, 


No 1 Mines may fad wh 1, * 


; * 
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* Our Authors, in carrying the Metaphor of a Citadel compar'd. to 
the Mind thro' ſo many Diviſions, ſeem to have built on the Foundation 
of St. Paul, who in like manner carries on a Metaphor from Armour 
_— ſoveral Parts, Epheſians vi. 11: 


"2. 
+ | Put 
R 2 


xlii 


As Cellide had before us'd a tight Behaviour in 
Trial of his Virtue, upon finding 
and receiving from 
xejoins 
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„ 


it only a Trial, 
her this virtuous Lecture, he 


How 


wy 


Put on the whole Armour of God——having your Loins girt 
with Truth, and having on the Breaſfi-plate of Righteouſneſs, — Above 
all, taking the Shield of Faith, wherewith ye ſhall be able to quench 
Darts of the wicked; and take the Helmet of Salvation, 
and the Sword of the Spirit which is the Word of God. See alſo the 
fame Metaphor in J/aiah lix. 17. from whom St. Paul took his, 


all the fiery 


about 


Were I to quote our Author's frequent Reſemblance to the Stile and 


gentiments of the Scriptures, another very 
us; and this would help us to the Solution of two Queſtions, which 


e Field would 


to 


they who have a juſt Taſte of the Excellencies of our old Engliſb Poets 


naturally ask: 1, How came the Britiſb Muſe in the, very Infancy of 
Literature, when but juſt ſprung from the dark Womb of monkiſh 


Superſtition, to riſe at once to ſuch Maturity, as ſhe did in Spenſer, 


Shakeſpear, Beaumont, Fletcher, Jonſin and Maſſenger ? 2. What 


Spirit is it that has animated the /rozen- Foggy Genius of Britain into 


a nobler and fiercer Flame of Poetry than was ever yet kindled in the 
bright invigorating Climes of France and modern raly; inſomuch, that 
a Gallic and Italian Eye is dazled and offended at the Brightneſs of 
the nobleſt Expreſſions of Milton, and the Authors above-mention'd ? 
We anſwer, It was no leſs a Spirit than the Spirit of God, it was the 


Sun of Righteouſneſs, the hallew'd Light of the Scriptures that was juſt 
then riſen on the Britiſb Clime, but is till hid in Clouds and Darkneſs 


to France and Ttaly. 


A Light to which the brighteſt Strokes of Milion 


and Shakeſpear are but as the Rays of the Mid-day Sun, when com- 


pared to that ineffable inconceivable Luſtre which ſurrounds the Throne 
of God. When the Zeal of Religion ran high, and a Collection of 
far the noble Poems that were ever wrote in the World, thoſe of Fob, 


David, Iſaiah and all the Prophets were daily read, and publickly, 
ſolemnly and learnedly commented upon, in almoſt every Town in 


the Kingdom; when every Man thought it a Diſgrace not to ſtudy 
them in private, and not to treaſure the nobleſt Parts of them in his Me- 


mory, what wonder was it that our Poets ſhould. catch ſo much of the 


” ſacred Fire, or that the Britiſb Genius ſhould be array'd with the Beams 
of the Ea But when the Love of the Scriprures waxed faint, the 


Neryes of our Poetry grew in the ſame Proportion weak and languid. 


One of the beſt Means therefore to gain a true Taſte of the extreme 
Poetic Sublimity of the ſacred Scriptures, is to converſe with thoſe ' 
Poets whoſe Stile and Sentiments moſt reſemble them; And the very 


| beſt Means 10 reſtore the Brirjh Genius to: its priſtin Vigour, 
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and to 
create 
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2 ng in his Ecole, dark zo) — 
She ſhew'd till now ? when having won his — 
How full of Wonder he breaks out again 
And ſheds his virtuous Beams? 


Such Paſſages as theſe are frequent in our Albers 

Comedies; were they expreſt only in genteel Proſe, 
they would rank with the very nobleſt Paſſages of 
Terence, but what Reaſon upon Earth can be aſſign'd, 
but meer Faſhion, why, becauſe they are Parts of 
Comedies, they ſhould be weakened and flatned into 

Proſe by drawing the Sinews of their Strength and 


eclipfing thoſe poetic Beams that ſhed Vigout,. Life 
and Luſtre on every Sentiment? 


Such Poetic Excellence therefore will the Reader 
find in the genteel Parts of our Author's Comedies, 
bat, as before hinted, there is a Poetic Stile often 
equally proper and excellent ey'n in the loweſt 
Drollery of Comedy. Thus when the jocoſe old 
Miramont in the 2 Brother catches auſtere ſo- 
lemn Magiſtrate Briſac endeavouring to debauch 
his Servant's Mi ;fe—Before he a in * him, 
he ſays; | 

2 


create other Shakeſpears and othet Mi * is to promote the Study, 
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Love and Admiration of thoſe Scriptures, 


A concurrent Cauſe, which raiſed the gpirit of Poetry to ſuch a Height 


in * Elizabeth's Reign, was the Encouragement and Influence of 


the Queen herſelf; to whom polite Literature was the moſt courily Ac- 
compliſhment. Look into Spenſer's Deſcription of her Lords and Fa- 
vourites, and you'll find a learned Queen made a whole Court of Poets, 
juſt as an amorous Monarch afterwards made every flow'ry Courtier 
write Romance ; and Martial Princes var turn'd intimidated: = 
mies into Heroes. 

+ There is much leſs Proſe leſt in this Edition than there was 
in all the former; in ou the Meajure was often molt pau 

ne 
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O, th infinite Frights that will aſſail this Gen- 
1 tleman | © 5 Q 21 TA 
The Quartans, Tertians, and Quotidians, | 
That'll hang, like Sergeants, on his Worſhip's 
2 Shoulders ! | WM. 
How will thoſe ſolemn Looks appear to me, 
And that ſevere Face that ſpake Chains and 

Shackles ! ARR „ 


How ſmall a Change of the Comic Words would 
turn this into the Sublime? ſuppoſe it ſpoke of Nero 
by one who knew he would be at once deferted by 
Senate and Army, and giv'n up to the Fury of 
the People, 1-2: | . * 


What infinite Frights will ſoorl. aſſail the Tyrant? 
What Terrors hike ſtern Lictors will arreſt bim? 
Hao will that fierce terrific Eye appear, TI 
N hoſe fiighteſt Bend ſpake Dungeons, Chains, aud 

; Death? — Ns SOIL * 


Such as the former, is the general Stile of our Au- 
thor's Drollery, particularly of Fletcher's ; Beaumont 
deals chiefly in another Species, the Burleſque Epic. 
Thus when the little Comic French Lawyer is run 
 Fighting-mad, and his Antagoniſt excepts againſt 
his Shirt for not being laced (as Gentlemen's Shirts | 
of that Age uſed to be) he anſwers, Mx 
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neglected. Vis without Money, the v firſt Pla | which fell to m 

Lot to prepare for the Preſs after Mr: ThebalPs Death, was "all 

— as Proſe, except about twenty Lines towards the End; bat the 
er will now find it as true Meaſure as almoſt any Comedy of our 


Authors, E 


[ 
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PREFACE iy 
Baſe and degenerate Couſin, daft. not know 
As old and tatter d Colours to un Enemy, 
Is of more Honour, and ſbeus more ominous? © 
This Shirt frve Times vittorious Poe fought under, 
And cut thro) Squadrons of your curious Cut- works, 
As 1 will do thro thine ; ſhake and be ſatisfy d. 


This Stile runs thro' many of Beaumont's Characters, 
beſide La-wrzit's, as Lazrillo, TheKmght of the Burn- 
ing Peſtle, Beſus's two Swordſmen, &c. and he has 
frequent Alluſions to and ev'n Parodies of the ſub- 
limeſt Parts of Shaleſpear; which both Mr, Sympſon 
and Mr. Theobald look upon as Sneers upon a 
Poet of greater Eminence the ſuppoſed Sneerer 
(a very great * Crime if true) but I believe it an en- 
tire Miffake, The Nature of this Burleſque Epic 
requires the frequent Uſe of the moſt known and 
moſt acknowledged Expreſſions of Sublimity, which 
apply d to low, Objects render tbem, not the. Author of 
thoſe Expreſſions, ridiculous. Almoſt all Men of Wit 
make the ſame uſe of Shakeſpear and. Milton's Ex- 
preſſions in common Converſation without the Icaſt 
Thought of ſneering either; and indeed if every 

Quotation from Shakefpear thus jocularly apply d in 


8 
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For a further Defence of our Authors from this Imputation, ſee 
Note 31 of The Little French Lawyer, Vol. IV. page 248 and Note 
29 of The Woman-Hater, Vol. X. page 250. In both which there is 
a Miſtake with regard to the Author of thoſe Plays. When I wrote 
the Notes, I ſuppos d it Fletcher, till Beaumont's Letter at · the End of 
The Nice Valour, gave me a Key, which is given to the Reader in the 
firſt Se&ion of the Preface, and which explains the Difference of Mas- 
ier between Beaumont and Flitcher. | 


a real 
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a real Sneer upon him, then all Burleſque Sublime 
is a Sneer upon the real Sublime, and Beaumo 
ſneer'd himſelf as well as Shakeſpear. 1 
From theſe three ſhort Specimens the Reader 
will form, we hope, a juſt Idea of the three Stiles 
uſed in our Author's Comedies, the Sublime, the droll 
Poetic, and the burleſque Sublime. There is indeed 
a ſmall Mixture of Proſe, which is the only Part of 
our old Dramatic Poets Stile that Moderns have 
vouchſafed to imitate, Did they acknowledge the 
Truth, and confeſs their Inability to riſe to the Spi- 
rit, Vigour, and Dignity of the other Stiles, th 
were pardonable. But far from it, our reform'd 
Taſte calls for Proſe only, and before Beaumont and 
PFletcher's Plays can be endur'd by ſuch Attic Ears, 
they muſt be corrected into Proſe, as if, becauſe well- 
brew'd Porter is a wholſom Draught, therefore 
Claret and Burgundy muſt be da with Porter 
before they were drinkable. For a true Specimen 
of our Modern Taſte, we will give the Reader one 
Cup of our Author's Wine thus porteriz'd, and that 
by One who perfectly knew the Palate of the Age, 
who pleaſed it greatly in this very Inſtance, and 
ſome of whoſe Comedies have as much or more Me- 
tit than any Moderns except Congreve. ' Mr. Cibber 
has conſolidated two of our Author's Plays, The i 
Elder Brother, and The Cuſtom of the Country, to 
form his Love makes a Man ; or, The Fop's Fortune, 
In the former there are two old French Noblemen, 
Lewis and Briſac, the firſt proud of his Family and 
Fortune, the other of his Magiſterial Power and 
Dignity; neither Men of Learning, and therefore 
both preferring courtly Accompliſhments, and the 
Knowledge of the World, to the deepeſt 2 2 
2 edge 
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: ledge of Books, and the moſt extenſive Literature, 
Such Characters exclude not good Senſe in general, 
but in that Part of their Characters only where their 

Foibles lie; (as Polonius in Hamlet is a Fool in his 


LAS] "= 


pedantic Foibles, and a Man of Senſe in all other 
l Inſtances) accordingly Fletcher - makes Briſac and 
J Lewis thus treat of a 1 between their * 
f dren. - . | 

; Bri, Grd Monfeur Lewis, 1 . I 

a Much honour d in your clear Intent to join 
Our ancient Families, and make them one; 
And twill take from my Age and Cares, to liue 


And ſee what you have purpos'd put in At; 
Of which your Viſit at this preſent is 
A hopeful Omen; I each Minute expecting 
Arrival of my Sons; I have not wrong ! 
Their Birth for want of Means and Education, 
To ſhape them to that Courſe cach was addicted; 
And therefore that we may proceed di ſcreetly, 
Since what's concluded raſbiy ſeldom proſpers, 
Vu firft ſhall take a ftritt Peruſal f them, 
Ad then from el 3 de ** ir 
Daughter © 


| May faſhion her tr on. Le W. aan 
e | 


Nu offer fas and nobly, 2 * 1 meet you 
In the ſame Line of Honour; and, I hope,” 
Being bleſt but with one Daughter, T fhall not 
Appear impertinently curious, 
Though, with my et Vigilance and Study, | 
1 
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; lau 6 bo bro ere. © 
Brow me Aern din to her, I in that © 


Sit down withSilence. Bti. Nu may, my Lord fe _ th 1 


Since Fame aloud proclaimeth her Perfactions, 
Commanding all Mens Tongues to fing her Praiſes. 


I quote not this as an Inſtance of the Sublime, 
but of our Authors genteel Dialogue enliven d by a 
few Poetic Figures, as in the Faſt Lines. Fame is 


perſonis'd and commands the Tongues of Men. 


Now let us fee this Dialogue modernis'd - The 
Names of the old Gentlemen being N to 
Antonio and un, they thus confer. 


Ant. Without Compliment, my old Briend, 1 
Shall think myſelf much honour'd in your | Al- 
liance; our Families are both ancient, our Chi ldren 


young, and able to ne, em; and I think. the 


- » 5 "4 


find I 4 meet you in the ſame Line of Honour; 
and T hope, fince I have but one Girl in the World, 


you won't think me a troubleſome old Fool, if J en- 
deavour to beſtow her to her Worth; therefore, if 
you pleaſe, before we ſhake Hands, a Ward or two 
by the bye, for 1 have ſonce _— Velen ta 


ask you. 
Ant. Act em. 


Cha. Well, in the firſt _ you ſay * have 
t100 Sons. 


Ant. Erachy. | 
* 


Ve 


had long obſcur'd their Excellencies; tis to be 
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Cha. And you . en, e et 
marry my Daughter Pi fy 

Ant. Willing. W 

Cha. My Daugbter Angelina? 

Ant. Angelina. 

Cha. And you are Eleuiſz content that the. 7 | 
Angelina hell fu 
lowance ) take to ber W Hushand, . of ent. 
ſhe pleaſes ? E 

Ant. Content. 

Cha. And you farther promi that the Perſon 

by her (and me) ſo choſen (be it elder, rn 
Hall be your fole Heir; that is to ſay, ſpall & 
"editions! Poſſeſſion, of at leaſt three Parts of your 
Eftate. Nou "know the Conditions, and. this Jou 25 
tively promiſe ? 
Ant. To perform. 2 
Cha. Why then, as the laſt Token of my far Con- 
ſent and F Hand. meren 
Ant. There's mine. 

Cha. At a Match? 
Ant. 4 Match. | 
Cha. Done. - F 
Ant. Done, © eee 
Cha. And done !——that's —_— 11785 


Strike ont an Expreſſion or two of Fletcher's, 
and a couple of Graſiers would have put more 
Senſe into an Ox. bargain. I blame not the Author, 
if a Man's Cuſtomers reſolve to pay the Price of 
Champaign, and yet inſiſt upon Mild and Stale, who 
would refuſe it them? This is only a Specimen of 
the Taſte of the late wonderfully night Age. 
But as Shakefpear and Milton have already in 
meaſure diſpers'd the Clouds of Prejudice which 


Vol. I, a | hop'd 


rvey em both; and (with. my Abs 8 
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hop'd that our Eyes are now inur'd to bear the 
Luſtre of ſuch Poets, who moſt reſemble theſe Suns 
of Britain, To ſuch Readers therefore who are de- 
firous of becoming acquainted with the Excellencies 
of Beaumont and Fletcher, I ſhall beg leave to recom- 


mend their Plays to be read in the following Order, 


— with * — they 2 * 


—— A 9 


r 1 


Tragedies and oy” 
Comedies, 


Paſtoral, | 


"Is 


Maids Tragedy vol. 1 Faithful Shepherdes vl. 3 Elder Brother yol.2 


Philafter vol. 1 


King and no King vol. 1 


The Two Noble Kinſmen 
yol. 10 
The Double Marriage 


Rule a Wife and have x 


Wife vol, 3 
Little French Lawyer vol. 4 
Wit without Money vol. 2 


Spaniſp Curate vol, 2 
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1m oy, ung 
D. 


RY) 242 Nice Valour, or Paſſionate 
The Bloody Brother, or : Mad-Man yol, 16 
Rollo vol. 5 | | 


The Falſe One vol. 4 
The Knight of Malta 


vol. 7 
Palentinian vol. 4 
Ui bb A; 3. EI 
Laws of Candy vol. 4 Burleſque Sublime, Fair Maid of the Mill, 
Loyal Subject yol, ; Fair Maid of the Inn, 
The Iſland Princeſs vol, .  Wild-gooſe Chaſe. 
Thierry and Theodoret . Monſieur Thomas, 
vol. 10 The Chances, 
Wife for a Month vol, Honeſt Man's Fortune, 
Bonduca vol, Cuftom of the Country, 
— Cops. 
The Sea-Voyage. 
Love's Cure, or the Martial 
Maid, 
* Coxcomb, 
4 "way aig of the Burning Woman-Hater, 
' vol, 6 Wit at ſeveral Weapons, 
Women pleas'd, 
1 p Tamer tam'd, 
1 T 
Coronation vol. 9 Mak vol. 10 Pil vol. 5 
The een of Corinth vol. 6 Moral Repreſentations 1852 Pilgrimage vol. 
The Lover's Progreſs vol, vol, 10 Night- Walker vol. 
The Propheteſs vol. | Noble Gentleman vol. 
Cupid's Revenge vol. 9 | Th 
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The Reader will find many excellent things i in 
this laſt Claſs, for the Plays of our Authors do not 


differ from each other near ſo much as . thoſe. of. 
Shakeſpear. The three laſt Tragedies are detruded 


ſo low on Account of their Magie and Machinery, 


in which our Authors fall ſhorter of Shaleſpear than 
in any other of their Attempts to imitate him. 
What is the Reaſon of this? Is it that their Genius 
improv'd by Literature and polite Converſation, 
could well deſcribe Men and Manners, but had not 


that poetic that creative Power to form new op 


and new Worlds, 


and give to airy Nothings 
A local Habitation and a Name. 


2s Shakeſpear excellentl y deſcribes his own Genius? 
I believe not. The Entbuſiaſn of Paſſions which 

Beaumont and Fletcher are ſo frequently rapt into, 
and the vaſt Variety of diſtinguiſh'd Characters 
which they have ſo admirably drawn, ſhew as ſtrong 
Powers of Invention as the Creation of Matches and 
raifing of Ghoſts, Their Deficiency therefore in 
Magic is accountable from a Cauſe far different 
from a Poverty of Imagination; it was the accidental 


8 Diſadvantage of a liberal and learned Education: 


Sorcery, Witchcraft, Aſtrology, Ghoſts, and Appari- 
tions, were then the uniyerſal Belief of both the 
great Vulgar and the ſmall, nay they were even the 
Parliamentary, the National Creed; only ſome eariy- 
enligbined Minds ſaw and contemn'd the whole ſu- 
perſtitions Trumpery: Among theſe our ' Authors 
were probably initiated from their School-days into 
a deep-grounded Contempt of it, which breaks out 
in many parts of their F and particulariy:1 l i 
2 e 
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'T he Bloody Brother and The Fair Maid of the Inn, 
where they began that admirable Banter which the 
excellent Butler carry'd on exactly in the fame, 
Strain, and which, with ſuch a Second, has at laſt 
drove the Bugbears from the Minds of almoſt all 
Men of common Underſtanding. But here was 
our Authors Diſadvantage ; the Taſte of their Age 
call'd aloud for the Aſſiſtance of Ghoſts and Sorcery 
to heighten the Horror of Tragedy; this Horror 
they had never felt, never heard of but with Con- 
tempt, and conſequently they had no Arche-types in 
their own Breaſts of what they were call'd on to 
deſcribe. Whereas Shakeſpear from his low Educa- 
tion had believ'd and felt all the Horrors he painted; 
for tho' the Univerſities and Inns of Court were in 
ſome degree freed from, theſe, Dreams of Super- 
ſtition, the Banks of the Auon were then haunted on 


. There tript with printleſs Foot the Elves of Hill, 

-- Brooks, Lakes, and Groves; there Sorcery bedimn'l 

The Noon-tide Sun, calld forth the mutinous Mind, 
And twixt the green Sea and the azur'd Vault 
Set roaring War, &c. Tempett. . * 


So that Shakeſpear can ſcarcely be ſaid to create 2 
new World in his Magic; he went but back to his 
native Country, and only dreſs'd their Goblins in 
tic Weeds; hence ev'n Theſeus is not attended 
his own Deities, Minerva, Venus, the Faun, 
Satyrs, &c. but by Oberon and his Fairies: Whereas 
our Authors however aukwardly they treat of GH 
and Sorcerers, yet when they get back to Greer 
(which was as it were their native Soil) they intro- 
duce the Cl/afjc Deities with Eaſe and 8 
S621 FHlelcber 
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Fletcher in particular does in his Faithful Shepherdeſs, 
and both of them in their Mass; the laſt of 9 
is put in the third Claſs not from any Deficiency in 
the Compoſition, but from the Nature of the alle- 
gorical Mask which, when no real Characters are 
intermix'd, ought in general to rank below Tragedy 
and Comedy. Our Authors, who wrote them be- 
cauſe they were in Faſhion, have themſelves ſhew'd 
how light they held them, ek + IT 


They muſt commend their King, and ſpeak in praiſe 
Of the Aſſembly ; bleſs the Bride and Bridegroom" 
In Perſon of ſome God; they re ty'd to Rules © 


| Of Flattery, — — ve}; ec 
Maid's Tragedy, A& 1. Scene 1. 


This was probably wrote by Beaumont with an eye 
to the Mask at Gray's Inn, as well as Masks in 
general, The Reader will find a farther Account 
of our Authors Plays, and what Share Mr. Shirley 

is ſuppos'd to have had in the Completion of fome 
that were left imperfect in Mr. Sympſon's Lives of 
the Authors, But before I finiſh my Account of 
them, it is neceffary to apologiſe for a Fault which 
muſt ſhock every modeſt Reader: It is their fre- 
ei uſe of groſs and indecent Capone, They 
ve this Fault in common with Shakeſpear, who. is 
ſometimes more groſs than they ever are; but I think 
Groſneſs does not occur quite fo often in him. In 
the ſecond Claſs of Parallel Paſſages where the 
Hands of Shakeſpear and our Authors were not 
diſtinguiſhable, I omitted one Inſtance for Decency 
ſake, but I will inſert it here as proper to the Sub- 
ject we are now upon. Philaſter being penny 
agitated by Jealouſy, and firmly believing his Miſtte 8 
of # 1 7 
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to have been looſe, thus ſpeaks of a Letter which 
he has juſt receivd from her, 
he ——— O, we all Women 
That love black Deeds learn to diſſemble here ! 
Here, by this Paper, ſhe doth write to me, 

As if ber Heart were Mines of Adamant 

To all the World befide ; but unto me, 


Maiden Snow that melted with my Looks, 
3 Vol. 1. Page 131, of this Edit. 


Strength and Delicacy are here in perfe& Union, 
In like manner Poſthumus in Cymbeline, Act 2. agi- 
tated by as violent a , Jealouſy of his Wife, thus 
deſcribes her ſeeming Modeſty : 


——— — — O Pengeance! Vengeance! 
Me of my lawful Pleaſure ſhe reſtrain d, 
And pray'd me oft Forbearance, did it with 
A Pudency fo roſy, the ſiueet Look ont 
+. Might well have warm'd old Saturn; that 1 
thought her | 
As chaſte as unſunn'd Snow 


This is a moſt amiable Picture of conjugal Delicacy, 
but it may be juſty objected that it draws the Cur- 
tains of the Marriage-bed, and expoſes it to the 
View of the World; and if the Reader turns to 
the Speech of which it is a Part, he will find 
much groſſer Expreſſions in the Sequel. But theſe 
were ſo far from offending the Ears of our An- 
ceſtors, that Beaumont and Fletcher, tho' ſo often 

_ guilty of them, are perpetually celebrated by the 
Writers of their own and of the following Age, as 
the great Reformers of the Drama from * 
an 
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and Ribaldry. Thus when Fletcher's: charmin 
Paſtoral, The Faithful Shepherdeſs, had been damn 4 
by its firſt Night's Audience, Jon ſon ſays that they 


damn'd it for want of the vitious and bawdy Scenes 


which they had been accuſtom'd to, and then 
breaks out in a Rapture worthy of __ NY 
of Fletcher. 


| I that am glad thy Innocence was 1 Guilt, 
And wiſb that all the Muſes Blood as eilt 
In ſuch a Martyrdom, to vex their Eyes 
Do crown thy murder d Poem, &c. 2 


Yet even this Pattern of Chaſtity is not free from 
Expreſſions which would now be juſtly deem'd too 
grols for the Stage. Sir John Berkenhead, ſpeaking 
of Fletcher's Works in general, fays, 


And as thy T houghts were clear, fo innocent, 

Thy Fancy gave no unſwept Language Vent, 

pus no Laws, propban ſt no holy Page, 
As if thy * Father's Croſier rul d the Stage. 


Our Poets frequently boaſt of this Chaſtity of Lan- 


guage themſelves. - See the Prologue to The Knight 
of the Burning Peſtle. Lovelace, a Poet of no 


ſmall Eminence: ſpeaks of the great Delicacy of 


Expreſſion ev'n in the Cuſtom of the Country. 


View here a hoſe Thought ſaid with ſuch a Grace, 
Minerva might have ſpoke in Venus' Face, 
So well diſguisd, that twas conceiv'd by. none. 
But Cupid had Diana's Linnen on. 

® Fletcher Bibop of London. 3 
44 Vet 
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Yet of this Play Dryden afferts that it contains more 
Bawdry than all his Plays together. What muſt 
we fay of theſe different Accounts? Why tis clear 
as Day, that the Stile of the Age was fochang'd, that 
what was formerly not eſteem'd in the leaſt Degree 


Indecent, was. now become very much fo; juſt as 


in Chaucer, the very filthieſt Words are us'd with- 
out Diſguiſe, and ſays Beaumont in excuſe for him, 
he gave thoſe Expreſſions to low Characters, with 


whom they were then in common Uſe, and whom 


he could not therefore draw naturally without them. 
The ſame Plea is now neceſſary for Beaumont him- 
ſelf and all his contemporary Dramatic Poets ; but 
there is this grand and eſſential Difference between 
the groſs Expreſſions of our old Poets, and the 


more delicate Lewdneſs of modern Plays. In the 


former, groſs Expreſſions are the Lan- 
guage of low Life, and are giv'n to Characters which 
are ſet in defpicable Lights: In the latter, Lewdneſs 


is frequently the Characteriſtic of the Hero of the 


Comedy, and ſo intended to inflame the Paſſions 


and corrupt the Heart. Thus much is neceſſary in 
Defence, not only of our Authors, But of Mr. Symp- 


fon and myſelf, for engaging in the Publication of 


Works which contain a great many Indecencies, 
whith we could have wiſh'd to have been omitted; 
and which, when I began to prepare my Part of 
the Work for the Prefs, I had actually truck off, as 
far as I could do it without injuring the Connection 
of the Context; but the Bookſellers preſs d, and 
indeed inſiſted upon their Reſtoration: They very 
ſenſibly urged the laſt-mentioned Plea, and thought 
that the bare Notion of a curtail'd Edition would 
greatly prejudice the Sale of it. We hope therefore 
that the Reader will not be too ſevere on the * 
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of Works which have great Excellencies, and which 
in genereal tend to promote Virtue and Chaſtity, 
tho' the Cuſtom of the Age made the Authors not 
entirely abſtain, from Expreſſions not then eſteem'd 
groſs, but which now mull offend every modeſt Ear, 


Hlitherto we have treated of our Authors and 
their Merit, , ſomething muſt be added of the At- 
tempt of the preſent Editors to clear them from 
that Maſs of Confuſion and, Obſcurity flung upon 
them by the Inaccuracy of former Editors, or what 
was worſe, by the Wilfulneſs and Ignorance of our 
old Players, who kept moſt of their Plays many 
Years in Manuſcript as mere Play-houſe Properties, 
to be changed and mangled, by every new Actor's 
Humour and Fancy. As this was the Caſe of moſt 
of our old Plays, the learned Mr. Upton ſeems 
ſtrangely miſtaken in aſſerting that no more Liberty 
ought to be taken in the Correction of the old 
[mangled] Text of Shakeſpear, than with the two 
firſt [accurate] Editions of Paredi/e Lal. Upon 
this groundleſs Aſſertion are built thoſe very un- 
deſerved Reflections upon the eminent Editors of 
Shakeſpear who are compar d to the Vice of the 
old Comedy beating their Author's original Text 
with their Daggers of Lath. Surely ſomething very 
different from ſuch Sarcaſm is due from every true 
Lover of Shakeſpear to thoſe Editors whoſe Emen- 
dations have clear d ſo: many Obſcurities, and made 


ſo many Readers ſtudy and perceive innumerable 


Excellencies which had otherwiſe been paſs d over 
unnoted and perhaps deſpis d. For verbal Criticiſm, 
when it means the reſtoring the true Reading to the 
mangled Text, very juſtly holds the Palm from every 
other Species of Criticiſm, as it cannot be perſorm'd 


with _ 
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with Succeſs without comprehending all the reſt; it 
muſt clearly perceive the Stile, Manner, Characters, 


Beauties and Defects: And to this muſt be added ſome 


Sparks of that original Fire that animated the Poet: 


own Invention. No ſooner therefore were Criticiſms 


wrote on our Enugliſb Poets, but each deep-read 
Scholar whoſe ſeverer Studies had made him frown 


with contempt on Poems and Plays, was taken in 


to read, to ſtudy, to be enamour'd : He rejoic'd to 
try his Strength with the Editor, and to become a 
Critic himſelf : Nay, even Dr. Bentley's ſtrange 
Abſurdities in his Notes on Milton, had this good 


Effect, that they en ag'd a Pierce to anſwer, and 


perhaps were the firſt Motives to induce the greateſt 


Poet, the moſt univerſal Genius, One of the greateſt 


Orators, and One of the moſt induſtrious Scholars 


in the Kingdom each to become Editors of Shakeſ- 
pear. A Pope, a Warburton, and a Hanmer did 


Honour to the Science by engaging in Criticiſm ; but 


the Worth of that Science is moſt apparent from 


the Diſtinction Mr. Theobald gain'd in the learned 


World, who had no other Claim to Honour but 


as a Critic on Shakeſpear. In this Light his Fame 
remains freſh and unblaſted tho' the Lightning of 
Mr. Pope and the Thunder of Mr. Warburton have 
been both lanch'd at his Head. Mr. Pope being 
far too great an Original himſelf to ſubmit his own 
Taſte to that of Shakeſpear's was fairly driven out 


of the Field of Criticiſm by the plain force of 


Reaſon and Argument; but he ſoon retir'd to his 


poetic Citadel, and from thence play'd ſuch a Yolley 


of Wit and Humour on his Antagoniſt, as gave him 
a very groteſque Profile on his Left ; but he never 
drove him from his Hold on Shakeſpear, and his 
Countenance on that Side is ſtill clear and unſpotted. 
& 1 „ 
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Mr. Warburton's Attack was more dangerous, hut 
tho' he was angry from the apprehenſion of perſonal 
Injuries, yet his Juſtice has ſtill left Mr. Theobald in 
poſſeſſion of great Numbers of excellent Emenda- 
tions, which will always render his Name reſpectable. 
The mention of the Merit of Criticiſin in eſtabliſh- 
ing the Taſte of the Age, in raifing Reſpect in the 
Contemptuous, and Attention in the careleſs Readers 
of our old Poets, naturally leads us to an Enquiry. - 
Whence it comes to paſs, that whilſt almoſt every 


| One buys and reads the Works of our late Critical 


Editors, nay almoſt every Man of Learning aims at 
imitating them and making Emendations himſelf, 
yet it is ſill the Faſhion to flurt at the Names of 
Critic and Commentator, and almoſt to treat the 
very Science with Deriſion. The Enquiry has been 
often made by Critics themſelves, and all have faid, 


that it was owing to the ſtrange Miſtakes and Blunders 


of former Critics, to Mens engaging in a Science which 

they had neither Learning nor Talents to manage and 
adorn. Each thinking himſelf exempt from the Cen- 
ſure, and each having it retorted _ him in his 
Turn. If this is the Caſe, I'm afraid all Remedy 
is hopeleſs; if the great Names above-mentioned 
did really want Abilities for the Province they under- 


took, who ſhall dare to hope that he poſſeſſes them? 


If frequent Miſtakes in an Editor are totally to ſink 
his Merit, who can eſcape the common Wreck? 
But I am far from thinking this to be the fole or 
even the principal Cauſe ; and the two, which I 
ſhall aſſign as much greater Inlets to this Diſgrace on 
the Art of Criticiſm, are ſuch as admit of the eafieſt 
Remedy in the World, a Remedy in the Power 
of Critics themſelves, 'and which their own Intereſt 
loudly calls on them all to apply. The firſt Cauſe 
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is; that in a Science the moſt fallible of all others, 
depending in a great Meaſure on the tottering Bot- 
tom of mere Cunjecture, almoſt every Critic aſſumes 
the Air of Certainty, Poſitiveneſs and Infallibility; 
he ſeems ſure never to miſs his Way, tho' in a Wil- 
derneſs of Confuſion, never to ſtumble in a Path al- 
ways gloomy, and ſometimes as dark as Midnight, 
* Hence he dogmatizes, when he ſhould only propoſe, 
and dictates his Gueſſes in the Deſpotic Stile. The 
Reader, and every Rival Editor, catches the ſame 
Spirit, all his Faults become unpardonable, and the 
Demerit of a few Miſtakes ſhall o'erwhelm the Me. 
rit of all his juſt Emendations: He deems himſelf 
perfect, and Perfection is demanded at his Hands; 
and this being no where elſe found but by each Writer 
in his own Works, every Putter-forth of two or 
three Emendations ſwells as big, and flings his Spittle 
as liberally on a Warburton, a Hanmer, or a Theo- 
bald, as if he were the Giant and they the Dwarfs 
of Criticiſm; and he has, upon the Suppoſition of 
Perfection being neceſſary, this evident Advantage 
of them, that an Editor of three or four Emenda- 
tions has a much better Chance to avoid Miſtakes 
than the Editors of three or four thouſand ; tho' it 
has generally happen'd, that they who were very ob- 
ſcure in Merit have had their Demerits as glaring as 
the moſt voluminous Editors, 

From the ſame Source ariſes the ſecond ſtill more 
remarkable Cauſe of Critical Diſgrace, it is the il 
Language and ungentleman-like Treatment which 
Critics have ſo frequently given their Rivals. If the 
Profeſſors of the fame Science are continually cuffing 
and buffeting each other, the World will ſet them 
on, laugh at, and enjoy the ridiculous Scufflle. Is 
it not amazing, that ignorant, abſurd, 8 

unces 


PREFACE hi 
Dunces and Bhlockheads ſhould be the common Epi- 
thets and Titles, that Gentlemen of Learning and 
liberal Education beſtow on each other, for ſuch 
Miſtakes as they know that all their Brother Critics 
have been conſtantly guilty of, and which nothing 
but the vaineſt Self- ſufficiency can make them 1 . 
poſe t themſelves exempt Rees 
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If we ourſelves are guilty of the very fame ſort of 
Miſtakes for which we ftigmatize others as Blun- 
derers and Blockheads, we brand our own Foreheads b: 


our own Verdict, Obloquy upon us is bare Fuſtice, 


we become Blunderers and Blockbeads u 3 
The ing nd oye n of Critical Editions of 
liſb Poets thought his ior Lena ve 
bm 2 Ng to mn and LEY upon 5 15 
Rival Editors; but having none to exerciſe 15 Fury 
upon, in his Edition of Paradiſe Loft, he raiſed 
a Phantom Editor, in the Perſon, of whom | he 
fling Dirt upon Milton himſelf. But the pre- 
428 worthy 85 ;/hop of Bangor not only clear d 
his beloved Poet from ſuch unjuſt Aſperſions, but 
ſhew'd that he could anſwer Sander, Sneer and 
Whom with Decency, Candour, and good. Man- 
Happy had it been for the learned World, 
had, thofe 2 — Notes been at firſt joined to 
Milton's Text; that his Candour, and not n= other 
Coarſenefs, might have been the Standard of Critical 
Language; but as great Part of thoſe Notes are now 
engrafted into Dr. Newton's elegant Edition, it is to 
be hop'd that they will henceforth become ſo, 
Happy for us had it been too, if Sir Thomas * 
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had carry d on that Candour and good Manners which 


appear in his Preface into a Body of Notes upon his 


Author; he had not only placed his Emendationg 
in a much fairer and more conſpicuous Light; he 
had not only avoided the Objection which ſome 
have made of an arbitrary Inſertion of his Altera- 
tions into the Text; but he would have ſet us an 
Example of Elegance and Politeneſs of Stile, which 


ve muſt perhaps in vain hope for from any Man, 


that has not been long exerciſed in one of the great 
Schools of Rhetoric, the Houſes of Parliament; 


unleſs ſome other eminent Orator or another Speaker 


ſhould become an Editor, as well as a Patron of 
Criticiſms. Mr. Theobald, who was a much better 
Critic on Shakeſpear than Dr, Bentley had been on 
Milton, yet follow'd the Doctor's Stile and Manner, 
and in ſome meaſure deſery'd the Laſh he ſmarted 
under in the Dunciad; for tho' he had a right to 
correct Mr. Pope's Errors upon Shakeſpear, he had 
none to uſe ſo exalted a Character with the leaſt 
Diſreſpect, much leſs with Derifion and Contempt. 


Mr. Upton a Gentleman of very diſtinguiſh'd Litera- 


ture, has in his Remarks on Shakeſpear follow'd this 
Stile of Triumph and Inſult over his Rival Critics, 
and as this Gentleman will, I hope, long continue 
his Services to the learned World, I will endeayour 
to convince him of the Injuſtice and ill Policy of 
ſuch Treatment of them. The beſt Canon to judge 
of an Editor's Merits, ſeems to be a Computation of 
the good and bad Alterations which he has made in 
175 Text; if the latter are predominant he leaves 

is Author worſe than he found him, and Demerits 
only appear at the bottom of the Account: If the 


good are moſt numerous, put the bad ones on the 


ſide of Debtor, ballance the whole, and we ſhall 


eaſily 
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eaſily ſee what Praiſes are due to him. Now if 
ſome hundred good Ones remain upon Ballance to 
each of the three laſt Editors of Shakeſpear, how 
unjuſt is it for a Publiſher of only thirty or forty 
Alterations (ſuppoſing them all to be perfectly juſt) 
to ſpeak with contempt of thoſe, whoſe Merits are 
ſo much more conſpicuous than his-own? But to 
do this, without an Aſſurance of being himſelf 
exempt from the like Miſtakes, is as impolitic as it 
is unjuſt, I have not now time for an Examination 
of this Gentleman's Criticiſms on Shakeſpear; but 
I will chooſe a very particular Specimen of his Miſtake 
for it ſhall be the very ſame which a real Friend 5 
this Gentleman publiſh'd as a Specimen of his Excel- 
lencies,in Mr. Dodſley's Muſeum, a monthly Pamphlet 
then in great Repute. This Specimen confiſted of 
two Alterations which the Letter-Writer thought 
very happy ones, The firſt was in Antony and 
Cleopatra, Act 2. Sc. 4. The Soothſayer thus ad- 
viſes Antony to ſhun the Society of Cz/ar. | 
0 Antony, ay not by his Side. 
Ny Dæmon, that's thy Spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, couragious, high, unmatchable,  __ _. 
Where Cæſar's is not. But near. him thy Angel 
Becomes a Feat, Ot 


i. e. becomes not only fearful but ev'n Fear itſelf. 
The Image is extremely poetical ; for as Antonys 
Demon was according to the Heathen Theology 
perſoniz2'd and made ſomething different from Antony, - 
ſo the Paſſion of Fear. is not only perſoniꝝ d, but 

ev'n pluraliz?d: The Imagination beholds many 
Fears, and Antony's Spirit becomes one of 75 5 
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Thus Doubts and Fears are perſoniz d in Macbeth, 
„ RCTS" gr 75 
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Thus God himſelf perſonizes Fear, and ſends it 

among the Canaanites as the Harbinger of Iſrael, 
Exodus xxiii. and xxvii. And again in Ezekiel xxx. 
13. He fays, ' I will put 4 Fear in the Land of 
Egypt. the Companions of Mars in Hamer 
are Aduos r 11s Ges. A. 440. Terror and Fear, 
But the Inſtance the moſt appoſite, is in The Maid“ 
Tragedy, where the forlorn Aſpatia ſees her Servant 
working the Story of Des and Ariadne; and 
thus adyĩſies ber to puniſh the Perfidy of the former, 


In this Place work a Quick Hand, 8 
And over it a ſhallow fmiling Water, We 434 
And his Ship Ploughing it it ; and then a Fear, 

Do that Fear Ne. LIT { 9) "fy 3- 


Here tho” Fear coal only i in Painting be expreſs'd 
on n their Countenances, yet Poctry goes farther, 


. gives to airy Nothing | 
A local Habi tation and. a Name. 8 


"Theſe are thoſe great Stroker which a Man muſt 
be born with a Soul to perceive as well as write, 
otherwiſe not all the Reading of an Upton or 2 
Bentley can give the leaſt Idea of them. Theſe are 
thoſe inimitable Graces of Poetry which a Critics 
Feucil ſhould no more dare to retouch _ a 

modern 
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modern Painter ſhould the Cheek or Eye of a 


Raphael's Madona. For ſee how flat and dim it 
will appear in this Gentleman's celebrated Alteration, 


he rea | ti WP 
—— but near him thy Angel 3 
Becomes afear d *. n How 
i — 5 
el, * There is a Paſſage in Authony's Anſwer to this Speech, which ſeems 
x. miſunderſtood by all the Editors of Sbaleſpear. Anthony confirming 
of what the Soothſayer had ſaid of  Cz/ar's ſuperior Fortune, adds, | 
27 And in our Sports my better Cunning faints 
7. Under his Chance. I wwe draw. Lots, he ſpeeds 4 
4 His Cocis do win the Battel ſtill of mine, 
ant When it is all to nought ; and his Quails ever 


nd Brat mine in-hoop'd' at odd. 

er. I Here is evidently a fad 4rti-climax : His Cocks win the Battle of mine 

_ when it is all to nought on my Side, and his Quails, fighting in a Hoop, 
beat mine when the Odds are on my Side. What a falling off is there | 
Sir Thomas Hanmer chooſes to make the Quail. ſgbting be in Coops ra- 
ther than Hoops, and reads in-coop'd; but the Anti-climax is ſtill the 
ſame; and, I believe, aroſe originally only from the miſplacing the 
Hyphen, and the Omiſſion of a Letter. Spelling, indeed, was very un- 


. determin'd in that Age, and to avhoop or hollow, might have been 
: ſpelt boop, without the av ; I read therefore, | . ö 
Id — and bis Puails ever 


Brat mine in whoop'd-at Odd. Et 


N when the Odds are fo great, that the Berters on my Side /oout 
k and whoop for Victory. All who have been in a Cock-pit will have a 
clear Idea of this: Flatneſs and Anti-climax will be avoided, and the 
ſoaring Spirit of Shakeſpear will recover its own Vigour, The firſt old 
Filio has no Hyphen, but reads thus, . 3 1 


Beat mine (in hoopt) at 0 59 $ 832 N a4 


The Parentheſis ſeems added as a Confeſſion that they did not know 
What to make of the Words in hoopt. This Emendation is ſtill farther 


Jr à eonfirm'd by a very juſt and learned Obſervation of Mr. Upton, who 
are {W's given a Key to Anthony's Character, as drawn by Shakeſpear, which 
gic's Nes the Poers great Accuracy in CharaQeriſtics. He obſerves from 


"lutarch, that Anthony affected the aſiatie Stile in common Diſcourſe; 
You. I, | & which 
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How ſhould we have flatned our Authors if we 
had, as the Rebearſat calls it, tranſprosd them in the 


like manner? - 


— 


which was, ſays Cicero, verbis wolucre et incitatum, exornatum et nini: 
Ledundens, I have before obſerv'd that the Afiatic'Stile and Sentiment 
are from the Scriptures adopted by the Exgliſb, and particularly by 
Shakeſpear ; but he has given both Anthony and Cleopatra a Rapidity 
and Boldneſs of Metaphors that approachgs even to Phrenſy, which was 
peculiarly-proper to their Characters. Of this I ſhall give an Inftance, 
which, I think, has been hitherto miſunderſtood in two if not more 


it | Places. Act 1. Scene 6. Cleopatra is talking of Anthony then in Rom, 
[| and ſays of him, 5 | | 
| H, ſbeabing nw, | 


Or murm'ring, where's my Serpent of old Ml? 
. For ſo be calli me: naw. I feed myſelf | 
With moſt delicious Paiſoan: Think on ne 
That am with Phoebus' am'rous Pinches Lack, 


lf 1 Aud aurinlled deep in Time, Broad. fronted Cæſar, 

| ! den thuu waſt here aboue the Ground, I auas 

it 4 A Morſel for a Monarch, &c. „ W 

I Tue Editions which diſtinguiſh Anzorys Speech, either by Iialis & 


1 X Commas, make him only ſay, where's my Serpent old Nile? the ref 
is Cleopatra's own. But ſurely it is a ſtrange .Compliment only to call 
4 her a Serpent of Nile. And why then does ſhe mention it as a Wonder 
! that he ſhould ſay ſuch rapturous things of her in her Decline of Life? 
| No, Anthony's Speech ſhould be continued as the Metaphor is, 


| 1 With moſt delicious Poiſon, — 
| 


Both Parts belong to him; and then ſhe goes on; Think, ſays ſhe, 
that be utters ſuch Raptures as theſe on me, tho nau avrinkled dit) 
in Time. But after this, why is Cæſar call'd broad-fronted? | 
there the leaſt ground from Medals, Statues, or Hiſtory, for ſuch 
Deſcription of him? No, but the very Reyerſe, Look on his Medal, 
and particularly on the fine Bronze at Dr. Mead s, and youll find that 
he has a remarkably arp Forebead. But there is a Peculiarity i 
Cæſars Forchead mention'd by all Hiſtorians, and confirm'd by Medals 
and Statues, He was ba/s, and boaſted that he would cover and $a 
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I this Place work a Quickſand, | Al 1 


- And over it a ſhallow ſmiling Water," 1001 
And his Ship ploughing it, and (hers afear” di ' 
* their Fear aeg af We 
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vith Laurels inſtead of Hair; and for that purpoſe, after he was Dic- 
tator, N wore his Laurel Crown. 1 read therefore, 


Bald: fronted Calar. 


It is perfectly in Character for aba to mention a Blemiſh in Rok, | 
for ſhe a little below ſhews a Contempt for his Memory, in compariſon 
.of her Anthony. In the ſame Scene there are two other Expreſſions 
which ſeem not ; hitherto underſtood; en giving an Account of 
Anthony's Meſſage to Cleopatra: ) 2 388 


Alex. Good Friend, quath A N 
Say the firm Roman to great E oypt * 
Vi, Treaſure of an Oyfter; at whoſe Fot, 
o mend the petty Preſent, I will piece 
Her opulent Throne auith "Kingdoms, All the Tat, 
Say thou, ſhall call ber: Miſtreſs. So he nodded, 
And foberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, 
Mo neighd fo high, that what I would have ſhoke, 
Was, Beaſt- like, dumb'd by him. - 


"To piece, to this Day ſignifies to join een 3 or to 
new Parts to any thing, as to piece @ Rope, to piece à Beam, &c. 
piece her Throne with Kingdoms is therefore exeeedingly clear. I will 
join new Kingdoms to her Dominions, and make her Queen of Aa as 
well as Zgypt. This Senſe ſeems to have been overlook'd by Sir Thomas 
Hanmer and Mr. Warburton, or elſe I know not why. they chang d it 
to pace, which ſeems much more obſcure than the former. Sir Thomas 
makes another Change in theſe Lines, for arm-gaunt he reads arm- girt: 
I ſuppoſe he meant wwith Arms or Shoulders bound round with Trapping. 
The Expreſſion is very {tiff in this Senſe, and juſtly rejected by Mr. War- 
burton, who reſtores arm-gaunt, and explains it of a War- Horſe grown 
£2unt or lean by long Marches and frequent Fights. But why muſt 
Anthony, after a profound Peace and a long Revel in the Arms of C/eo- 
| patra upon his Return to Rome, have nothing to ride but an old batter'd 
lean War-Horſe? Beſide, lean Horſes are ſeldom remarkable like this 
for neighing loud and vigorouſly. By Arm we all underſtand the Shou74rr, 
| 5 | 


* 
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viii P R E FA C E. 
The ſecond Inſtance quoted in the -Muſceum as a 
Proof of Mr. Upton's Excellency, is his Alteration 
of another of Shakeſpear's peculiar Graces. in the 
following celebrated Paſſage. SO pris; 


Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To he in cold Obſtruction, and to rot: | 
This ſenfible warm Motion to become 
A kneaded Clod, and the delighted Spirit 
| To bathe in fiery Floods, or to refide _ 
In thrilling Regions of thick-ribbed Ice. 


The Epithet delighted in the fourth Line is extremely IM 7 
4 beautiful, as it carries on the fine Antitheſis between 

1 the Joys of Life and the Horrors of Death. This . 

15 ſenfible warm Motion muſt become a kneaged Ch, 


© yy =, r oo = co 


and this Spirit, delighted as it has hitherto been 
lt ' with the ſoothing Delicacies of Senſe and the pleaſing WM \ 
4 Ecſtaſies of youthful Fancy, muſt bathe. in fiery N 
| Fhods. This is peculiarly proper from a Youth juit WG 

{ ſnatch'd from Revelry and Wantonneſs, to ſuffer m 
l | the anguiſh and Horror of a ſhameful Death. But le 
bu this beautiful Senſe not being ſeen, Mr. Upton makes Wu 
u ttme firſt Editor ſurpriſingly blind indeed, for he fays Bt! 
3 | | 2 | an 
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in Latin, Armus; gaunt is lean or thin. It is common for Poets to 

mention the moſt diſtinguiſh'd Beauty of any thing to expreſs Beauty el 

in general, by Syecdoche a Part is put for the whole: 4rm-gaunt therefore 

Canis thin-ſpoulder'd, which we know to be one of the principal Beauties — 
of a Horſe, and the Epithet has, from the uncommon uſe of either part 

of the compound Word in this Senſe, an antique Dignity and Grandeur 

in Sound that Poets much delight in. 

But I muſt ſuppreſs this Career in Criticiſing on Shake/prar. Theſe * 
Paſſages have fall'n directly in my way, and one ſeldom opens a Scene | lay 
of his where one meets not many Objects of new Criticiſms, tho Men 
of ſuch great Abilities and Learning have been before us, and poſleſs'd 7 
themſelves of the molt remarkable. \ 
| that and 


Aa 
on 


PRE FAC E. hit 
that he did not ſee the Abſurdity of a Spirit's 'being 
delighted to bathe in fiery Floods. Upon ſuppoſition 
therefore of this Abſurdity being chargeable on the 
old Text, he alters delighted Spirit to delinquent 
Spirit: A Change which totally loſes the whole 
Spirit of the Poet's original Sentiment, Theſe are 
ſuch Miſtakes, that neither the moſt extenſive 
Literature nor the Accuracy of a Locke's Judgment 
can ſecure a Man from; nor indeed any thing but 3 
Poetic Taſte, a Soul that . 


1s of Imagination all compact, - Pa 
That can follow Shakeſpear in his ſtupendous Flights, 

And ſhoot from Earth to Heav'n, from Heav'n to 

Earth. _ Midſummer Night's Dream, © 


But ſhould ſuch a Genius contemn and deride- 
Men of cooler Reaſon and ſuperior Knowledge? 
No; nor ſhould the deep-read Scholar deſpiſe him. 
Great Learning and Quickneſs of Parts very rarely 
meet in one Breaſt : When they do, they are excel- 


luable. Far therefore from Contempt or Variance, 
they ſhould, like Siſter-Sciences, love and accord, 
and each in Honour prefer the other to itſelf. Mr. 
Upton poſſeſſes the firſt of theſe Characters in a very 
eminent Degree, and the + learned World have only to 

BY complain 


1 9——v— 
i a * 


f This Gentleman has given us a Specimen of an Edition of the 

Greek Teftament which he is preparing for the Public, and it is quite 
amazing that the Precepts of that Book have not prevail'd with him to 
y aſide the Stile of Inſult on all his Fellow-Labourers in the Explana- 

tion of the Goſpel. He propoſes a Solution of two remarkable Diffi- 
culties ; and all the venerable and learned Names the Hammonds, 
Whithy:, Prideauxes, &c, as well as thoſe of other Nations and Ages 
Who have before attempted to ſolve them, he calls weals Defenders, 
and their Attempts ridiculous. + 5 

g 2 3 One 


lent indeed; but ſeparately they are extremely va- _ . 


and declar'd himſelf the Meſfab; that they were really the moſt hardned 


call'd a Nazarene. Add to this what ſeveral learned Men have obſerv'd, 


eminent Types of Chriſt were Nazarenes, Perſons ſeparate to Gor, 


ks PREFACE 
complain of his impoſing mere Conjectures upon them 
for abſolute Certainties, and of his rough Treatment 

| 32 . The — 13-33% of 
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One of the Paſſages is Matthew ii. 23. And he came and dwelt 
the Prophets, He ſhall be call d a Nazarene. 

The Difficulty here is, to find any Propheſy in the Old Teſtament, 
that does expreſly aſſert Chriſts being to be call'd a Nazarene, To this 
many of the ancient Chriſtians ſay, that the Apoſtle refers to ſome 
Writings of the Prophets then extant, but which are now loſt, But 
St. Ferom, and from him Dr. Whitby, has given the following Solu 
tion of the Difficulty, 'The Evangeliſts when they refer to a particular 
Propheſy, ſpeak in the ſingular Number, by the Prophet-; but here it 
is in the Plural, J r weopyrwr, by the Prophets; ſo that St. Mar: 
thew, ſays St. Ferom, does not refer to any particular Propheſy, as in 
other Inſtances, but to the Senſe of the ancient Propheſies in general, 
which were, that Chri/t ſhould be an Alien to his Brethren, and a Foreigner 
to his Mother's Sons. That he ſhould ſuffer Reproach and Shame, that be 
Gould be deſdis'd and rejected, &c. Theſe Propheſies were fulfilled in his 
being call'd a Nazarene. For the Galileans in general were by the Few 
held infamous. Search and look, for out of Galilee ari/eth no Prophet, ſay the 
Whole Sanbedrim; and Nazareth was the moſt infamous of all the Town 


in a City calld Nazareth, that it might be fulfilled which was ſpoken by 


of Galilee, The juſt Nathanael was ſo carry'd away by prejudice againk 


it, that it ſtagger'd his Faith when Philip told him, that Feſus 
Nazareth was the Meſfab. Can any good thing, ſays he, come out of 
Nazareth? One Ben Nezer, a famous Robber of Nazareth had greatly 
contributed to this Infamy on the Town, and-we find by the Reception | 
the Nazarenes gave our Saviour when he firſt preach'd amongſt then 


in their Wickedneſs of all the Cities of Fudæa. The Ferws therefore 
gave the Name of Nazarene to Chriſt, and Naxarenes to- Chriſtians a 
a higk Mark of Infamy. And thus were the antient Propheſies relating 
to the Infamy-that Chriſt was to ſuffer literally, fulfilbd in his being 


that Nazarene ſignifies a Perſon ſeparate, as 7o/eph and Sampſon, two 


and our Saviour their A-che-Type, is ſaid by the Apoſtle to be /eparat! 
from Men in the nobleſt Senſe of the Word, he was ſeparate from Sin, 
the Holy One of God. The Margin of our Bibles refer us too to J/aic? 
xi. 1. And there ſhall come forth a Rod out of the Stem of Jeſſe, and « 
Netzer ſhall grow out of his Roots. Hete the original Word, which i 
tranſlated Branch in the Engliſb, ſay Men well vers'd in Hebrew, is the 
ſame with the Nazarene, the ſeparate One, the holy One.---Dr. Whith 
does not aſſent to this being folfill'd by his being call'd a Nazarene ; fo 
ſays he, he was as much the Separate, the Holy One, before he dye! 

CS 3 i 


P R E FA d E. bat 
of his Brother Critics, and then to acknowled ge its. 
Obligations to him for many judicious Criticiſms and 

| | Emenda- 
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in Nazareth as after. The Reaſon ſeems quite inconcluſive---and- the 


very learned Dr. Jackſon had long before Dr. Whitby ſhew'd it to be ſo; 
for ſays he, It well ſuited the all- controlling Providence of God to 
make the Enemies of Chriſt give him by way of Reproach a Name 
which he had preordain'd for him as a Name of Dignity and Honour, 
Thus the Title on the Croſs---- Fe/us the Nazarene the King of the Jews--- 
was Diſgrace and Taunt in the Intentions of his Crucifiers, but in the 
Counſels of God was Dignity and Truth.----But ſays Mr. Upton of 
ſuch Solutions as theſe, 3 7 

Non tali auxilio, non Defenſoribus iftis 

Tempus eget» 15 

Had Dr. Bentley, ſays he, taken the Paſſage in hand, he would have 

known what to defend, how far, and where to ſtop. For the Words 
deres mAnpoln, c. that it might be fulfilled, &c. are only the 
marginal Note of ſome Cabaliflical Annotator. This he aſſerts with as 


md 


much poſitiveneſs as if he had been a Witneſs to ſuch Inſertion, and 


knew the Method how it afterwards crept into the Text of every Mano- 
ſcript in every Church thro' the whole World; for no Pretence is added 
of any ſingle Manuſcript ſupporting this bold Attack on a Part of the 
ſacred Text. If it may be ſuppoſed that ſuch an Interpolation might have 
infected all the Copies that have reached our Age; is there the leaft 
Probability that it could have infected them all before St. Ferom, or that 
ſo very learned a Man as He ſhould not have had the leaſt Suſpicion of it? 
A ſecond. Difficulty which Mr. Upron would ſolve in the ſame. 
manner, is in Lake ii. 1. There went out a Decree from Cæſar Au- 
guſtus that all the World ſpould be taxed, and this Taxing was firſt made 
when Cyrenius was Governor of Syria, Now it is certain, that Cyrentus 
was not Governor of Syria till above Ten Years after the Birth of our 
Saviour. So that the Times do not coincide. The Fact was this; 
Auguſtus, three Years before our Saviour's Birth, order d that an En- 
rollment ſhould be made of the Names, Families, and Poſſeſſions of all 
the Roman Empire, in order to lay a Tax upon them. As this took up 
ſome Years in being executed, it reach'd Fudza the third Year at the 
very Time of our Saviour's Birth. Bat Fudea not being then reduced 
to a Roman Province, but govern'd by its own Kings, no Tax was 
levied in conſequence of this Enrollment till about eleven Years after- 
wards, when Archelaus the Son of Herod being bamiſh'd, Jadæa was 
made a Province and the Tax defign'd was then levied, not with- 
out violent Oppoſition and great Bloodſhed. To clear the Evangeliſt, 
(who being a Man of Learning could not err, had he had no divine 
Aſſiſtance, in ſo notorious a Fact) Dr. Prideaux tranſlates the . 
e 4 : 


Ei PREFACE 
Emendations on Shakeſpear and other Authors. 
Shakeſpear alone is a vaſt Garden of Criticiſm, where 
| th 0 
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thus: "Aury 5 droyenze) mpwrn tyverc=---This Tax firſt took 
effect or was firſt levied when Cyrenius was Governor of Syria. It way 
only an Enrollment before, but then it became a Tax. Dr. Wt 
offers another Interpretation, which has ſince been almoſt univerſally 
adopted by all Men of Learning before Mr. Upton, This Enrollment 
TT0w7TH tyiveTo, was prior to that which hapned- when Cyrenius was 
Governor, &. And that the Word 79/71 moſt generally bears that 
Senſe in the Scriptures, he produces four Inſtances from the Sepruagint, 
four from the Evangeliſts, and to prove it Greet gives one from Arif. 
pbanes. He farther adds, that the ſlighteſt change of the Letters en 
js inſtead of mp@Ty will give this Senſe indiſputably. But Dr. Vith 
is unwilling to make the leaſt Change without abſolute Neceſſity. . Not ſo 
Mr. Upton, he pronounces abſolutely, that the Words are ſpurious and 
nothing but a marginal Note of ſome Perſon ignorant in Chronology, 
which ſome Tranſcriber inſerted into the Text, and the Error was pro- 
pagated from Copy to Copy. This is really a Boldneſs and Extrava- | 
pance of Criticiſm as great as any which this Gentleman complains of | 
in Sir Tomas Hanmer, and of ten millions of times worſe Conſequence, | 
Sir Thomas, in expunging or changing whole Sentences of Shake/pear, 
could plead the length of Time which moſt of his Plays continued in 
Liver amongſt the Players, and the unlimited and unaccountable 


Liberties which every new Actor took, in altering things to ſuit his own 
Whim or the Taſte of the Audience. But does Mr. Upton conſider how 
differently the Goſpels were propagated, that St. Luke's in particular 
was very early diſpers'd thro all the Churches, each of which were 
watchful Guardians of this their ſacred Treaſure? I make the Number 
ſmall, when I ſay it is probable that not leſs than Ten thouſand Copies 
of this Goſpel were diſpers'd in the Apoſtles own Life-time, It muſt 
have been near a Century at leaſt after this before we can ſuppoſe any 
Man fo ignorant of Hiſtory as not to know that our Saviour was born 
| when Herod was King of FJudæa, and not when Cyrenius was Governor 
1 of that and the reſt of the Province of Syria. There muſt have been 
by that Time at leaſt four times as many Copies of St. Luke's Goſpel as - 
there were before. Now ſuppoſing ſome one of theſe Forty thouſand 
Copies to have had ſuch an Interpolation made in it: It muſt be the 
ſtrangeſt thing in the World, that People from Age to Age ſhould all 
tranſcribe from this Copy only, and not one Church or one Man ſee the 
notoriqus Abſurdity of ſuch a Paſſage, ſuppoſing the Words 'would 
admit of no other Interpretation, than that Chrif was born when 
Cyrenius was Governor of Syria. An Abſurdity, full as glaring as the 
following Paſſage would have been, ſuppoſing it = in an Engliſh Hiſtory. 
Buch a Perſon was born in the Reignef King Charles the Second, juſt 1 
| MALO ; the 
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tho' the: Editors have pull'd up great Numbers of 
Weeds, and the View is much improv'd, yet many 
are ſtill left, and each of the Editors have miſtakingly 
pull'd up ſome Flowers which want to be replac d. 
And this will be the Fate of every Critic who knows 


7 a * 


— not every ſingle Word, Hiſtory, Cuſtom, Trade, &c. 
thy that Shakeſpear himſelf knew, which at this diſtance 
m4 of Time is next to an Impoſſibility. What room 
vas therefore for Quarrels and Inſults upon each other ? 
hat Veniam petimuſque damuſque, ſhould be our general 
he Rule and Motto, Without this we in this Edition ſtand 
7e ſelf-condemn'd. Beaumont and Fletcher are another 
"9 Field of Criticiſm next in Beauty to Shakeſpear, and 
ag like him over-run with Weeds, many of which are, 
7. we hope, now rooted out; and ſome real Flowers, 
a we fear, mistake pluckt up with them. Far 
5 the Time auben the Bill of Excluſion avas brought into Parliament. Now 
in this Exclufion Bill, pd rn &ryfvero, au. fir made auben William 


ble Prince of Orange was King of England. The Reduction of Fudæa into 
mn a Roman Province under Cyrenius, was a Fact full as remarkable to the 

"WW Jews, as the Revolution is to the Engl; and I think we muſt ſtay five 

as or ſix Centuries before one ſingle Man could be found abſurd r 

ere to write even ſuch a marginal Note in an Engiþ Hiſtory, The Caſe is 

er extremely ſimilar, and that ſuch a marginal Note ſhould be made, and 

ies afterwards adopted into the Text of all ſubſequent Editions is next to a 

aſt moral Impoſſibility. If Mr. Upton therefore will reflect how great a 

ny Character Dr. Bentley tarniſh'd and almoſt ruin'd, by his bold Attacks on 

rn the Text of the Scriptures, by his Poſitiveneſs and Aſſurance in things 
or of mere Conjecture, and by his Inſults on other Editors, ſurely he will no 
en longer copy ſuch Blemiſbes, however he is tempted and enabled to emu- 

as late the ſhining Parts of the Doctor's Character. Dr. Bentley was juſtly 

nd prevented from publiſhing his Gree Teſtament, and if Mr. Uprtoz will 
8 candidly re-examine his own Spueimen, he will find that it will be to 

all | him too, Periculoſa plenum opus Alex. The Reader ſhould know that 

he | this Gentleman has fince given up his Change in Shake/pear of delighted 

1d . to delinquent, ſuppoling the former juſtifiable by a Claſſical Authority, 75 
en but which not being quite ſimilar, by no means explains the intrinſic + 
he Beauty of the Paſſage. | 

y. | | there- 

at | 

he 
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e from the leaſt Pretence to Perfection, from 
the leaſt Right to impoſe our Conjectures as infallible. 
wee have only inſerted thoſe in the Text which for the 
Reaſons aſſign'd in the Notes appear'd more proba- 
-ble than the former Readings, We have endeavour'd 
to give fair Play to the old Text, by turning it on every 
Side, and allowing it all the Interpretations we could 
118 poſſibly affix to the Words, and where it appear'd cor- 
| rupt, we never inſerted our own Reading without giving 
1 what we thought a probable Account of the Method 
bo ſuch a Change had been before made. At leaſt, 
14 as I can properly ſpeak for myſelf only, theſe were 
the Rules I always! wiſh to have follow'd, and en- 
deavour'd to follow, as ſoon as I became a Privai 
in the Work. But the Share which I had in it, 
gives not the leaſt: room for any thing like Comple- 
tion on my Part. The Aſſiſtance which 1- gave 
Mr. Theobald and Mr. Sympſen, who publiſh'd about 
Two-thirds of the Work, was by neceſſary; Avoca- 
tions intermitted thro” ſeveral Plays, and the others 
more or leſs attended to, as Buſineſs or Company 
would permit, or as the Plays ſeem' d more or leſs to 
deſerve Attention. To what I printed myſelf, I 
only dedicated ſome few of the many leiſure Hours 
Which I had in a Country Village, hoping for pardon | 
for the Idleneſs rather than Merit from the Uſetul- 
"neſs of the Work. If theſe Notes ſhould ever go 
thro? a ſecond Edition, I ſhall gratefully acknowledge 
any Emendations either of them or-the Text of our 


Authors, which any Reader will favour me with; and 
muſt ay to cach, | 


Si quid noviſti ifs nh 
3 dus imperti; fi non, bis utere necum. 


ros r. 


PREFACE km 


125 E Gentleman who is moſt oblig'd to Shabe- 
ſpear, and to whom Shakeſpear is moſt oblig d 
of any Man living, hapning to ſee the former Sheet 
of the Preface, where at Page 51 and 52, Shakeſpear's 
peculiar Superiority over our Authors'in' his Magic, 
is aſcrib'd to the accidental Advantage of a low Edu- 
cation; he could not well brook: a Paſſage which 
ſcem'd to derogate from his Favourite. As Shakef- 
fear had as good Senſe as our Authors, he thought, 
he would be as free from real Superſtition, This 
does not always follow. Education will tincture 
even the brighteſt Parts. There is. Proof that our 
Authors held all Sorcery, Witcheraft, Cc. as mere 
Jugler's Tricks, but not the leaſt room to doubt of 

Shakeſpear's having believ'd them in his Youth, 


| whatever he did afterwards ; and. this is. all that is 


aſſerted. Is this therefore a Derogation ? No, it 
only ſhews the amazing Power of his Genius; a 
Genius which could turn the Bug- bears of his former 
Credulity into the nobleſt Poetic Machines, - Juſt 
as Homer built his Machinery on the Superſtitions 
which he had been bred up to. Both indeed give 
great Diſtinction of Characters, and great poetic - 
Dignity to the Demons they introduce; nay, they 
form ſome new Ones; but the Syſtem they build on 
is the Vulgar Creed. And here (after giving due 
Praiſe to the Gentleman above, for reſtoring Shakeſ- 
pear's Magic to its genuine Horror, out of that low 


Buffoonery which former Actors and Managers of : 


Theatres had flung it into) I ſhall ſhew in what 
Light Shakeſpear's low Education always appear'd to 
| me - 


— 


— — — oem 1 — — 


4 
4 
1 4 
1 
, 7a 
ID 
1 
$ * 
681 4 
. 1 Y 
4 n 
. \ 
FH 
o = 
| 32 
1 
19 
. 
= 7 
[3 ; 
- 
Me: 
5 
{3 N 
[1 4 
* ut 
- 
. 
18 ; 
1 N 
= 7 
[ __ 
; F F 
7 's 
« 
- 3 9 
N MW! 
l : 
' { I 
* 
17 4 ; 
"4 
—— . 
*. 
q N 
. + 
— ik 
4 
7 
- : : 
. 1 
1 
8 2 23h, 
#14 
1 
[1 
j + 
* 1 7 
115 
"ul 
14 
* 
4 * 
8. 
* 
* io > 
nl 17 
5 = 
C- 
7 
[1 
di it 5 
. 
1 : 
. 
es © 
'. wt 
25 by 
. 
1 
8 
* 
1 7 
0 e 
; 5 
i 16 . 
1 
* 
„ 
4 
* 
| SY 
* 
1 
. 
1 
1 
F 
#483 
Fa © 
3-4 
4 ä 
1 5 
= 
i 
* 
L ” 
N 
1 
5 
EE. 
2 1 
1 
! 4 
7 2 wy 
\ 45 
'S 
[+ 
3" 
3 
. 
, 
45 : 
111 
1 
4 
7 
* 
4 8 
1 : 
1 
N 
Ry 
$1; 
+ 34 
TL 
+ 
11 
I 
by 
U x 
ak 


— 
* 


A 
k B 3 — ˙ wi, 


bi P R E TA CB. 
me by the following Epitaph wrote many Year, 


fines, ay publiſh ai in Mr. Dogſey 8 Miſcellany, 


—7 


Upon SHAK ESPEARS Monument at Stratford 
upon Avon. 


Great Homer's Birth ſev'n rival Cities claim, 
Too mighty ſuch Monopoly of Fame : 
"Yet not to Birth alone did Homer owe | 
His wondrous Worth; what Ægypt could beſtou, 
With all the Schools of Greece and Aſia join'd, 


Enlarg d th' immenſe Expanſion of his Mind. 
Nor yet unrival'd the Mæonian Strain, 


 The* Britiſh Eagle and the Mantuan Swan, 
 Tow'r equal Heights. But happier Stratford, Zhou 


 Withi nconteſted Laurels deck thy Brow ; 
Thy Bard was thine waer, and from 2 


brought 


Mare than all Egypt, N or Aſia, taught ; 


Not Homer's ſelf ſuch matchleſs Laurels won, 
The Greek has Rivals, but thy Shakeſpear none, 


* Milos. 
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2 U and FLETCHER 
With NOTES Critical and Explanatory, | 


By Mr. Theobald, Mr: Send, and Mr. S Symp, 
, | Printed 1. the fan, of a. Seward, | 
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To my Friend Maſter Jonn FEET HER, 80 
e e Shephereſ. 


2 "IE. G 
hee 1 Know too well, that, no more than the Man, 1 
| That travels through the burning Deſarts, 5 
„ ben be is beaten with the raging Sun, 
Half ſmother'd i in the Duſt, have power to run 
From a cool River, which himſelf doth find, 
Eier be be af d; no more can be, whoſe Mind 


1 The Coammentatay Poems were printed without Judgment or 
Order; ſeveral of them (particularly the firſt 'as rank d in the late 
© Editions) greatly injure our Authors by injudicious Encomiums, and have 
too little Merit to be republiſhed. Mr. Theobald left ſeveral Corrections 
upon theſe obſcure Poems, and many others would have been added, 
had not Una Litura appear'd the beſt Remedy. All are therefore now 
diſcarded but what appear d worthy of the Reader's Attention, and 
theſe are rang'd according to the Order of Time in which they ſeem to 
have been wrote. Beaumont himſelf now leads in Defence of his Friend 
Fliicher's charming Dramatic Paſtoral the Faithful Shepherdefs, which 
having been damn'd at its firſt Appearance on the Stage, Beaumont ani 
Jonſon, with the Spirits of Horace and una lah the dull Herd w 
heir ſtupid Ingratitude, 


M- . 
p 2 


9 


Iq in the Muſes, bold from that deliglt, 
2 When Nature, and his full Thoughts bid him write 
Tet wiſh I thoſe, whom I for Friends have known, 
To fing their Thoughts to no Ears but their own, 
Why. ſhould the Man, whoſe Wit ne'er had a ſtain, 
Upon the publick Stage preſent his Vein, | 
And make a thouſand Men in Fudgment fit, 

To call in queſtion his undoubted Wit, 

Scarce two of which can underſtand the Laws, 
Which they ſhould judge by, nor the Party's Cauſe? 
Among the Rout, there is not one that hath 

In his own cenſure an explicite Faith; 

One company, knowing they judgment lack, 

Ground their belief on the next Man in black : 
Others, on him that makes figns, and is mute 
Some hike, as he does in the faireſt Suit; 

He, as his Miſtreſs doth ; and ſhe, by chance: 

Nor want there thoſe, who, as the Boy doth Dance 
 Betaveen the Acts, will cenſure the whole Play; 
Some, i the Wax-Lights be not new that day; 
But multitudes there are, whoſe Judgment goes 
Headlong according to the Actors Cloat bs. 
For this, theſe public things, and JI agree 

So ill, that, but to do a rigbt for thee, 

¶ had not been perſuaded to have hurl _ 
Theſe few, ill-fpoken Lines, into the World ; 


. . * When Nature and his full Thoughts bid bim aurite.] Here ſays th 
zudicious Writer of Beaumomt's Life in the General Dictionary, Beawmnt 
evidently ſhews that he was fired with that violent Paſſion for Writing, 
which the Poets very juſtly call Inſpiration ; and he males this Or 
Proof of Beaumon!'s not being a mere Corrector of Flercher's Works 
but a joint Author. As I think I have collected ſome ſtronger Proofs u 
this, both external and internal than have been yet uc d, and as | 
have already built the former Part of my Preface upon theſe Proofs, I ſhal 
Place them before the Reader in the next Note juſt as they occun! 


to me. ; | 
X - Bat 
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Both to he read, and cenſur d of "by 
Whoſe very Reading makes Ver. 
3 Both to be read, rand cenſur d of by thoſe, i p ee 

Whoſe very Reading makes Verſe. ſenſeleſs Proſe:} Here we ſee a 


# Conſciouſneſs of the Poet's own Merit, and an Indignation at the ſtupi- 


dity of the Age he liv'd in, which ſeem to have been the Characteriſtics 
of Beaumont and Fonſon. This will appear ftronger in che Proceſs of 
this Note, in which I ſhall endeavour to prove what Share Beaumont 
had in the Compoſition of the following Plays. I have already men- 
tion'd that Mr. Zar/'s Teſtimony, wrote immediately after Baaumams 
Death, is deciſive as to Beaumont's having the largeſt Share in the 

Compoſition of The Maid's Tragedy, Philafler, and The King and no 
King, and that Beſſis in particular was drawn by him. [See Mr. EarPs 
Poem below.] This was undoubtedly the Reaſon why Beaumont 3 
Name is put firſt in the old Quarto's of theſe Plays, publiſh'd by the 
Players after Beaumont s Death but before Fl:tcher's. For would 
the Players have complimented the Dead at the Expence of their living 
Friend, Patron, and Supporter? Aſter two ſuch Proofs as theſe, gene- 
ral Expreſſions or even traditional Opinions of the Panegyrick-Writers 
thirty Years after are lighter than Vanity itſelf. Prom theſe Plays no 
Diſtinction of Hands between Beaumont and Fletcher was difcern'd, nor 


any Suſpicion of ſuch a Diſtinction occur'd till I came to the Woman 


Hater, Vol. 10. which appear'd viſibly to have more of Fen/on's man- 
ner than any Play I had before met with, which I mention d at Note 29. 
on that Play, when 'deceiv'd as Langbane had been by the firſt Quarto 
(publiſ'd ſeveral Years after the Death of both the Authors) I verily 
thought that it had been Hercher's only. I had not then attended to the 
Poem of Beaumont's to Jonſon publiſh'd at the End of The Nice Vahur, 
and Woman Hater, by the ſecond Folio. | If the Reader will cunſult that 
Poem, Vol. 10. p. 365. he will find that it as ſent from the Country 
to Jonſan with two of the precedent Comedies not then finiſh'd, but 
which Beaumont claims as his own. Fete tit IA 


Ben, when theſe Scenes are perfect, aul taſte Wine, a ; 37 
Tl rink thy Muſe's Health, thou ſhalt.quaff mine. 


It is plain that they had been his Amuſement during a Summer Vaca- 
tion in the Country, when he had no Companion but his Muſe to en- 
tertain him; for all the former Part of the Poem is a . Deſcription of 
the execrable Wine, and the more execrable Company which he was 
forg'd to endure. Fletcher therefore could not be with him. So that 
there are certainly two Comedies which properly belong to Beaumont 
only, which therefore we muſt endeavour to find out. The Verſes, tell 
us that he acknowledg'd all he had to be owing to Fon/on, there is no 
coubt therefore of his imitating - 7ox/on's Manner in theſe Gomes 

| | Shirley 
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'1F Such as muſt ſpend above an Hour, to ſpell. ; 
i A Challenge on a Poſt, to know it well. Bur 


sin i in the firſt Fel, and the Publiſher of the ſecond Fol, both age 
in making the Nice Valuur one of theſe Plays: Now this Play is ex. 


Pt tremely in Jenſon's Manner as is obſerv'd. in the beginning of the Pre- - 
41! face and at Note 8. on the Verſes to Jonſon. The Prologue of this : 
$4 Play has no Weight being wrote ſeveral Years after it, but the Epi. ch 
1 logue was evidently wrote in the Author's Life· time, probably either by 4 
Vas the Author himſelf, or elſe by his Friend Jonſon: For tis extremely * 
£914 like Jonſon in his Prologues and Epilogues, who generally lets his Ay. F: 
111 dience know, that if they did not admire him it was their Faults ng ' 
11 his, So this Epilogue makes the Author declare | p 
| 1 ; | - the Play is good, M 
4:4 He ſays, * be knows it, if auell underfload, [*The Author, 5 
114 How unlike is this to Fletcher and Shaleſpear's manner, who, when ; 
bill they join together in The Tavo Noble Kinſmen, are even Modeſty itſelf? r 
(FU 125 the Prologue and Epilogue to that Play, Vol. 10. che latter has de , 
19 5 8 | 
1 | Aud yet miſtake me not, I am not bold, 7 
bl Wi 1 Nie ue no ſuch Cauſe. If the Tale wwe have told 1 
| . ser is no other) any away content, | 
. j | | (For to that honeft Purpoſe it was meant: 4k 
1 Me have our End; and ye ſhall haue e er long, | x 
1 ' 4 dare ſay many a better to prolong © N 
. Your old Lowes to u. 98 ti 


—— 


IT hope the Reader will now ſee ſufficient Grounds to believe that the 
Nice Valour was Beaumont's Play: It is not Demonſtration, but it is 
a high Degree of Probability. But ſtill the Diſtinction of Manner from 
Fletcher, in perſonizing the Paſſions and not drawing from real Life ſpoke 
of above, will not follow if Fletcher wrote The Woman- Hater, as the 
firſt Edition in Quarto of that Play aſſerts, but the ſecond contradicts it 
and puts Beaumont's Name firſt in the Title Page, and claims its _ os 
from the Author's Manuſcript. The Publiſher of the ſecond Folio fol- 
lows the ſecond Quarto, and makes it one of the Plays referr'd to in Beau: 
mon Verſes, The Prologue appears to be wrote by the Author him- 
ſelf, ſpeaks of himſelf in the fingular Number, and ſhews great Con- 
fidence in the Goodneſs of the Play, and an utter Contempt of Two 
my Gallery Judges. Here Beaumont's Hand therefore ſeem'd viſible, 
therefore began to recolle& which of the foregoing Plays moſt reſem- 
bled this, to ſee what Light might be gain'd from them; the firſt a 
| EY 4 55 occur 
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But ſince it WAs thy Hap to throw away ö 
Much Wit, for which the People did not pay, 
Ys | 8 | Becauſe 


occurr'd was De Knight of the burning Peſtle, which is all Burleſque 
Sublime, as Laxarillos Character in the Woman-Hater is throughout. 
Here all the Editions give the Knight to Beaumont and Fletcher, this 
therefore is clear, and the Prologue of that Play is in Stile and Senti- 
ments ſo exactly like that of The Waoman- Hater, that the ſame Hand 
undoubtedly drew both. Believing therefore that the Nice Valiur was 
Braumont's only, and that he had at leaſt the greateſt Share of The 
Woman- Hater and The Knight of the Burning Peſtle, I proceeded to other 
Plays, and firſt to The Little French Lawyer, where La-urit runs Fighting- 
mad juſt as Lazarilh had run Eating mad, The Knight of the Burning 
Peſtle, Romance-mad; Chamont in the Nite Vabur, Honour-mad, c. 
This is what our old Eng//p Writers often diſtinguiſh by the Name of 
Humour. The Stile too of La- aurit, like Lazarilh's and the Knight's, 
Wis often the Burle/gue Sublime. Here I found the Prologue ſpeaking of 
the Authors in the Plural Number, i. e. Beaumont and Fletcher. There 
isa good deal of the fame Humour in The Scornful Lady wrote by Beau ont 
and Fletcher, as all the Quartos declare. The Publiſhers of The General 
Dictionary, whoſe Accuracy deſerves the higheſt Applauſe, have help'd 
me to another Play, The Martial Maid, in which Beaumont had a Share, 
and Jonſin's Manner of characteriſing is very viſible ; an effeminate 
Vouth and a maſculine young Lady are both reform'd by Love, like 
8 / or/on's Every Man in his Humour, and Every Man out of bis Humour. 
Wit without Money and The Cuſtom of the Country which have Beaumont 
ame firſt in all the Editions, have ſomething of the ſame Hand, par- 
{ticularly in Valentine's extravagant Contempt of Money, and do great 
Honour to Beaumont as both are excellent Plays, and the firſt an incom- 
parable one. Shirley ſuppoſes The Humorous Lieutenant to be one of the 
Plays referr'd to by Beaumont's Verſes to Fonſon, and che Publiſher of 
Peaumont's Poems, which came out about five Years after $hirley's Foiro 


ſpoke pf aur Author's Plays, has wrote under that Poem The Maid in the 
as the BW: This, I ſuppoſe, was a marginal Note of Somebody who believ'd 
licts it Beaumont to have been a joint Author in that Play: It ſeems highly 
"_ probable that he was ſo in both theſe Plays, as the Lieutenant and Buſ- 
” d apba are both ſtrong Caracatures and much in Beaumont's Manner. 
Hen 


J Falſe One mentions the Authors in the Plural Number, and 1 be- 
eve. Beaumont chiefly drew the Character of Septimius which gives 


˖ Con- ame to the Play ; but whatever Share be had in that Play it does him 
Tuo reat Honour, Cupid's Revenge, which all the Editions aſcribe to 
viſible, Beaumont and Fletcher, is only ſpoil'd from being a very good Tragedy 
** a ridiculous Mixture of Machinery; this Play, The Noble Gentleman, 


nd The Coxcomb, are all that remain which have any ſort of external | 
Vor. IJ. f Evidenge 
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Becauſe they ſaw it not, I not diſlike _ 
This ſecond Publication, which may ftrike _ 
Their Conſciences, to ſee the thing they ſcorn'd, 


Jo be with ſo much Wit and Art adorn'd. 
Behdes one Vantage more in this T fee, 


Hog fort rae now muſt have the Quality 
in 


g, which J am afraid is more 


Then Bal 4 your error Fuages had before. 
Fr. Beaumont, 


aw 2 


To the worde Author M. JonnFLE ITT 
| upon his Faithful . 


II. 


A E wiſe, and many-headed Bench, that fits 
Upon the Life and Death of Plays, and Wits, 


(pes 4 meer; Captain, Knight, Roight 


Man, 
Lady, or Pucelle, that wears Mask or Tan, 
Velron or Taffata Cap, rank'd in the dark. f 
With the Shop”s Foreman, or ſome ſuch brave Spot. 
That may j jug: for bis Gix-pence) had, Before 
They Jaw 1t half, damn'd thy whole Play; and, more, 
Their Moti ves were, fince it had not to to © 


With Vices, which they hook'd for, and came to. 


Evidence which I know, of Beaumont's being a joint Author, u. 
theſe I build nothing upon. There are two others that partake of lf 
manner, which for that Reaſon only I ſuſpect; The Spaniſh Curate, wi 
The Laws of Candy; The latter of which extremely reſembles the Ja 
end No King in its principal Characters. But we need not reſt upon me 

Conjectures, fince Beaumont's Share of The Maid's Tragedy, Philaſter, al 
the King and No King, give him a full right to ſhare equally with Flute 
the Fame of a Tragic Poet; and Wit auitbout Money, the Nice Valor, wi 
The n. Lawyer, raiſe his Character equally high in n 


| At once thou 5 me 


174 


1, that am glad, thy Innocence was thy Guile, 
And wiſh that all the Muſes" Blood were 0/118 
In ſuch a Martyrdom, to ver their Eyes, 
Do crown thy murder d Poem: which ſhall riſe 
A glbriſied work to Time, when Fire, 
Or "Maths, ſhall eat what all theſe Fools admire. 
| Ben. 8 


e 
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OW I do love thee, Beese nd thy Maſe 
That unto me do tf ſuch Religion 775 W 

How I do fear myſelf, that am not wor 

The leaſt indulg «4 T bought thy Pen drops bel, 

, and _— 

And, giving largely a me, more thou tab 1 

What Fate is mine, that ſo itſelf bereaves* 

What Art is thine, that jo thy Friend deceives? 


When even there, where moſt thou praiſeſs me 
For writing better, I muſt = thee, 8 
5 Ben, Jonſyn. 


4 This ſhort Copy bene ben wrote with a Sincerity not common 
in complimentary Poems) treats Beaumont not only as an excellent Critic, 
but as an excellent Poet; and is an Anſwer to a Tom of Beaumont's 5 
printed at the end of the Nice Valur, Vol. 10. 

5 Ben. Jonſon.] So Fonſon ſpelt his Name himſelf in his firſt Folio, 


and ſo it is ſpelt in the ro firſt Zyartor of The nr 
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On Mr. FRAncis BEAUMONT, on his 
Imitations of Ovid, an Ops. 
„ IV. 
The matchleſs Luft of a fair Poeſy, | 
Which erſt was buried in old Rome's Decays, 
Now gins with Heat of rifing Majeſty, 
Her duſt-wrapt Head from rotten Tomb to raiſe, 


And with freſh Splendor gilds her fearleſs Creſt, 
Rearing her Palace in our Poet's B reaſ/t. 


The wanton Ovid, whoſe enticing Rimes | 
Have with attractive Wonder forc'd Attention, 

No more ſhall be admir'd af; for theſe Times 

. Produce a Poet, whoſe more rare Invention 

Vill tear the love-fick Mirtle from his Brows, © 

T' adorn his Temples with deſerved Boughs. 


The frongeſt Marble fears the ſmalleſt Rain; 
The ruſting Canker eats the pureſt Gold; _ 
 Honour's beft Dye dreads Envy's blackeſt Stain; 
The crimſon Badge of Beauty muſt wax old, 
But this fair Iſſue of thy fruitful Brain, 

Nor dreads Age, Envy, cank'ring Ruſt or Rain, 
©. © The J. F. here is undoubtedly Jahn Fletcher, and the Ode, the | 
not immediately relating to the Plays, is inſerted here, firſt, for its ir- 
trinſic Merit; and, ſecondly, as it will be pleaſing to find that Flerchrr's 
Muſe was animated with Friendſhip as well as Beaumont's; a Circun- 
| Nance, which, till I ſaw this Ode, ſeem'd wanting to complete the 

amiable Union which reign'd between them. In the third Sranxa, the 
Reader will fee an Authority for M:/zon's uie of the Word Rime for 
Verſe in general, , | | . 

Things unattempted yet in Proſe or Rime. 3 
Which Dr Bentley ſo injudiciouſly alter'd to Proſe and Verſe. Thit 
Beaumont wrote ſomething in the Ovidian Manner ſeems evident from 
theſe Lines; but the Hermaphrodite which is printed as his, and ſup- 
pos d to be the Thing refer'd to in this Ode, is claim'd by Cleavelari 
as a conjunct Performance between himſelf and Randolpb. | 
| On 


C9] 


on Me Bu 4 U % NT. 
(Written preſently after his Death.) 


; V. aj 
5 mont lies here; and where now ſhall we have 
A Muſe like his to figh upon his Grave? 
Ah! none to weep this with a worthy Tear, 
But he, that cannot, Beaumont that hes, here. 
7 Who now ſhall pay thy Tomb with ſuch a Verſe. 
As thou that Lady's diaſt, fair Rutland's Herſe? 


7 Who now ſhall pay thy Tomb with ſuch a Verſe 
5 As thou that Lady's did'ft, fair Rutland's Herſe?] To pay thy Tomb 
is a little obſcure, but it ſeems to mean, 10 repay thee for writing /o 
excellent an Epitaph, by one as excellent on thyſelf. There are ſeveral 
Epitaph and Elegies in Beaumont's Poems, but by an Expreſſion in Mr. 
Earlis two next Lines relating to the Marble of the Tomb, I believe the 
following beautiful Epitaph is what is here referr'd to: 


| An Epitaph. 
Here She lies, whoſe ſpotleſs Fame 
Invites a Stone to learn her Name. 
The rigid Spartan that denied + 
An Epitaph to all that died, 
Unleſs for War, in Charity, 
Would here wouchſafe an Elegy. 


F. She died a Wife, but yet her Mind, 

tho Beyond Virginity refin'd, 

s in- From lawleſs Fire remain'd as free, . 

cher l As now from Heat ber Apes be. > ALY 

cum- Her Husband yet without a Sin, : 

e the Was not a Stranger, but her Kin; 

72 | That her chaſt Love might ſeem no other 

r | To her Huchand than a Brother, * 
Keep well this Paaun, thou Marble Cheſt, 

That Till it's calÞd for, let it re; 

from | For awhile this Jeauel here is ſet, 

14 The Graue is like a Cabinet, 
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A Monument that will then Jaſting be, 


When all her Marble is more Duft than fre. 


In thee all's loft :' a ſudden Dearth and Want 
Hath ſeiz'd on Wit, good Epitaphs are ſcant ; 


Me dare not write thy Blegy ; whilſt each fears, 
He neer fhall match that Copy of thy Tears, 


Scarce in an Age a Poet, and Fe 1 *. 
Scarce hves the third part of his Age to ſee; 


But quickly taken off, and only known, 


Is in a Minute ſhut as ſoon as ſhown, 


Why ſhould weak Nature tire herſelf in vain 


In ſuch a Piece, to daſh it ſtraigbt again? 


Why ſhould ſbe take fuch Work beyond her Skill, 


Which, when ſhe cannot perfect, ſhe muſt kill? 


Alas, what ist to temper Slime or Mire? 
But Nature's puzled, when ſbe works in Fire: 


* 


Great Brains (like brighteſt Glaſs) crack ſtraigli, 


while thoſe 
Of Stone or Wood hold out, and fear not Blows : 


And we their ancient hoary Heads can ſee, 


Whoſe Wit was never their Mortality : 


Beaumont dies young, ſo Sidney did before; | 


There was not Poetry he could live to more ; 
He could not grow up higher; I ſcarce know, 
Tf thi Art itſelf unto that pitch could grow, 


Mere t not in thee, that had'ft arriv'd the Height 


Of all that Wit could reach, or Nature might. 


This is extremely in the Spirit of Milion and Shake/pear's Epitaphs, and 
ſhews that Beaumont excell'd in every Species of Writing which he at- 
tempted. There are three Eligies of his which I believe genuine, and 
they have great Merit; two are ſign'd by his Name, and another begins, 
Can my poor Lines no better Office have, 
5 Than, Screech.- Oaul like, ftill dwell about the Grave? 
This ſhews that he had wrote ſeveral Elegies and Epitaphs. 
75 ſo Sidney did before ;) It might perhaps have been---/o Sidney died 
fares 5 3 
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O, when J read thoſe excellent Things of thine, 


Such Strength, ſuch Sweetneſs, coucht in every Line, 


Such Life of Fancy, ſuch high choice of Brain, 
Nought of the Vulgar Mit or borrowed Strain, 
Such Paſſion, ſuch Expreſſions meet my Eye, 
Such Wit untainted with Obſeenity, 
And theſe ſo unaffettedly expreſs d; 

All in & Language purely-flowing dreft ; 

And all ſo born within thyſelf, thine own, 

So new, ſo freſh, ſo nothing trod upon. 

I grieve not now, that old Menander's Vein 
I ruin d, ta ſurvive in thee again; 

Such in bis time was he, of the ſame piece, a 
The ſmooth, ev'n, natural Wit, and Love of Greece. 
Thoſe few ſententious Fragments ſhew more worth, 


Than all the Poets Athens &er brought forth; 


And I am ſorry we have loft thoſe hours | 

On them, whoſe quickneſs comes far ſhort of ours, 
And dwell not more on thee, whoſe every Page 

May be a Pattern for their Scene and Stage. 

T will not yield thy Works ſo mean a Praiſe ; 

More pure, more chaſt, more ſainted than are Plays, 
Ner with that dull ſupineneſs to be read, | 
To paſs a fire, or laugh an hour in Bed. 

How do the Muſes ſuffer every where, 

Taken in ſuch Mouths cenſure, in ſuch Ears, 


| That, *twixt a whiffe, a Line or two rehearſe, 
And with their Rheume together ſpaule a Verſe ? 


His all a Poems Pleaſure, after Play, 


Drink or Tobacco, it may ele the Day. Whilf 


9 This all a Poems leaſure after Play, 

Drink or Tobacco, it may keep the Day.] What is all a Poem's 
liaſure? J can affix no Idea to it but a Latiniſm, which if deſign d is 
extremely forc'd. - This is all a Poem's, i. e. a Poem's Part, Pow't or 
Worth, it may ſerve to ſpend one's leaſure Hours after Dice, Drink, 

5 f 4 or 


| Change will give a clear Senſe, 


1. e. All the Pleaſure a Poem gives to theſe Sons of Dulneſs, is to ſpin 


it was us'd by our Anceſtors without the Adverb, to ele @ thing, i. e. ta 


[v2 1 
Whilft: ev'n their very Idleneſs, they think, - 
Is loft in theſe, that loſe their time in drink. 
20 Pity them dull; We, we that better know, 
Will a more ſerious hour on thee beſtow, 
Why ſhould not Beaumont in the Morning pleaſe, in 
As well as Plautus, Ariſtophanes ? 1 
Who, if my Pen may as my Thoughts be free, ! 
1 


More ſcurril Wits and Buffoons both to thee; 


Yet theſe our Learned of ſevereſt, Brow 

Will deign to look on, and to note them too, 
That will defy our own ; 'tis Englith fluff, — 
And th Author is not rotten long enough. 
Alas, what flegme are they, compar'd to thee, 
In thy Philaſter, and Maid's Tragedy ? 


gps. 
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or Tobacco. But unleſs the Reader ſees a more natural Explication, [ 
believe he will agree to its being diſcarded as a Corruption, for a trifling 


This all a Poems Pleaſure; after Play, 
Drink or Tobacco, it may keep the Day. 


— . & of 


out or paſs away the Tim: till Sun-ſet, after Cards, Bottles, and To- 
bacco are removed; thus to paſs a Fire, a little above, fignifies to pak 
away the Time till the Fire is burnt out. But to keep a Day, is an 
Expreſſion not very applicable to this Senſe, (a Senſe which the Con- 
text evidently requires) and tho it may indeed be ſtrained to ſomething 
like it, yet as we can retain three of the Letters in keep, and by a ſmall 
tranſpoſition of the reſt, give a much properer Verb, it ſeems probable 
that e was the original, we generally now ſay to-eke out the Day; but 


protract or lengthen it out. The Reader will ſee a much greater Cor- 
ruption of the Preſs than either of theſe at the latter End of this Poem. 
1® Pity then dull we, aue that better know, | 
Will a more ſerious Hour on thee beflow.) There is too much In- 
conſiſtency in this Sentence to ſuppoſe it genuine. He ironically calls 
timſelf and Friends dull, and literally aſſerts their ſuperior Underſtand- 
ing in the ſame Sentence. Beſide, Pity then aue will beflow, &c. does 
not ſeem Engh/s. I change but an 1 to an , and read, Pity them 
dull; Me, wwe that, &c. 
| Where's 


5 
V 
8 here's ſuch an humour as thy Beſſus, pray? © 
72 oe. put all their rh in one 2 * 
He fhall out- bid them; their conceit was poor, 
All in a Circle of a Baud or Whore; © 
A coz ning Davus ; take the Fool away, 
And not a good Jeſt extant in a Play, © 
Yet theſe are Wits, becauſe they're old, and now, 
Being Greek and Latin, they are Learning too: 


1! A cox ning Dance, take the Fool away, . -: 

And not a good Jeſt extant in a Play.) Dance is certainly ſpurious : 

The Printer of this Poem among Beaumont's Poems mention'd above, 

ſaw that it was abſurd; but not hitting on an Emendation left it quite 

out, and made a Daſh in its room. Mr. Sympſen propoſes to read 

Dunce, which makes tolerable Senſe ; but leaves the Meaſure as deficient 

as before. Mr. Theobald undoubtedly reftor'd the true Word Davus, 

which the Setter of the Preſs might eafily miſtake, as he could not be 

on, 1 ſuppos'd to have underſtood it. I ſhall give Mr. Theoba/d's own Note 

fling wrote on his Margin, as it is a Specimen of the Critical Language 

which he had accuſtom'd himſelf to, but which I believe he would have 

laid afide had he liv'd, for I took ſome Pains to lay before him the 

Arguments us'd againſt it at Page 60, 61, &c. of my Preface, and he 

told me that he was convinc'd it was wrong and impolitic, and would 

change his Stile of Inſult on other Editors for the future. But this was 

ſpin prevented by his Death, and the following Note ſeems to have been 
To- yrote many Years before, "0 NT | 


pas | 
* A Coxning Dance, &c.] What rare Ears have theſe Editors to Cadence 
king and Verſification ! and what an acute Regard to common Senſe! Both 


the Meaſure halts, and the Meaning is defective. My Emendation 
makes a double Cure. Davus is the Name of a ſubtle juggling Ser- 
unt in Terence's Comedy called the Fair Andrian. Mr. Theobald. 


Mr. Earl''s Reflections on Terence are in part at leaſt very unjuſt. 
There is perhaps too much Sameneſs in his Plots; but his Old Men 
and Young, his Servants, his Paraſites, Cc. are each a diſtinct Character 
from all the reſt, and preſery'd throughout each Play with infinite Spirit 
and Judgment. Beſide which, the elegant Diction and fine Sentiments 
which every where abound. in him are Patterns to the beſt Comic Wri- 
ters; and which Beaumont and Fletcher ſtrive to excel him in by adding 
dublimity of Poetry to Juſtneſs of Sentiment; well knowing that Teſts 
and Dro{lery are only the loweſt Degree of Comic Excellence. 

But 
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H that bath ſuch Acuteneſi, and fuch Wit, 


there are indiſputable Marks of a bright Poetic Genius, which hal 
probably been greatly inſpir'd by an Intimacy with Beaumont. He ws 


One of the Aſenbiy of Divines ; but he refus'd to act with them, and 
adher d to the King in his loweſt State, and for it was depriy'd of the 
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But thoſe their own Times were content t allow 

2 A thrifty Fame, and thine is loweſt now. 
But thou ſhalt live, and, when thy Name is grown + 
Six Ages older, ſhalt be better knoun; 

When thou'rt of Chaucer's Standing in the Tomb, 
Thou ſhalt not ſhare, but take up all, his room. 


is Joh. Earl 


— _ 4 2 — 


On Mr. Fxancis BrauMonT, 
( Then newly Dead. ) 


VI. 


As would ask ten good Heads to husband it; 
He, that can write ſo well, that no Man dare 
Refuſe it for the beſt, let him beware: 


12 A thirfly Fame,] To make thirfly fignify poor or ſcanty may be 
admitted; but as the ſmalleſt Change gives a more natural Word, riß 
ſeems the Original. | a 


'3 Joh. Farle.) Mr. Earle was young when he wrote this, an 


in high Repute as a Preacher and a Scholar in King Charles the Fill 
Reign; and ſeems to have been a true Patriot; for it is probable tht 
he oppos d the Court in the beginning of the Troubles, as he was eleftd 


Chancellorſhip of Salisbury, and all his other Preferments. After the Re 
ſtoration, he was made, firſt Dean of Weftmin/ter, then Biſhop of Vo. 
cefter, and afterwards of Salisbury. Mr. Wood gives a Character d 
him, that extremely reſembles that of the excellent Dr. Hough, the lar 
Biſhop of Morceſter ; the Sum of it is, that He join'd the Politeneſs d 
a Courtier to the Sanctity, Goodneſs, and Charity of an Apoſtle, 


Beaumont 


151 - 
Beaumont is dead, by whoſe ſole Death appears, 
Wit's a Diſeaſe conſumes Men in few Years, 


4 Rich, Corbet, D. D. 
A C r 
On the happy Collection of Mr. FLETS HER S 
Zack Wonks, never before printed. 
2 WER VII. 
FR ariſe ! Uſirpers ſhare thy Bays, 
T, They canton thy vaſt Wit to build ſmall Plays : 


He comes] his Volume breaks through Clouds and Duſt; 
Doun, little Wits | ye muſt refund, ye muſt. | 


Nor comes he private, here's great Beaumont to; 
How could one fingle World encompaſs tuo? 
For theſe Co-heirs had equal Ponwer to teach 
f All that all Wits both can, and cannot, reach, 
Shakeſpeare was early up, and went ſo dreſt 
As for thoſe dawning hours he knew was beſt, 
But, when the Sun 7 forth, You Two thought fit 
may * Jo wear juſt Robes, and leave off Trunk-hoſe Wit. 
Now, now, 'twas Perfect; none muſt look for New, 
Manners and Scenes may alter, but not You ; 
For yours are not mere Humorous, gilded, Strains; 


The Faſhion loft, your maſſy Senſe remains. 


Some think 2 Wits of tuo Complexions 2 'd, 
That one the Sock, th other the Buskin, claim'd; 


14 Richard Corbet, firſt Student, then Dean of Chrif-Church, after- | 
wards Biſhop of Oxford, and from thence tranſlated to Noyacich ; in his 
Youth was eminent for Wit and Poetry, of which this is a Specimen, 


5 a good Teſtimony of Beaumont's having a luxuriant Wit as well as 
tcher, 7 | N 
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That vvould ait ten good Heads to husband it. 


That 
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But I ſhall attempt no Change in a Science where T am Ignorance itfel 


That ſhould the Stage embattle all its force, 
Fletcher would lead the Foot, Beaumont the Horſe, 
But, you were Both for Both; not Semi-wits, 
Each Piece is wholly Two, yet never ſplits : 
Fare not tao Faculties, and one Soul fill, 

He th Underſtanding, thou the quick free Will; 

15 Not as two Voices in one Song embrace, 
Fletcher's keen Treble, and deep Beaumont's Baſe, 
Two, full, Congenial Souls; ſtill both prevail d; 

10 His Muſe and thine were Quarter d, not Impal d: 


15 But as two Voices in one Song embrace 
Fletcher keen Treble, and deep Beaumont's Baſe, 

Tus full congenial Souls.) Here Berkenhead is ſpeaking of the 
doubtful Opinions relating to the Share which Beaumont and Flitchy 
had in theſe Plays: He tells you, that the general Opinion was, that 
Beaumont was a grave Tragic Writer, Fletcher moſt excellent in Comedy, 
This he contradicts; but how, why, they did not differ as a General « 
Horſe does from a General of Foot, nor as the Sock does from the Byzki, 
nor as the Vill from the Under/tanding, but were two full Congenial Sul, 
and differ'd only as the Baſe and Treble do in the fame Song, Why, 
if this is the true Reading, he confirms in theſe Lines what he hal 
contradifted in all the foregoing Similes, for Baſe and Treble han 
much the ſame difference between them as Horſe and Foot in an Arm), 
or the Wit and Underſtanding in the Soul. To make the Writr 
conſiſtent with himſelf, the true Reading ſeems to be Not inſtead of But 


. Not as tauo Voices in one Song embrace, 
Fletcher' keen Treble and deep Beaumont's Baſe ; 
Duo full congenial Souls. 

16 His Muſe and thine were Quarter d, not Impal'd:] I Know! 
am going out of my Depth, in attempting a Criticiſm on Terms in 
Heraldry. But my Books tell me, that Impaling is when the Arm 
of the Man and Wife are plac'd on the ſame Eſcutcheon, the one 
on the Right and the other on the Left; which is a proper Emblen 
of the Matrimonial Union ; and might ſeemingly be as well -ap 
plied to the Marriage of Beaumont and Fleichers Wit, as the Word 
Quartering can, which the ſame Berkinhead ſpeaks of at the latter en! 


ot this Poem: 


What flrange Production is at laſt diſplay a, 
Got by tauo Fathers without Female aid! 


Bath 
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path brought your Ingots, both toiPd at the Mint, 
Beat, melted, fifted, till no droſs fluck int; 


Then in each others Scales weigh'd every Grain, 


Then ſmooth'd and burniſh'd, then weigh'd all again - 
Stampt both your Names upon't at one bold hit, 
Then, then 'twas Coin, as well as Bullion-Mit. | 


Thus Twins : But as when Fate one Eye deprives, 
That other ſtrives to double, which ſurvives: © '\ 
So Beaumont dy'd : yet left in Legacy ©. + 
His Rules and Standard Wit (Fletcher) to thee. 
Still the ſame Planet, though not fil d ſo ſoon, 

A Two-horn'd Creſcent then, now one Full-moon, _ 
oint Love before, now Honour, doth provoke ; © 
$1 th! old Tavin Giants forcing a huge Oak, n 
One ſip'd his footing, th other ſees him fall, 
Graſp'd the whole Tree and fingle held up all. 
Imperial Fletcher | here begins thy Reign; * 
Scenes flow like Sun-beams from thy glorious Brain; 
Thy fwift-diſpatching Soul no more doth ſtay, 
Than he that built tuo Cities in one da;; 
Ever brim-full, and ſometimes running o er, 
To feed poor languid Wits that wait at Door, © 
o creep and creep, yet ne er above ground flood ; 


| (For Creatures have moſt Feet, which have leaſt 


Bhod) 


| But thou art ſtill that Bird of Paradiſe, 


Which hath no feet, and ever nobly flies : *\ 
Rich, luſty Senſe, ſuch as the Poet ought; 
For Poems, 2 Excellent, are Naught; * 
Low Wit in Scenes in ſtate a Peaſant goes; 


If mean and flat, let it foot Yeoman-Proſe, 


Dat ſuch may ſpell, as are not Readers grown ; fon 
To whom he, that writes Wit, eus he hath none. 


Brave 


N 


Save when ſhe'd ſbow bow ſeurvily they look ; 


WE 
Brave Shakeſpeare flow'd, yet had his Blbing 
ks a M : 

Often above T4”; ſometimes below; © 
Thou always bet; if aught ſeem'd to decline, 
Nas the unjudging Rout's miſtake, not thine « © 
Thus thy fair Shepherdeſs, which the bold heap 
(Falſe to themſelves and thee) did prize ſo cheap, 
Was found (when underſtood) fit to be crown'd, 
At worſt 'twas worth two hundred thouſand Pound 


Some Blaſt thy Works, loft we ſhould track thi 
Where they ſteal all thoſe few good things, they talk; 
Wit-Burglary muſt chide thoſe it feeds on, 

For plunder'd folks ought to be rail d upon; 
But (as ſtoln Goods goe off at half their worth) 


Thy ſtrong Senſe palls, when they purloin it forth, 
When didſi thou borrow ? where's the Man, e er rel 


Aught begg'd by Thee from thoſe Alive or Dead? 
Or from dry Goddeſſes? as ſome who, when 


Wey fluff their Page with Gods, write worſe than Mm; 


Thou waſt thine own Muſe, and hadſt ſuch vaſt odds, 
Thou out-writ'ft him whoſe Verſe made all thoſe Gods 


Surpaſſing thoſe our Dwarfiſb Age up-rears, 


As much as Greeks, or Latins, thee in Years : 
Thy Ocean Fancy knew nor Banks nor Damms; 
We ebb down dry to Pebble-Anagrams ; 
Dead and inſipid, all deſpairing fit ; _ 

Loft to behold this great Relapſe of Wit. 


What ſtrength remains, is like that (wild and feerce) 


Till Jonſon made good Poets and right Verſe. _ 
Such boyſtrous Trifles thy Muſe would not brook, 


N 


ing 
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au Metaphors, (things rudely Great, ) - 
—— veg diſplay, nat butcher @ Concert ; - | 
Thy Nerves have Beauty, which invades and 3 


Looks lite a Princeſs harneſs d in bright Arms. 


Nor art thou Loud and Cloudy ; thoſe, that da © 
Thunder fo much, dot without Lightning too; 
Tearing themſelves, and almoſt ſplit their Brain © 
To render harſh what thou fpeak'ft free and clean; 
Such gloomy Senſe may paſs for High and Proud, 


But true-born Wit ſtill flies above the Cloud; 


Thou knew'ſt — Landes what they call H eight; 
Who bluſters firong i pf Dark, but creeps 140 Leb 


And as thy Thoughts were clear, ſo, Innocent; 
Thy Fancy gave no unſfwept Language vent; 


Slaunder ſt not Laws, prophan'/t no holy Page, 


(As if thy Father's Croſier aw'd the Stage;) * 
High Crimes were ill arraign' d; tho they mate 
7 

To „ four Acts, were plagu d Pap Fifth . 
All's ſafe, and wife ; no fiiff-affetted — 7 
Nor ſwoln nor flat, @ true full natural Vein ; bY 
Thy Senſe (like well dre Ladies) claath'd as A u, 
Not all unlac d, nor City-ftarch'd and pin d; 


Thou hadft no $ loth, no Rage, nor ſullen Fit, 


But Strength and Mirth ; F letcher's a Sanguine Wit. 


Thus, two great Conf ul- Poets all things foay 4, 
Till all was Engliſh Born or Engliſh Made: 
Mitre and Coife here into One Piece | 
Beaumont 2 Judge's, this a Prelate*s Son. 
What ſtrange Production is ati laſt diſplay d, 
Got by two Fathers, without Female aid ! 


Behold, + 
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Beboll, wo Maſculines eſpaus d each other; ; 
Wit and the World were born without a Mothe! r. 


5 — * 1 Berkinhead. 


Whether one did Contrive, "th other Write, 2 
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On the Worxs of B E AU MONT and 
FLETCHER, now at length printed, 


VIII. 


G EN pus Authors, hom one equal Star 


Begot fo like in Genius, that you are 
In Noe as well as Writings, both ſo knit, 
That no Man kntrws where to divide your Wit, 73) 
Much leſs your Praiſe : You, who had equal Fire, 
And did each other mutually inſpire ; 


One fram'd, the Plot, the other did Indite; 
Whether one found the Matter," th' other Dreh, 


Or th' one diſpoſed what th other did expreſs : 


Where-e&er your Parts between your ſelves lay, ue, 
In all things, which you did, but ane Thread fee ; 


So evenly drawn out, ſo gently ſpun, 


That Art with Nature ne'er did ſmoother run. 


Where ſhall I fix my Praiſe then? or what part 
Of « all your ae ppm hath deſert 


7 7. Berlinkead.) Berlinbead was firſt Amanutnſ to *Biſkop 


Lex, and Fellow of -bei. He was Author of the Mercarins 


2 a very Loyal Paper in the Time of the Rebellion. He was 
perſecuted much in Cromave//s Days, and lived by his Wits ; after- 
wards he had good Places under King Charles the Second, was 
Member of Parliament, and Neue ' 


„ © More 
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Wy 
More to be fam'd than other? Shall I ſay, 
Tue met a Lover jo drawn in your Play, 
So paſſionately written, ſo inſtam d, | 
$1 jealuuſſy inrag d, then gently tam d. 
That 1 in reading bave the. Perſon ſcen, 
And your Pen hath Part Stage and Actor been? 
Or ſhall T ſay, that I can ſcarce forbeer © 
To clap, when Ia Captain do meet there; [*Befſus 
So lively in his own vain Humour dreft, © . 
So braggtngly, and like himſelf expreft, © 
That modern Cowards, when they ſaw him play'd, 
Saw, bluſh'd, departed guilty, and betray'd? © 
You wrote all Parts right; whatſoe'er the Stage 
Had from you, was ſeen there as in the Age, 
And had their equal Life : Vices which were 
Manners abroad, did grow corrected there : 


| They who paſſeſt a_ Box, and half Crown ſpent © 


To learn Obſceneneſs, return'd innocent, © 


And thank'd you for this Coz'nage, whoſe chaſte Scene 
Taught Loves fo noble, fo reform'd, ſo clean,  \ 

That they, who brought foul fires, and tbither came 
To bargain, vent thence with a*boly flame. TE 
Bet to your Praiſe too, that: your Stock and Vein 
Held both to Tragic and to Comic Strain; | 
Where-e&er you liſted to be high and grave, © 
No Buskin he'd more folemn ; nv Quill gave © 


1 pour Stock and Vein 


Held both to. Tragic and to Comic Strain.) Mr. Theobald would 
read Sock and Vein; but then Tragic and Comic in the next Line are 
miſplac d, and the Deſcriptions of Tragedy and Comedy in the eight 
next Lines are equally ſo; beſides, Vein by no means makes a proper 
Antitheſis to Sock or Comedy, and if one Word is abſolutely explicit, 
Sock for Comedy, the other ſhould be ſo too, and Bailin is the Word 
that anſwers it. The old Reading, which is, I doubt not, the true one, 
will bear this Senſe : Your $/9:# of Underſtanding and Knowledge; and 
Yoor 45 of Wit and Humour are equally excellent in Tragedy and 
omedy. | 1 
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Such feeling Objects to draw Tears from Bye, 
SpeHlators ſate Parts in your Tragedier. 
And where you lifted to be low and free, 
Mirth turn d the whole Houſe into Cm; 
So piercing (where you pleas d) hitting a aal | 
That Humours from your Pen iſſued I Salt, 
Nor were you thus in Works and Poems Init, 
As to be two half, and to make one Mit; 
But as ſome things, we ſee, have double cauſe, 
And yet the effect itſelf from both whole draws; ; 

So though you were thus twiſted and combin'd, 
” As in two Bodies f have but one fair Mind; 
Vet if ve praiſe, you righth, we muft ſay, 
Both join'd, and both did wholly make the Play. 
For that you could write ſingly, e may gieſs 
22 By the divided pieces which the Prefs 
Hath ſeverally ſent forth.; nor were ** join'd 2 
Like ſome our Modern Authors, made to go On 


19 4s tao Bodies to bak ler one fair Mind ;] Both Senſe and Mea- 
ſure are here much confus'd, ſhould I infert the Reading that "ow 
beſt, it ſhould be, 

As your t9vo Bodies had but one fair Mind. 
Greater Alterations than from this to the old Text have been often made 
at Preſs by mere Overſights, but ſhould not be ſuppos'd where a ſmall 
Change will reſtore a Senſe and Meaſure quite ſuſtable t the Author" 
general Stile. I read therefore, 
. in eb Bodies / have but one fav Mind. . 
20 By the divided Pieces aubich the Preſs | 5 


Hath ſeverally ſent forth ;] J have before ſhew'd that chere yu 


two Comedies wrote by Beaumont fingly, and given ſome Reaſons why 
the Nice YValour ought to be deem'd one of them, Whether Mr. Maine in 
this Plate refer d to theſe two Comedies, knowing which they were; or 
whether: he only meant the Mask at Cray . Inn, which was the only 
Piece which we know to have been publiſh'd in Beaumont's Name befor 
theſe Commendatory Poems, were publiſh d; or whether he ſpoke i 
general Terms, without a ftri& adherence to Facts, mult be left uncertain, 
2 —— — Or uere one %, 5 | 

lite fame our Modern Aut ors,. made to go 

On merely by the help of th' otber, ] The Word o which ends the next 


Line, ſeems to * ran in the ran Head, and made him pat 4 ** 


Mo Fe go yy kk NAA KG i, umm 


4 
1 
I 


[23] 

One merely by the oy of th' other, who þ. 

To purchaſe Fame ao come forth one of to; 

Nor wrote you fo, that one's part was to lick 

The other into Shape ; nor did one flick 

The other's cold Inventions with ſuch Wit, 

As ſerv'd, like Spice, to make them quick and fit; 

Ner, out of mutual Want, or Emptineſs 

Did you conſpire to go ſill Twins to th Preſs ; | 

But what, wi Join d, you wrote, might have come 
forth. . | „ 

As good from each, and ſtor' d with the ſame worth 

That thus united them.; you did join Senſe ; 

In you 'twas League, in others Impotence 


o 


And the Preſs, which both thus amongſt us ſends, 
Sends us one Poet in a pair of Friends. 

| | 23 Jaſper Maine. 
inſtead of ſome other Word. Mr. Theobald had prevented me in the Emen- 
dation: We read join d fo, and as I have his Concurrence, I have the 
leſs doubt in preferring it to Mr. Sy#4p/o#'s Conjecture — Nor were one 
fo— tho! this latter is very good Senſe and nearer the trace of the Letters, 
but it would make ove be repeated too often, for it ts already in the 
third and fourth Lines after, and tis very evident to me that it ſhould 
have been in the Second, for On merely, I read One merely. 

22 And the Prefs ewhich both thus amongſt us ſends,] J believe few of the 
ancient Engl; Poets knew any Rule of Eagiiß Verſe but its Number 
of Syllables, and therefore when their Ear fail'd them, even the beſt, 
of them often make the Accents fall upon wrong Syllables. Tho? tis 
poſiible, that the Miſtakes of the often ſpoil'd their Meafure by 
tranſpoſing Moeneſyllables. A ſmall Tranſpofition would cure this Lane: 

And thus the Preſs which both amongſt us ſends, 
See the Rule for Engliþ Verſe at Note g. Wit tber Money, 


he was made Canon of Chrift-Church, and Arch-Deacon-of Chiths/tor. 
| | g 2 Upon 


124] 


Upon the Report of the printing of the Dramatical 
Poems of Maſter Io HN FLETCHER, collected 
before, and now ſet forth in one Volume. 
5 3 
998 when all Fletcher writ, and the entire 
Man was indulged to that ſacred fire, 
His Thoughts, and his Thoughts Dreſs, appear'd Both 
l e 
That = his happy fault to do too much: 
Who therefore wiſely did ſubmit each Birth 
To knowing Beaumont &er it did come forth, 
Working again until he ſaid, twas fit, 
And made him the Sobriety of his Vit; 
Though thus he call'd his Judge into his Fame, 
And for that aid allow'd him half the Name; 
*Tis known, that ſometimes he did ſtand alone, 
That both the Spunge and Pencil were his own ; 
That himſelf judg'd himſelf, could fingly do ; 
And was at laſt Beaumont and Fletcher ros: 
24 Elſe we had loſt his Shepherdeſs, a piece 
Even and ſmooth, ſpun from a finer fleece; 
"Where ſoftneſs reigns, where Paſſions Paſſions greet, 
Gentle and high, as floods of Balſam meet, 
Where dreſs'd in white Expreſſions fit bright Loves, 
Drawn, like their faireſt Queen, by milky Doves 


. 24 EJ{e' we had oft bis Shepherdeſs,] Mr. Cartevright was a very 


bright but a very young Man, and ſeems to taſte our Authors Play; 
extremely well, but to have known nothing of their Dates and Hiſtory, 
He ſuppoſes the Shepherdeſe wrote after Beaumont's Death, ſo that his 

\ Teſtimony ought to have no ſort of Weight in excluding Beaumont from 
all ſhare in the Compoſition of the Plays. He had taken up the Sup- 
Poſition of | Beaumon/'s being only a Corrector, perhaps merely becauſe 

; Jonſon had celebrated his Judgment; not conſidering that he celebrated 
"OM 4 


Ce ance a. Wea 6 


| TY 


(G2: 
A piece, «which Jonſon in a Rapture bid 


ed Come up a glorify d Work; and ſo it did. 
Elſe had his Muſe ſet with his Friend; Wir Stage 


cal 


Had miſs'd thoſe Poems, which yet take the Age ; 
The World had loſt thoſe rich Exemplars, where 
Art, Language, Wit, fit ruling in one Sphere; 
Where the freſh matters ſoar above old Themes, 
As Prophets Raptures do above our Dreams; 
Where in a worthy ſcorn he dares refuſe _ 
All other Gods, and makes the Thing his Muſe ; 
Where:be calls Paſſions up, and lays them ſo, 
As Spirits, aw'd by him to come and go; 
Where the free Author did what-eer be would, 1 
And nothing wild but what a Poet ſboulld. 
No vaſt uncivil bulk fiwells any Scene, 

The Strength's ingenious, and the Vigour Clean; 
None can prevent the Fancy, and fee through _ 
At the firſt Opening; all ſtand wondring how = 
The thing will be, until it is; which thence 
With freſh Delight fill cheats, fell takes the Senſe y 
The whole Defign, the Shadows, the Lights ſuch, 
That none can ſay he ſhews, or bides too much: 
5 Bufneſs grows up, ripened by juſt encreaſe, 

And by as juſt Degrees again doth ceaſe ; 

The Heats and Minutes of Affairs are watch'd, 

And the nice Points of Time are met, and ſnatch; 2 


i 


Nought later than it ſhould, nought comes n LEY 


ry chm, and Calculators, do err more: 

* Sex, Age, Degree, Aﬀettions, Country, Ria 

his The inward Subſtance, and the outward Face, 

Mm All kept preciſely, all exattly fit ; | 

A What he would write, be was, infer be writ. 

ed 'Twixt Jonſon's grave, and Shakeſpear's lighter Sound, 


His Muſe ſo fteer'd, that ſomething ſtill was found, 
A g 3 Nor 


1 


[ 26 ] 
Nor this, nor that, nor both, but ſo his own, 


That 'twas his Mark, and he was by it known; 
Hence did be tale true Fudgments, hence did firike 


All Palates ſome way, though not all alike : 
The God of Numbers might his Numbers crown, 
Ama, . to them, wifh they were his own, 


Thus, welcome forth, what Eaſe, or Wine, or Wit As 
Durſt yet produce; that is, what Fletcher writ ! 2 | 
r 
ar 7 
FLetcher, though ſeme call it thy fault, that Wit 15 
1 So overfiow'd thy Scenes, that e er *twas fit Th 
To come upon the Stage, Beaumont was fain | Tl 
To bid thee be more dull; that's, write again, Tl 
And bate ſome of thy Fire ; which from thee came P. 
In a clear, bright, full, but tao large a Flame; NY. 
And after all. (finding thy Genius ſuch) | K 


That blunted, and allay d, 'twas yet too much; 
Added bis fober Spunge; and did contra 

Thy Plenty to leſs Wit, to nale t exaft : 
Tet we through his Currections could ſee 

Much Treaſure in thy ſuperfluity; 

Which was fo fil d away, as, when we do 

Cut Jewels, that that's loft, is Fewel too: 

Or as Men uſe to waſh Gold, which we know 
By hjing makes the Stream thence wealthy grow, 
Mey who dv on thy Works ſeverely fit, © 
And call thy lore the Over-Births of Wit, 

Say thy Miſcarriages were rare, and when 
Won wert ſuperfluous, that thy fruitful Pen 
Had no fault but abundance, which did lay 
Out in one Scene what might well ſerve a Play; * 


121 

And hence. do grant, that, what they call Exceſi, 
Was to be reckon'd as thy happineſs, i, 
From whom Wit iſſued in a, full Spring-tide ; . 
Much did inrich the Stage, much flow'd befide. 
For that thou couldft thine own free Fancy bind 
In ftrifter Numbers, and run jo confind 
As to obſerve the Rules of Art, which ſway 
In the contrivance of a true-born Pla 
Thoſe Works proclatm, which thou didff write retir'd 
From Beaumont, by none but thyſelf inpir . 
Where, we ſee, 'twas not Chance that made them hit, 
Nor were thy Plays the Lotteries of Wit, 
5 But, like to Durer's Pencil, which firſt knew. 
The Laws of Faces, and then Faces dre 
Thou knew ft the Air, the Colour, and the Place, 
The Symmetry, which gives a Poem Grace. 
Parts are ſo fitted unto Parts, as dvds 
Shew thou hadſt Wit, and Mathematicks too : + - 
Knew'ft where by Line to ſpare, where to diſpenſe, - 
And didſt beget juſt Comedies from thence:  » | 
Things unto which” thou didſt ſuch Life bequeath, 
Mat they, (their own Black-Friers) unacted, breath, 
Jonſon hath writ things laſting, and Divine, _ 
Yet his Love-Scenes, Fletcher, compar'd to thine, 
Are cold and froſiy; and expreſs Love ſo. 
As Heat with Ice, or warm Fires mix d with Snow ; 

*5 like to Durer r Pencil,] Albert Durer was a moſt excellent Germas 
Painter, (born in 147 1.) much admired even by the great Raphael 
himſelf; and in fo high Efteem with the Emperor Maximilian the Firſt, 
that he preſented him with a Coatof Arms as the Badge of Nobility. 

A , ON "OM Mr. Theobald. 

*6 That they, (their own Black-Friers] i. e. their own Theatre: 
meaning, that Fletcher's Plays were ſo ſprightly, that, tho“ then unacted 
(by reaſon of the troubleſome times, and Civil War which raged againſt 
King Charles the Firſt) they wanted no' Advantage of a Stage to ſet 


them off. One of the Seven Playhouſes, ſubſiſting in our Author's | 
| Time, was in Black-Freers. Mr. Theobald. 


g 4 Thou, 
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Thou, as if firuck with the ſame generous Darts, 
Which burn, and reign, in noble Lovers Heart., 
Haſt clath'd Affections in ſuch native tires, 
And ſo deſerib'd them in their own true Fires 
Such moving Sighs, ſuch undiſſembled Tears, 


Such Charms of Language, fuch Hopes mix d with 


—_— A 
Such Grants after Dentals, ſuch Purſuits 
After Deſpair, fuch amorous Recruits, 
That ſome, who ſate Spectators, have confeſt 
Themſelves transform'd to what they ſaw expreſt : 


And felt ſuch ſhafts ſteal . their captiv'd Senſt, 


As made them riſe Parts, and go Lovers thence, © 
Nor was thy Stile wholly compos'd of Groves, 


Or the ſoft Strains of Shepherds and their Loves; 


When thou would'ft Comick be, each ſmiling Birth, 


In that kind, came into the World all Mirth, 


All Point, all Edge, all Sharpneſs ; ue did fot 

Sometimes five Acts out in pure fprightful Wit; 

Which flow'd in ſuch true Salt, that we did doubt 
In which Scene we laugh'd moſt two Shillings out, 
»7 Shakeſpear to thee was dull, whoſe beſt Feſt lies 
TI th' Ladies queſtions, and the Fools Replies; = 
27 Shakeſpear to thee was dull, This falſe Cenſure aroſe from the 
uſual fault of Panageriſts, of depreciating others to extol their Favourite, 


Had he only ſaid, as in the former Copy, that Fletcher was in a due 
Medium between Jonſon's Correctneſs and Shake/pear's Fancy, he had 


done Fletcher as well as himſelf more real Honour. But it. muſt be obſerv'd, 


that Beaumont and Fletcher were ſo much the general Taſte of the Age, 


both in Charles the Firſt and Second's Reign, that Mr. Cartavright only 


follows the common Judgment. The Reaſon ſeems to be this, Jonson 
ſurviv d both Shafeſpear and our: Authors many Years, and as he warmly 
oppos d the ſtrange Irregularities of the Eng/z/b Theatre, at the head of 
which Irregularities was ſo great a Genius as Shaleſpear, he form'd a 
ſtrong Party againſt him. But Nature frequently ſpoke in Shake/pear ſo 
directly to the Heart, and his Excellences as well as Faults were {0 


glaring, that the Prejudices againſt the latter could not wholly blind Men 
| to 


e 
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From whom Mirth came unforc'd, no Feſt perpler, 


2 


[29] 


Old faſhion'd Wit, which walk'd from Town 70 Toi _ 
23 In trunk-hoſe, which our Fathers tall'd the Chum; 
Whoſe Wit our nice times would Obſceneneſs call, 

And which made Bawary paſs for Comical. 

Nature was all his Art; thy Vein was fre © 
As his, but without bis Scurrility; 


But without labour clean, chat, ind unvex'd. _ 

Thou wert not like ſome, our ſmall Poets, who © 

Could not be Poets, were not'we Poets too; 2 

Whoſe Wit is pulfring, and whoſe Vein and Wealth 

In Poetry lyes meerly in their ſtealth ; | 

Nor 495 thou feel re Drought, their Pangs, their 
zins, 

Their Rack in Writing, who do write for Alms ; ; 

Whoſe wretched Genius, and dependent Fires,” © 

But to their Benefaftors Dole aſpires. 

Nor hadſt thou the fly Trick, thyſelf to praiſe 

Under thy Friends' Names; or, to purchaſe ng 

Didft write ſtale Commendations'ta thy Boo, © 

Which ue for n pe s or Ben Jonſon' s took: 


to the former. As our 8 abi him in theſe Dk 


more than Fon/on, and yet often follow'd . Fonſon's Correctneſs and | 
Manner, the Partiſans both of Shakeſpear and Jonſon were willing to | 
-M 


compromiſe it, and allow them the firſt Honours, as partaking of both 
their Excellences. After the | Reſtoration, French Rules of the Drama 


were introduc'd, and our Authors being nearer them. than eie, 
they ftill held their Superiority. 


:* In turd Hoſe,) This is Nonſenſe; and a Corruption either by 
the Tranſcribers, or at Preſs, We muſt read, unt hoſe ; i.e, a kind 


of large Slops, or Trowzers, worn by the Clowns, So in the oa 
Copy of Verſes; 


ne 3s Four tht 
Ven *. as 7 Wit. 
1 Mr, Thubald.. | 


That 
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| 103 
That Debt thou left ft to us, which none but he 
Can truly pay, Fletcher, who writes ike thee. 

» William Cartwright, 


wk. 


Lp ad 


— 
3 


To the Manes of the celebrate? Poets and F a 


writers, FRANCis BE AU MON T and Jon 
FLETCHER, upon the Printing of their Ex- 
cellent Dramatick POE Ms. 


e 
D 


Idain not, gentle Shades, the louly Praiſe © 
Which here 1 tender your immortal Bays : 

Call it not Folly, but my Zeal, that I 15 

Strive to Eternize You, that cannot dye. 

And though no Language rightly can commend 

What you have writ, ſave what your ſelves have 


penn d; | 
Yet let me wonder at thoſe curious Strains 


(The rich Conceptions of your Twin-hke Brains) 


Which drew the Gods attention; who admir d 
To ſer our Engliſh Stage by you 7 _—_ 
Whoſe chiming Muſes never fail d to fing 

A Squl-aſfecting Mufick ; raviſhing © 


„ William Cartwright.) Mr. Cartauright was eſieem'd one of the 


beſt Poets, Orators,. and Philoſophers of his Age; he was firſt a King's 


calls him the moſt Seraphical Preacher of his „ another Tully and 
another Virgil: He died about the Age of Thirty in 1643, in the Year 
of his Proforſhip, when King Charles the Firſt was at Oxford, by 
whom his Death was moſt affectionately mourned, He wrote the 
Lady Errant, Me Royal Slave, and Lov?s Convert, Tragi-Comedies. 
And a Volume of his Poems were printed after his Death. See Wood's 


Athene, 
Both 


W 
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„„ 
Both Ear and Intellect; while you do Each 
Contend with Other who ſhall higbeſt reach 

In rare Invention; Conflifts, that beget 

New ſtrange Delight, to ſee two Fancies met, 
That could recei ve no foil: two Wits in growth 
So juſt, as had one Soul informed Both. 

Thence (Learned Fletcher) ſung the Muſe alone, 
As both bad done before, thy Beaumont gone. 

In whom, as thou, had he out-liv'd, ſo he 
(Snatch'd firſt away) ſurvived ſtill in thee. 

What though Diſtempers of the preſent Age | 
Have baniſh'd your ſmooth Numbers from the Stage ? 
You ſhall be gainers by't ; it ſhall confer 
To th* making the vaſt World your Theater; 

The Preſs ſhall give to every Man his part, 
And we will all be Aﬀors ; learn by heart 

Thoſe Tragic Scenes and Comic Strains you writ, 
Unimitable both for Art and Wit; 
Ind, at each Exit, as your Fancies riſe, 

Dur Hands ſhall clap deſerved Plaudities. 


30 John Webb. 


3% John Webb.) I find no other Traces of a Jobn Webb who was 
likely to be Author of this ingenious Copy of Verſes; but that in 1629, 
four Years after Fletcher's Death, one Foabn Webb, M. A. and Fellow of 
Magdalene College in Oxford, was made Maſter of Croydon School. He 
as probably our Mr. Vebb, and much nearer the Times of our Authors 
han Mr. Cartæurigbt, and had I diſcovered this ſoon enough, he ſhould 
have took place cf him; but his Teſtimony of Beayment's Abilities, as 
Writer, is a proper Antidote againſt Mr. Cartaurigbi's traditional 


Opinion. 
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Stage; 

For our two Hours, we have thee here an Age 
In thy whole Works, and may th' Impreſſion call 
The Pretor that preſents thy Plays to all: 
Both to the People, and the Lords that ſway 
That Herd, and Ladies whom thoſe Lords obey. 
And what's the Loadſtone can ſuch Gueſts invite 
But moves on two Poles, Profit and Delight? 
Which will be ſoon, as on the Rack, confeſt, 
| When every one is tickled with a Feſt : 

z And that pure Fletcher's able to ſubdue 
A Melancholy more than Burton Inet. 
And though uon the by, to his Defigns 
The Native may learn Engliſb from his Lines, 
And th' Alien, if he can but conſtrue it, 
May here be made free Deniſon of Wit. | 
But bis main End does drooping Virtue raiſe, 
And crowns her Beauty with eternal Bays; 
In Scenes where ſhe inflames the frozen Soul, 
While Vice (her Paint waſh'd of) appears ſo foul; 
She muſt this bleſſed Ifle and Europe leave, | 
And ſome new Quadrant of the Globe deceive: 
Or hide her Bluſbes on the Afric Shore, 
Like Marius, but ne er riſe to triumph more ; | 


On the Wo R Es of the moſt excellent Dramatic Poet, . A. 
Mr. JohN FLETCHER, never before printed. My 
| TED © 7 þ i BY 

ATIL, Fletcher! welcome to the World's great id 
7 
W 
A 
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3" And that pure Fletcher, able to, ſubdue 3 
A Melancholy more than Burton knew.) Mr. Symp/on obſervd 
that the Comma ſtood in the place of *s, Fletcher is able. Burton wu 
Author of The Anatomy of Melancholy, a Folio. Th 
5 1 at 
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That Honour is re/ign'd to Fletcher' Fame; 
Add to his Trophies, that a Poet's Name 
(Late grown as odtous to our Modern States, 
As that of King to Rome) he vindicates 
From black Aſperfions, caſt upon't by thoſe 
Which only are inſþir'd to lie in Proſe. _ 
And, By the Court of Muſes be't Decreed, 
What Graces ſpring from Poeſy's richer Seed, 
When wwe name Fletcher, ſhall be fo proclaim'd, 
As all, that's Royal, is when Czſar's nam d. 5 
3: Robert Stapylton, K. 


as. aca 


— — 


To the Memory of my moſt honoured Kinſman, 
Mr. FRAN CIS BEAUMONT. 


JEL L not pronounce * N and clan thou writ , 
Nor by what new hard Rules thou took'ſt thy Fights, 
Nor rw much Greek and Latin fome reine, 
Before they can make up fix Words of thine ; 

But this Pl ſay, thou ſtri 5 our Senſe ſo deep, 

At once thou mak'ft us bluſh, rejoice, and weep. 
Great Father Jonſon bow'd himſelf, when he 

(Thou wwrit'ft ſo nobly) vow'd, he envy'd thee. 


Were thy Ft Br arm'd ; there would be more 
Strife for his Sword than all Achilles wore ; ; 


32 Sir Robert Stapylton of Carelton in Yorkſhire, a Poet of * | 
Fame, was at the Battle of Edgebill with King Charles the iſt. and had 
an honorary Degree giv'n him at Oxford for his Behaviour on that 


Occaſion. He wrote The Sligbted Maid, a Comedy; The Step-Mother, 


a Tragi-Comedy ; and Hero and Leander, a Tragedy; beſides ſeveral 
Poems and r 
3 Such 


| 
| 
| 
| 


[344] 
Such wiſe juſt Rage, had be been lately try'd, 
My PT he had been oth better fide; 
And, where be found falſe odds, (through Gold or St!) 
There brave Mardonius would have beat them both. 

Behold, here's Fletcher too ! the World ne er knew 
Two Potent Wits co-operate, till you; 
For till your Fancies are ſo wov'n and knit, 
Jas Francis Fletcher, or John Beaumont vrit. 
Tet neither borrow'd, nor were ſo put tot 
To call poor Gods and Goddeſſes to dort:: 
Nor made nine Girls your Muſes (you ſuppoſe, 
Women ne er write, ſave Love-Letters in Proſe) 
But are your own Inſpirers, and have made 
Sach powerful Scenes, as, when they pleaſe, invades 
Your Plot, Senſe, Language, all's fo pure and fit, 
He's Bold, not Valiant, dare difpute your Wit. 

| 33 George Liſle, &. 


© © $3 George Liſle, Knight.] This I take to be the ſame with Sir Fob 
_ Lifle one of King Charles's Judges; for Wood, in his Index to his Arbene, 

calls Sir Jobn by the Name of George: He might perhaps have had 
two Chriſtian Names. If this was he, he was admitted at Oxford in the 
Year 1622, feven Years after Beawmont's Death, and as he was 2 
Kinſman might be ſappoſed to know more of his Compoſitions than a 
Stranger. His Teſtimony therefore adds Strength to what las been 
before advanc'd concerning Beaumont, nay it does ſo whether Sir Gent 
Liſle be the Regicide or not. If he was, he was an eminent Lawyer 
and Speaker in the Houſe of Commons, and made Lord Commiſſionet 
of the Privy-Seal by the Parliament. After the Reſtoration he fled to 
Loſanna in Switzerland, where he was treated as Lord Chancellor of 


England, which ſo irritated ſome furious 1-56 Loyalifls that they tho: | 


him dead as he was going to Church, 


7 
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[ 35 ] 
On Mr. Jonn FER re 159 o RK. 
N 


0 ſhall we joy, . all whom Bag ofts and Worms 
Had turn 4 to their own Sub He and Forms, 


Whom Earth to Earth, or Fire ath chang'd. fo Fire, 
We ſhall behold, more than at firft intire, 

As now abe de, to ſee all thine, thine own. 

In this thy Maſe's Ręſurrection: 


| Whoſe ſcatter d Parts, from thy own Race, more ce Wounds T 


Hath ſuffer'd, than Acteon from his Hounds ; 
Which firſt their Brains, and then their Bellies „ fed, 
And from their Excrements new. Poets bred. 
But now thy Muſe enraged from her Urn, 
Like Ghoſts of murder d Bodies, doth return 
T' accuſe the Murderers, to right the Stage, 
And undecei ve the long-abuſed Age; 
Which caſts thy Praiſe on them, to whom thy Wi f 
Gives not more Gold than they give Droſs to it: 
Who, not content like Felons to purloin, 
Aid T, reaſon to it, and debaſe thy Coin. 

1258 whither am I ſtray d? I need not raife 

opbies to thee fr _ other Mens Difpraiſe ; 


x is 4 0 0 — on leffer Ruins built, 
e 


Nor needs thy juſter Title the foul Guilt 

Of Eaſtern Kings, who, to ſecure their Reign, 
Muſt have their Brothers, Sons, and Kindred flain. 
Then was 3 Wit's Empire at the fatal bei gbt, 
When, lab'ring and finking with its weight, 


34 — Wits Empire at the fatal Heigbe, i. e. The higheſt pitch 
which Fate allows it to riſe to. The following Account of Sbaleſpear, 


Jonſon, and Fletcher, tho? rather too fayourable to the laſt, is as much 


preferable to all the former Poets Encomiums as Sir Job» was preferable - 


to them in Abilities as a Poet, 


From 
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| 

From thence.a.thouſand Aer Poets ſprung N 
Like petty Princes from the fall of Rome. 
When Jonſon, Shakeſpear, and thyſelf did fit, 
And fway'd in the Triumvirate of Mit. 


Yet what from Jonſon's Oil and Sweat did flow, fn 


« 


Or what more eaſy Nature did beſtow 


On Shakeſpear's gentler Muſe, in thee full grown | 


Their Graces both appear; yet ſo, that none 
Can ſay, here Nature ends, and Art begins; 


But mixt, like th Elements, and born like 7 wins; 


So interweav'd, ſo like, ſo much the ſame, 

None this mere Nature, that mere Art can name : 

Vas this the Ancients meant; Nature and Skill 
Are the two Tops of their Parnaſſus Hill. 


Ms Denham, 


OSN ASS 8 


„ 


Upon Mr. Joun FLETCnER's Plays. 
KV. 


Letcher, to thee, wwe do not only owe | 
All theſe good Plays, but thoſe of others too: 
Thy Wit, repeated, does ſupport the Stage; 
Credits the laſt, and entertains this Age: 
No Worthies form'd by any Muſe, but thine, 
Could purchaſe Robes to make themſelves ſo fine: 
What brave Commander is not proud to ſee 
Thy brave Melantius in his Gallantry ? 
Our greateſt Ladies love to ſee their Scorn 


* 


Out- done by thine, in what themſelves have uorn- 


Th' impatient Widow, &er the Year be done, 
Sees thy Aſpaſia weeping in her Gown: 


28 4 806 


J 


WES! 


I never - yet the Tra ragic Strain afſay'd, 
Der by that inimitable Maid: 

And when I venture at the Comic Stile, 
35 Thy Scornful Lady ſeems to mock 7 toil : 


Thus has thy Muſe, at once, improv'd and narr d 
Our Sport in Plays, by rend ring it too hard. 

So when a ſort of luſty Shepherds throw 

The Bar by turns, and none the reſt outgo 

So far, but that the beſt are meaſuring Caſts, 
Their Emulation and their Paſtime laſts ; 


But if ſome Brawny Yeoman of the Guard 


Step in, and toſs the Axle-tree a Yard, 
Or more, beyond the fartheſt Mark, the reſt 
Deſpairing Je, their Sport is at the beſt. 


Ed. _ 


——— " i r 


To FLETCHER: Neri d. | 
XVI. | 


H 0 W have I been Religious? what fron e Good 
Has ſcap d me, that I never underſtood | 
Have I Hl guard Hereſy o'erthrown.? . 
Heal d e pen States made N and Kingdoms 
one 
That Fate ſhould be fo merciful to ne, 
ll let me live t have ſaid, I have read thee. an 


3s Thy Scornful Lady] Many great Men, as well as Mr. Waller, | 
have celebrated this Play. Beaumont's Hand is viſible in ſome bigh 
Caracatures, but I muſt own my Diſſent to its being call'd a Firſt- rate 
Comedy; I propos'd to have put it in the ſecond Claſs in the Preface, 
where I have divided our Authors Plays into three Claſſes, but by an 
unfortunate Overſight this Play was omitted. 


Vol. I. h | Flair 


— n FY — . 


« ** 8 1 
Fair Star, aſcend ! 75 7 7 oy ! the. Life ! the Light 
5 


Of this tempeſtuous Age, this dark World's Sig) brt . 

Oh, from thy Crown of Glory dart one Flame” 2 

May ftrike a ſacred Reverence, wbilf thy Nane. 

(Like holy Flamens 70 their Grd of Day) 

We, bowing, Ang; and "whi It we praiſe, ae Fray. 
Bright Spirit] whoſe Eternal Motion 

Of Wit, like Time, ill in itſelf” did run; 


Binding all others in it, and di Live. | Wi 
Commiſſion, how far. this, or, that, ſhall. pe; * Vi- 
36 Like Deſtiny, thy Poems ; who, as ſe So 
Signs Death to all, herſelf cap never. dhe. Th 

And thy Purple-Fohed Tragedy, D- 
In her imbroi der d Buskins, call mine Eye, Ye 
Where brave Aetius we ſee betray'd,, ' Valente, Wi fc 
T' obey bis Death, whom thouſand Lives obey d; ] 
FW, bill that the Mighty Fool his Scepter breaks, Fa 
And through his Gen'ral's V. nds his own Dom D 


 Sheaks 3, 
Weaving thus "Tichly Valentinian , 
The coſtligſt Monarch with the RO Man. 


2%, Like, Deſtiny of Poems, abu, as for 
era, tall, herſelf can neuer &e] 1 This is extremely obs 
ſeure: He fays firſt, that Fl 779 is the. Spirit of. Poetry, that he ys.the, 
God of it, Fr has decreed the Fate of all other Poems, whether, they, 
ar, to live or dye: after his he i is like the Deſtiny of Poems, and living 
Y . 1 gns Death to all others. This is very high. ſtrainid indeed, 
and rather ſelf-contradiftory, for Flet Spirit gives, Commiſſion how 
far ſome ſhall live and Yet > ſigns Pia e all. Ache ht. Change will, 
make ſomewhat eaſier and clearer Senſe. I underſtand the four fir" 
Lines ww 0 hare $ Te fly is the ſtandard of Excellence ; whateyet 
is not form'd.by t pak, ve. therefore. I read, 
Like fling, t FA M. 1, "Thy. F 4 Poems being mY the, eandard. of 
Excellence, are e Deſtiny 3 determines the Fate of others, 


n 


but herſelf x remaing, {till the { ſame. I republiſh this Poem vas there are- 
Fal or Gedi d W ken in ſome br nen 


My r 


1 Soldier 


| "EA * 
| 39 
1 5 | 
So en nic Heß, bi "old 128 N 
Je Lover Hie, 44 by e 12555 reaſon % Mad: Rows 
Vt as of 2 "Alcides Fur ious,” | 
Who, wilder. than his Bull, 1555 4 gas! te rag: — 


Virgins, as ; Suffers erers,. have wept to ce 5 
So 55 4 Sou red a "Cruelty: © — + 
That thou haſt geb. 'd, and, 5 5, unthought Rede 
Dry d their wet Eyes "obs 1 now / thy Mercy bleſs ; 

Yet, loth to boſe thy watry eel, ben 


a, oy wif'd i 17 0 Laug bter trait ſpru 14 a RS 
725 rudd No a jr 17 775 e 2 
Fansev'ry 35 row with þ gladneſs, G, while fÞ ge Curate. 

n Delgb: to all; and the whole Theatre Eee 
+ Efivalin Heover doth appear,” 
Nothing hut Pleaſure, Love and (like the The Tamer ., 
Morn 25 ” Wd - * 


Each Face 4 ceneral 9 ſhi ing doth adorn. French le 
Hear, ye Fl ral foi 7 at rohounte the Air 
Of Stews and Sewers, I will inform you where, 
And hw, ro cloath aright your wanton Nit; 
Without ber naſty: Rawd attending ui. 8 5 
View here a looſe Thought ſaid with fuch E28 
1 FOES? 36.19 176 e e 
Minerva might have" kin Venus“ Hie; . 
5 wen diff? d, "chat tut cone, by l 
Buf Cupi 45 Diaha's Liunen an; ELF, 
And all; bis naked Parts ſo vnil d, Nes oft 
The" Shape with cu the Ucon 73 
Vari this Reformation, which ue 
Receive d, had not bern buried with thee,” pas 
h 2 e 


= 


The Stage, as this Work, might have liv'd and lov'd 
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* 
, 


Her Lines the auſtere Scarlet had approu d; 


And th' Actors wiſely been from that Offence 
As clear, as they are now from Audience. 

Thus with thy Genius did the Scene expire, 
Wanting thy active and enliv'ning Fire, | 
That now (to ſpread a Darkneſs over all, 
Nothing remains but Poeſy to fall. 

And though from theſe thy Embers we receive 
Some Warmth, ſo much as may be ſaid, we live; 
Mat ave.dare praiſe thee, bluſhleſs, in the Head 
Of the beſt piece Hermes to Love Yer read; 
That we rejoice and glory in thy Wit, 
And feaſt each other with remembring it; 
That we dare ſpeak thy Thought, thy Adds recite : 
Tet all Men henceforth be afraid to write. 

cli '.- . J Rich. Los 


:1 : 


— 


— 


Upon the unparallel'd PLAYs written by thoſe. 


renowned Twins of Poetry, BEAUM@NT 
„ern 


HA T's bere? i another Library of Praiſe, 
Aet in a Troop t advance contemned Plays, 


37 Rich. Lovelace.) This Gentleman was eldeſt Son of a good Fa- 
mily, extremely accompliſh'd, being very eminent for Wit, Poetry, and 
Muſic, but ſtill more ſo for Politeneſs of Manners and Beauty of Perſon. 
He had an ample Fortune and every Advantage that ſeem'd to pro- 
miſe Happineſs in Life; but his ſteady Attachment to the Royal Cauſe, 
and a Liberality that perhaps approach'd too near Profuſeneſs, reduc'd 
him to extreme Poverty. Something of the Gaiety of the Soldier ap- 

pears in the beginning of this Poem. His Poems were publiſhed in 1749 · 
38 anther Library Praiſe,] This alludes to the numerous 
commendatory Copies of Verſes on Tom. Coryate's Crudities, which ſwell'd 

| into 


A" * / 


And bring 2 Wit again in Faſtion 2 

I can't but wonder at this Reformatiou. 

My ipping Soul ſurfeits with ſo much ae, 

To ſee my Hopes into Fruition bud. - 0 

A happy Chymiſtry ! left Viper, Jo I 

That through thy Mother's Bowels gnaw'ft eby wg! 
Wits flock in Shoals, 39 and club to rere 

In ſpite of Ignorance the ArchitefF 8 

Of Occidental Poeſy; and turn n W * 

Gods, to recal Wits Aſhes from thei 3 ö 

Like huge Coloſſes, . they've together knit 

Their Shoulders to ſupport a World of Wit. 
The Tale of Atlas (though of” Truth it myſt): 

Ve plainly read Mythologiz'd in this, _ : 


into an entire Volume, This i is touch'd at in the 23d oo of Vers 


. by Richard Brome. 

| Po⸗r the with Copies took, 85 

5 ' 07 bis Eycominms made themſelves a Book. Mr. med 

! 39 and club to re- elect | a 
In dite of Ignorance the Architect | 


Of Occidental Pos; ] I am now correQing the foul ſheet from 
the Preſs, at thirty Miles diſtance from my old Editions, ſo know not 


whether re- elect be the Error of former Preſſes or only of the preſent. IL 


read re · erect, which better correſponds with the Metaphors both in this 
and the following Sentence. As an Archite& his Poems are 3 
as he was dead ng was raiſed to Life. EIN 

Ty they ve together met 
Their Shoulders to ſupport a World of Wit.) I ſhould not find fault 
with Mer and Vit being made Rhimes here, (the Poets of thoſe Times 
giving themſelves ſuch a Licence) but that two Perſons meeting their 
| Shoulders is neither Senſe nor Exgliſb I am therefore perſuaded the Au- 
thor wrote Init. So twice in the VIIIth Copy by Jaſper Mains, | 
In Fame, as well as Writings, both ſo knit, 
That no Man knows where to divide your Wit. 


Nor _"_— thus in Works and Poems hait, 88 
Mr. Theobald, 


hg Orpheus 


| And again, 


[a 1 5090 


—— an 


* —— 


42 
Orpheus and 4 2 #1 Adee, Stories 
Made Athens famous, 'are but Alle 3 Ne Or 
'Tis Poetry has Power to civilize' * 
Men, worſe than Stones, more blackiſh than the Tree, 
J cannot chooſe but think (noꝛb things fo fall) N 
That Wit 15 ir ape ifs. Climatterical irt, 
Aud though the Ms have been 40 and gone, 
T know, bey I. find 4 Reſurrection. Y 
Jis vain to praiſe; they're to themſelves a 'Ghery, 
And Silence 1s our fee Oratory. 
For be, mw names but F etcher, muff 1 needs be 
Found guilty of 4 loud Hyperb ole. 
His are , tran) feendently g be e 
He ſhowsbimſelf a Net 2 
Here are no Volumes ftuft with cheverel 1 
be very Anagrams of Floquence;  .. 
FSR ang ee 855 1 1 that be, 
Being 7. 2 ell d, 'but Mitis Stenography; 
Nor Words, as void of Reaſon, as of Rhime, 
Only caſura'd to ſpin out 7 time. 
But here's a Magazine f pureſt 
1 in the neweſt 77 of Elo 1 0 
cones that are "and, [prightly, in whoſe Vei! 
les 44 85 2 2 ih hae 10 
Lines, hike — Authors, and each Word of" it 
Does ſay, 'twas writ b* Gemini of Mit. 
"How hapk is ur dge.? ha Beſt aur Men! 
When ju ſuch rare Souls Abe ble ves oer again. 
We err, Ther think a 118 4 ; for 715 
Shews, 754 id 51 Metempfy choſis. 


Beaumont and F U Pere, al 215 ue ſce | 
Above the reach of of dull Mortal 95 


8914 


3 


ven e: . 


Or 


rr 


rH) : 

Or Pow'r of Fare: And thus he Provert Gags 

(That's — * 4 Theſe Men ide by I 
Wits, . > cc rg. Alex. Brom. 


FS E 
— 4% a 1 - 


| Mg 


on ue D BATH Oe: 
TORY: PLE DCUER, EY 


XV, | 
Y NE 75 Hum grtet, Bar "ths Yor $406k, 
Can lenid no Pruiſe but what" _ af Huſh to own; 
And no Tur Hund, or feeble Wi , ſhould dare 
To ver thy Shrine wich 12h er d Tar. = 
I'd hoe u Stute bf Wit Convet'd, which Bath 
A Pradh # rake uh on thr eieioh Parh;, 
That, wh, tht Stk of the hole King on Jo 
In but Frepafuffve to thy Mönunt, 
The prudent Cui! thay Inbent fr Fab Ways 
70 get new CoYfHbution to rhy 12 
1 high, und eg to thy Wit ; 
| Which muſt give Le aud Monument to 12. 
| 4: go den, late, Eſſex d, the publich hats 
Wort Sorrtb T; hd 70 Md thournful Gr, 
To the ſad Pom if his Iahented Fall, 
The ade red at = Funeral, 
And by a ſolemm Order built * earſe Pp 
But not like thin, built by thyſel 5 Perſe ö 
Where thy aueh Tag e [2 Rands . 
Above the reach uf. Tow Hands _ 


41 80 when, late, Effex 74 The; Bart of Eser, who. bad bees 

General for the Parliament in the Civil War againſt ing Charly the 

Firſt, dyed on the 1. 5 8 Se; ember 1646, and the firſt Folio of Bau- 
nant and FIRHBH's s publiftfd wn 1647. Mir. Theobald. 


bh 4 Baſe 


6 #5 


Baſe Hands, bow impotently go aſe he 2 
Your Rage gainſt Camden's learned Abbes, whos 
Defaced Statua and martyr'd Book, 

Like an Antiquity and Fragment look, 

Nonnulla deſunt's Iegibly appear, | 

So truly now Camden's Remains he there. | 
Vain Malice! how he mocks thy Rage, while Breath 
Of Fame ſhall ſpeak bis great Elizabeth | 
*Gainſt Time and thee he well provided bath; 
Britannia 7s the Tomb and Epitaph. 

Thus Princes Honours ; but Wit only grves 

A Name which to ſucceeding Ages lives. 

Singly we now conſult Ourſelves and Fame, 
Ambitious to twiſt ours with thy great Name, 
Hence we thus bold to praiſe. For as a Vine, 
With ſubtle Wreath and cloſe Embrace, goth twins. 
A friendly Elm, by whoſe tall Trunk it ſhoots . 
And gathers Growth and Moiſture from its Roots; 
thei its Arms the thankful Clufters cling 8 
Like Bracelets, and with Purple ammelling 
The blue-cheeR'd Grape, ſtuck in its vernant Hair, 
Hangs like rich Jewels in a beauteons Ear. 

So grow our Praiſes by thy Wit ; wwe do | 
Borrow Support and Strength, and lend but Show, 

Ob for a Spark of that diviner Fire, 

Which thy full Breaſt did animate and inſpire; 


That Souls could be divided, thou traduce + | 5 
But a ſmall Particle of thine to us | 3 St 
Of thine; which we admir'd when thou ay fe 8 
But as.a Joint- commi ſloner in Wit; FI 
When it had Plummets hung on to ſuppreſs | A 
Its too luxuriant growing Mightineſs + 3 


Till as that Tree which ſcorns to be kept down, 


Mou 7 ſt to govern the whole Stage alone. , P, 
In 


= [4s]... 
in which Orb thy throng'd Light did make the Star, 
Thou wer f th Intelligence did move that Sphere. 
Thy Fury was compos d; Rapture no fit 
That hung on thee ; nor thou far gone in Wit 
As Men in a Di ſeaſe; thy Fancy clear, & NL TI 3H > 
#2 Muſe chaſt, as thoſe Flames whence they took their - 
No ſpurious Compoſures amongſt thine ' 
Got in Adultery *twixt Wit and Wine.” 
And as th' hermetical Phyficians draw © © 
From thi ngs that Curſe of the firſt-broken Law, FL. 
That Ens Venenum, which extracted thence 
Leaves nought but primitive Good and Innocence: 
So was thy Spirit calein d; no Mixtures there - 
But perfect, ſuch as next to Simples are. 
Not like thoſe Meteor -wits which wildly xx, 
In Storm and Thunder through th' amazed Sky ß 
Speaking but th* Ills and Villanies in à State, 
Which Fools admire, and wiſe Men tremble at, 
Full of Portent and Prodigy, _ ads 
Oft ſcapes the Vice, and on the Man doth falt. 
Nature us d all ber Skill, when thee ſhe meant 
Mit at once both Great and Innocent. 


Yet thou hadſt Tooth; but tas thy Fudgment, not 
For nending one Word a whole Sheet to blut. 


+1 Muſe chaft, as thoſe Frames aubence they took their Fire:] This ſeems 
obſcure, for what are thoſe Frames whence Fletcher took his Fire? The 
Stars? Ev'n if this was meant, I ſhould think Flames the better Word; 
but as Flames will ſignify heavenly Fire in general, either the Stars, Sun, 
Angels, or even the Spirit of God himſelf, who maketh his Minifters { 
Flames of Fire: I much prefer the Word, and believe it the Original. 
As this Poet was a Clergyman of Character, with regard to his Sanctity, 
and much celebrates Fletcher's Chaſtity of Sentiments and Language, 
tis very evident that many Words which appear groſs to us were not 


2 King Charles the Firſt's Age, See Page 54 55, and 56 of the 
ace. A | 
Thou 
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ew donates with rudy Art, - 2] 
And oeilful Hand, Crimes leckt cigſe up ay , 
Thou couldſt arſoli dum Plots, ani bea — Path 
By which Ambition clemb'd to Great: in; er 
N -: couldſt the Rifes, Turns, and Fall of dran, N 
How wear they were their Poriote and Dates, 9 8 
Coulaſt mad the Subject into popular Rage, 
And the grown 'Seas of that gent Storm FE 
Dethrone uſurping Tyrant, Got place there 
The lawful Prince and true Inheriter, = 
Bug ol dork Laaer Te the Leh * 
Of Policy, ich duo bet knows br finn f, 

Save. thee, aoho un- EH didft walk in't 
As the great Genius of Government. . 
And when thou dardft thy Tragie Buvhin by | 

To court the Stage 103th gentle "vo ht 
How neu, hom proper th Humours FP * 
In rich Variety, bow neatly ares * * * 

In Language, ubom rare Plots, what Strength of Wi 

Shin'd in the Fate and every Limb of i 2 1 

The Stage grew narrow while thou grewft to be 

In thy whole Life an Exc'l\ent Comedy. 

T0 theſe a Virgin-modefly which firſt me | 
Applauſe with Bluſh and Fear, as if he Ns a F 

Had not deſervd; till bold with conſtant Praiſe T 

His Brows admitted the unſought 77 Bays. ln 

Mer would be raviſh Fame , Men free i ; 
Tao their own Vote and * n of 
When his fair Shepherdeſs on the guilty Stage, 

Was martyr'd between Ignorance and Rage ; 

At which the impatient Virtues of thoſe few 
Could judge, grew high, cry'd Murder: though be tra 
The Innocence and Beauty of his Child, 

He only, as f unconcerned, ſinil d. 


81. Fry =» 


Prince 


it 


new 


cel 


47} 
„ Princes have gather d fince geb featter'd Grace, 
Each Line and Beauty of that iniur d Face; * 
Und on united Parts breath feb 0 Fire 


As ſpight of Malice ugh ze er 7755 
Attending, nat 777 tus the Grown, 
Till every Hand di heb ſet it on, 


He came to be ſole Manereb, 225 fr reign 91 
In Wit's great We abs lute . TY 
het ahn Harte. 
— ＋ 8 —__ Nee Wanne 
oi 1 W and hi Wor xs, 
never before Publiſhed, WA) 
A. 


To Hatter ts ing Figs 15 400 Habe 


Bat herd, to & the hiving-dead Men 1. 


43 Princes haue qe F . each 3 Grace, 


Each Ling J. This rates go Ki 
Charles the Firſt 5 = LOR us hs 1 be reviv'd, and 3 
before him. The Lia are N Teac, and do honour to the 


| 2 in wn n om an Adverlary. (tod 


nly a rag W b Ee Pee i Fire-hrand- 
Scriblers and Mage ts of his Age) is a ſtro Proof of ts being 
a very good one. SIT Elizabeth may be calf'd the Mother of the 
Egliſi Poets; Jamet the Birft was a Pedagogue to them, encourag'd 


their Literature asd it with Pugs and Pedantry j Charles * 
Firſt rg d 5 a g 01 8 Ke 15 he Troubles of his Reign prevented the 
great Mes of 5 Pauronage 


44 Tobn Harris was of New-Collge, Oxford, Greek Profeſſor of the 


= Univ „and ſo eminent a Preacher that he was calfd a ſecond Che- 


foftom. the Civil Wars he ſided with the Presbyterians, and was one 
of the Aſſembly of - Divines, and is the only Poet in this Collection whom 
we certainly know to have been for the Parliament againſt the King. 
His Poem has great Merit; the. fine Break after the mention of the Earl 
of Eſer, and the Simile of the Elm and Cluſters. of Grapes, deſerve a 
particular Attention. After this Simile I have ſtruck out ſome Lines 
4 Uk ere unequal, in Merit to their Brethren, leſt the Reader, tired with 
4 — — for, thoſe which, now es tho! unjuſt with - 
R r IT = 
20 


146 
To praiſe a un 252 is gainful Art: * 
But thankleſs to pay J ribute to Deſert. 
This ſhould have been my Tast: I had Intent 
To bring my Rubbiſh to thy Monument, 
To flop ſome Crannies there, but that I found 
No Need of leaſt Repair; all firm and ſound. 
Thy well-built Fame doth 2 Il itſelf advance 
Above. the World's mad Zeal and Ignorance. 
Though thou diedft not poſſeſt of that ſame Pelf, 
Which nobler Souls call Dirt, the City, Wealth : 
Yet thou haſt left unto the Times Jo great 
A Legacy, a Treaſure fo compleat, 
That twill be hard, I fear, to prove thy Will: 
Men will be Wranghi ng, and in Daubtin till, 
How ſo vaſt Sums of Wit were left Behind," . 
And yet nor Debts, nor Sharers, they can find. 
Nas the kind Providence of Fate to lock 
Some of this Treaſure up; and keep a. Stock 
For a Reſerve until theſe ſullen Days: 
When Scorn, and Want, and Danger, are the Bay 
That crown the Head of Merit. But now be, 
Wha in thy Will bath part, is rich and free, 
But there's a Caveat enter d by Command, 


None Should * but thoſe can underſtand. 
+ Henry Moody, Bart, 


4 Sir Henry Moody v was of the Number of thoſe Gentlemen who had 
honorary Degrees conferr'd by King Charles the Firſt at his Return to 
Oxford after the Battle of Eagebill. The Poem has ſome _ Marks 
of Genius in it, particularly in theſe Lines, 
until theſe ſullen Days: | 
When Scorn, and Want, and Danger, are the Bays 

That crown the Head of Merit. | | 
I confeſs myſelf a great Admirer of Verſes in Rhime, whoſe Pauſes run 
into each other as boldly as blank Verſe itſelf. When our Moderns cor- 
refted many Faults in the Meaſure of our Verſe by making the Accents 
| Always fall on right Syllables, and 3 aſide thoſe harſh Eliſions - 
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On the Deceaſed Author, Mr. Joun Fl ET curn;- 
his Plays; and eſpecially, Te Mad Lover. 


. 3 dh ws 
1 N Hillt his well-organ'd Body doth retreat 
To its firſt Matter, and the Formal Heat 
Triumphant fits in Fudgment to approve \ 
Pieces above our Cenſure, and our Love; 


by our ancient Poets, they miſtook this Run of the Verſes into each other 
after the Manner of Virgil, Homer, &c. for a Fault, which depriv'd our 
Rhime of that Grandeur and Dignity. of Numbers which ariſes from a a 
tual change of Pauſes, and turn'd whole Poems into Diſtichs, f 
46 The firſt four Lines of this Copy of Verſes, I own, are quite 
above my Comprehenſion. What formas Heat can mean, and Heat 
ſitting in Judgment, is a Riddle too intricate for me to gueſs at. Then, 
why any Piece ſhould be above our Candour, I am equally at a loſs to 
underſtand. © If theſe Verſes are printed among Sir Aten Cokaine's 
Poems, they. may, perhaps, ſtand in a more intelligible Plight, But, 
as I never met with that Gentleman's Writings, I'll venture to ſabjoin 
my Suſpicion how the Text might have originally ſtood. | | 
„ Whilft bis wwell-organ'd Body is retird 
To its firſt Matter, and the formal Herd 
Triumphant fits in Judgment, to approve 
Pieces above our Cenſure, and our Love; Ve 


The formal Herd I would interpret to be the Croud of Fanatics, that 
ſwarm'd at the Time of the firſt Publication of Beaumont's and Fletcher*s 


Works. Then, as to the Correction in the fourth Line, it gives an 
Antithefis that makes good Senſe; whereas Candour and Love are merely 
Tautology. An excellent Work may, with Reaſon, be ſaid to be a2 
much above Cen/ure, as it is above our Admiration and Praiſes, The 
Word approve, I conceive, is to be taken in an equivocal Senſe; not, 
directly, to commend ; but to ſee whether the Piece, under Judgment, 
Will ſtand the Teſt of being approved. Mr. Theobald. 
This Note of Mr. Theobald's is ingenious ; but there are great Liber- 
ties taken, and the Senſe is, I believe, made totally different from the 
true one, which at beſt is very obſcure. Formal Heat, I take to be 
a metaphyſical and logical Term for the Soul, as the Formal Cauſe is 
that which conſtitutes the Eſſence of any thing. Fletcher's Soul there- 
fore now ſits in Judgment, to approve Works deſerving of Praiſe As 
to Cenſure for Candeur, it is certainly a very probable Eos” 0 h | 
9 uch, 


* 


3% 

Such, as dare boldly venture to appear 

Unto the curibus Eye, and Critic Ear + 

Lo, the Mad Love; in theſs ono Tins 
1s preſ#d to Life, Yaccuſe us of our Crimes. 
While Fletcher liv' d, bo equal to him writ 
Such laſting Monuments of natural mii? 


Others might draw their Eines abit Se; like 4 


That (with much Pants) 4 Garriſon encloſe; 7 
Whilſt his ſweet, fluent, Lein did gently run, 
As uncontrol d and ſmoothly as the Sun, 
Aﬀter his Death, our Theatres did make” 
Him in his own unequal" Language. ſpettr:* 
And now; when all the Muſes ot of their 
oved Modeſty ſlent appear, 

1s Play of Fleteher': braves the” envious. E 
As Wonder F our” Ears once; M9 our” ae 
Three=and-four fold-bleft” Poet, abo the Lives 
Of. Poets, and of Theatres, ſurvives 4 
A Groom, or Oftler of 2 "Wit, may bring 
His Pegaſus fo the Caſtalian Spring; 
Boaſt, he a Race ver the Fharſalian Hlain, 
Or happy Tempe's Valley; darrs maimain : 

at ono Lenp, upon the double CM 

( Wert it at high"as mohiſtrous Tenatifte).. 
_ Of far-rintwn'd Parnaſſus be all get, 


3 9 — ti ambze& the World) confi bir Sent 9 


When our admtred Fletcher vaiints not Au Ele, 
Aid ſiigbied every. thing be writ as Natght 


Whike-atfout Engliſh wondring brd ts n eee 


Made hir great City echo with . 


Read him, therefore, all that can a, 3 and 22 


Tas cannot, leurn; if y are not. Ledrnig's 
And wilfu l give lo refs 


The gentle —_ 7 this happy Maſe; + 


ef: © 


From 


| [9] 

From thy 8 great Conſtellation (noble Soul © 
Look ou, this. Kingdom. ; ſuffer: nat>the-whole | '' / 
Spirit of Paeſy. retire-ta. Heaven; | | | 
n us entertain what: thou haſt, gi ven. 
Earthquakes and Thunder Diapaſons male; 

The Seas vaſt Roar, and irreftleſs Shake 

Of borrid Winds, a. Sympathy compoſe ; . 
$0 in theſe things. ters: Muhob\imtheufo's ES bs 
And though they ſeem:great- Bere wer Bars, | . 
They are ne#:/0: 1 . 
Granting theſe: Mic hon mu fee War, 
Mnemoſynels Daughters Voices de create? 
Since Heav'n, aud Harth, and Star; amd aner 
To make an Harmony, (the Tnjh 
Their cn agreeing ſelves) ſball ar wr 
The Mufick whiehthe Deities do uſe? © 
Troy's rawifht'Ganymede doth ing to ſove, 
And Pheebus: ſelf plays on bis. Lyre- Above: 

The Cretan 0 or glariaus Meng who wilt® p 
Initate right, muſt RE at thy &; 
Be Poet of thy Times] or they will prove? 
As . a thy braue Memnon ava wifi Dove. 


47 Aﬀton'Cotmaine; Bare," 
47 Mien Calais ben This Oendleman;who..claim! 1 


a Baronet by King Charles I. at a Time when the King's B "prev 
vented the Creation paſpng the due Forms, was: Pbet of ſome Nepute⸗ 


Fi. 


ber whick Reaſon this Capps inſerted: more than forits intrinfic Worth. 


He was Lord of the Mae, Pocoicy in Polefayorth.-Patiſhs M ameri- 
Hire, and of Aßburn in Derby/vire ; but with a Fate not uncommon to 
Wits, ſpent and ſold· both 3 but his Defcendants of \his Age have bers 
me Ui Funans 


. * 
0 3 . _ 4 
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On the Edition of Mr. > awe „ Brajubbg] 
e 3 FLETCHERs PLays, 
Never r printed before, 8 25 


Ams amaz'd ; and this fame Bxtaf 
Is both my Glory and Apology, _. 
Sober Toys are + dull Paſſions; they muſt bear 
Proportion to the Subject: if ſo, where 
Beaumont and Fletcher ſhall vouchſafe to be 
The Subject, That Foy muſt be Extaſy. 
Fury is the Complexion of great Wits ; 
The Fools Diſtemper: He, that's Mad by Fits, 
Is wiſe ſo too. It is the Poet s Muſe ; | 
The Prophet's God; the Fool's, and my Excuſe, 
For (in Me) nothing Ie than Fletcher's Name 
Could have begot, or zu/tify'd, this Flame. 
| Altcher $ Return'd methinks, it ſhould not be: 
No, not in's Works ; Plays are as Dead as He, 
The Palate of this Age guſts nothing High; 
That has not Cuſtard in't, or Baudery. 1 
Foliy and Madneſs fill the Stag e: The Scene 
Is Athens ; where, the Guilty, ar the Mean, 
The Fool ape well — Learned and Great, 
1 Suffer an Ofraciſm; ſtand exulate, _ 
4 Mankind is faltn again, ſhrunk a Degree, 
A Step below his very Apoſtacy. _ 
| | Nature her Self is out of Tune; and Sick 
[ Of Tumult and Diſorder, Lunatick. 
| Yet what World would not cheerfully endure 
The Torture, or * t enjoy the Cure? 


This 


% 


bus 


[5] 

This Boot the Balſam; and the eee, 
Muſt preſerve bleeding Nature, and reore 10 
Our crazy Stupor to a juſt quick Senſſe 
Both of Ingratitude, and Providence. 
That teaches us (at Once) to feele and "ey 
uo deep Points: What we Want, and whey On 
Yet Great Guods have their Ib: Should we 2 
To future Times, the Pow'r of Love and Mit, 
In this Example: would they not combine, iT | 
To make Our ImperfettHons Their Dns 
They'd fudy our Corruptions; and take more A 
Care to be NM, than to be Good, before: 
For nothing, but ſ 0 ft obey Infirmit 
Could make Them worthy of ſuch — 

Have you not ſeen — 2 s almighty Nap : rd 00 
Reſcue th affrighted World, and redeem Day. 9 
From black Deſpair? how his v3&orious Beum ** — 
Seatters the Storm, and drowns the petty Flame + I 
Of Lightning, in the Glory of his Eye : 
How full of Pew'r, hon fall of Majeſty? ___ 
When, to us Mortals, nothing elſe was known, 
But the ſad Doubt, whether to burn, or drown. 

Choler, and Phlegme, Heat, and dull Ignorance, 
Have caſt the People into fach a Trance, 
That Fears and Danger ſeem. Great equal, 
And no Diſpute left now, but how to die. 6 


Juſt in this, nick, Fletcher ſets the World clear 


Of all Diſorder, and reforms us here. - 

The formal 7 duth, that knew. no other ora > 
Or Yalue, but his Title, and his Lace, — 
Glaſſes himſelf and, in this faithful Mirror, L 
Views, di ſapproves, reforms, repents his Error. 

The credulous, bright Girl, that ri all 
Language, in Oaths (if good) Canonical, in 

Vor. I. 1 15 


E 


Is fortif5'd, and tought, here, wn n 10 


Save = and that fame Caution takes her more, 50 R 
Than all the Flattery ſhe felt before. I 
She finds her Boxes, and her Thoughts betray 3 3 
By the Corruption of the Chamber-Maid ; | A 7 
Then throws her Waſhes and Diſendlingsy >» o' W/ 
And vows nothing but Ingenuity, = 5 
The ſevere: Statefingy quits his ſallm bn 7 
Of Gravity and Bus neſs ; The IOC B 
Religious, his Neutrality; The hot B 
Brainfick Iluminate, his Zeal ; The Sor, 00 fy 
Stupidity ; The Soldier, his Arrears; B 
The Court, its Confidence ; The Plebs, their Fears ; M7 
Gallants, their Apiſhneſs and. Perjur , 
Women, their: Pleaſure and Jaconſtane . 
Poets, their Wine; the Uſurer, his Pelf; . i My 
The World, its Vanity; and J, my Self. + I 
EMS vo wo; Roger: iy "Brag W 
SE i 7. n 1 — * N ary A 
On the E D 1 ＋ 1 0 N. 2 
b iin n | | be Ne 
0 XXII. S 54 | H 
Flche (boſe Fame no Apo can ever r waſte 5 ; De 
Envy of ours, and Glory of the laftY 9 20 
Is now alive again; and with his . Hr 
His ſacred Aſhes wak'd into a Flame; RW" 
Such as before, did by a ſecret ham a 
The wild ft Heart ſubdue, the coldeſt e Mage 4 . 


47 For the ſame Reaſon that Sir Aon Cockain's Poem is reprinted 
Sir Roger I. Eftrange's keeps its Place. His Name is well known to 
the learned World, but this Copy of Veries * no . a either 
to 2 or our Authors, © An F 


n to 
ther 


110 


How to refine the old, and create new; 1 N 


e 7 1 
| $6.30] 
And lend the Ladies Eyes a Power more bright, 
Diſpenfing thus 10 aber, Hat and Ligbt! TT : 
He to a Sympathy thoſe- Souls? ibetray 4 tt cb 
Whom Love, or Beauty, never could Perfwade ; 
And in each mov'd Spectator rould beget 8 
A real Paſſion by a Counterfeit : 


inden firſt Bellario bled, what: Lady there " BY * ) 
Did not for every Drop let fall a Tear f 
And when Aſpaſia 7 not any Eye hr A 
But ſeem d to wear the fame ſad Liver; = 
By him inſpir d, the feign'd Lucina grew © 5 
More Streams of melting Sorrow than the w W 
But then the Scornful Lady did beguile F dd a L 
Their eaſy Griefs, and crack them all to ſmile.” ö 
Thus he Affectiont could," or raiſe, or "lay; 1 


Love, Grief, and Mirth, vas did his Charms they 5 
He Nature taught her Paſſions fo out-dp," why nh 


Which ſuch a happy Liteneſi ſeem' d to hear, 

4 if that Nature Art, Art Nature were,” 
Yet all had nothing been; obſcurely hept * 22 

In the ſame Urn tuberein his Duſt hath . 3 


Non had he ris' the Delphic Wreath to claim. * 
Had not the dying Scene expir'd bis Name; i *. 
Deſpair our Foy hath doubled, he is come; Oo 8 7 


brice welcome by this Poſt-lniihlums, n 


Fr Loſs preſerv'd him; They, that flened u Ph * 


ire now the Authors to Eternise it; 
Thus Poets are in tig ht of Fate revin'd, "i 
And "Oo by Intermifon longer-ltv'd. * 
h The: they, 
49 Mr. Stead educated at Penbrote:Hall, Cambridge, was a Poet of ; 
ome Eminence, and his Verſes. have Merit; and contain a Proof of 
Phat is aſſerted in the Preface, of Plays being kept unpubliſh d for the 
bn i Oe aa 
12 To 


4 7 : * 
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To 6s 8 of. the Deceaſed bot: — 
| Author, in theſe his Poems, Mr. Jenn Frxrentt. 


XXIII 


N the large Train of Fletcher $ Firn T me 
( Retaining till ny wonted Modeſty,) | 

Become a Writer, in my ragged Verſe, 
As Follower to the Muſes Followers. 

Many here are of Noble Rank and worth, 

That have, by ſtrengtb of Art, ſet Fletcher fit 

In true and lively Colours, as they ſaw him, 
And had the be Abilities to draw him 
Many more are abroad, that write, and look 
To have. their Lines ſet before Fletcher's Book; + 

Some, that have known him too; ſome more, home bs 
Some only but by Hear-ſay, ſome Gu; 

And ſome for Faſhion-ſake would take the Hint, 

To try how well their Wit will ſhew in Print. 

Du, that are bere before me, Gentlemen, 
And Princes of Parnaſſus hy the Pen. 
And your juſt Fudgments of bis Worth, that ove 
Preſerv 4 this Author's Mem' ry from the Grave, 
And made it glorious ; ; let me, at your Gate, 
Porter it here, gainſt thoſe that cume too Jate, 

Ad areunfit to enter. Something I 

0 al deſerve here: For, where-you verfify 
owing" Numbers, lawful Weight, and Time, ; 
7 Il write, though not rich V. 190 boneſ Rhime. 
T am admitted. Now, have at the Rout | 
Of tho « that would crowd in, hut muſt keep out. | 
Bear back,” my Maſters ; Pray, keep bac; Forbear: Ml 
Tou cannot, at this time, have Entrance here. 


Tu, 


: $ , 


[-37 ] 


Yau, that are worthy, may, by Iuteregſſon, 
Find Entertainment at the next Impreſſion. 
But let none then attempt it, pris not 2 FT 8 
The Reverence due, which to this Shrine vo 

All ſuch muſt be excluded; and the rn 
That only upon Truſt, or by Report. 0 | 
Have taken Fletcher up, and think it trim 
To bave their Verſes planted before Himes 
Let them read firſt bis Works, and learn to know lin, 5 
And offer, then, the Sacrifice they owe bim. 
But far from hence be ſuch, as would proclaim. 
Their Knowledge of this Author, not his Fame * 
And ſuch, as would pretend, of all the ret, 
To be the beſt Wits that have known him beſt. 

Depart hence all ſuch Writers ; and, _ 

Inferior an gi in, by many a Score ; * 


As formerly e Tom Coryate, . 
Whoſe NM. ork, efore his FOO: had the Pate 2 
To periſh : for the witty Copres took 
Of lis Encomiums made themſelves.a Book. | 

Here's no ſuch Subject for _ „ 
Out. ſbine, — 72. well yon may do too 
In other Spheres: ) ” Fletcher's ” flies Drag l 
Mujt never fade, while Phœbus wears his Rays. 
Therefore 0 to preſs upon him thus. 
Why, ubat are you, (cry ſome) that prate 70 us 7 

Do not wwe know you for a flaſhy Meteor? 

And ſtil'd (at bf) the Muſes' Serving- Creature? 

Do you comptrole? Y have had your 2 1 75, 10 
But, in an humble manner, let you know, 

Old Servi g- Creatures oftentimes are fit 

| T' inform young Maſters, as in Land, in Wit 

ar: hat they inherit; and how well their Dads. 

Left one, and wi iſh'd the other, to their Lads, 

an 1 3 ese 
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And from departed Poets I can gu: 
Who 2 a greater ſhare of Mit, who 5 


Way Fool, another ſays." I, let bum rail, i e. — 
Anu bout his own Bars. flouriſh his Wit-Flail,. 


Till with his Swingle he his Noddle break; x 
While this of Fletcher, and bis Works, I Peak: 88 
His Works? (ſays Momus) nay, his Plays, 
Thou haft ſaid right, for that to him was. Play 
Which was to others Brains a Toil : with eaſe 


He play d on Waves, which were Their troubled deu 


His nimble Births have longer liv'd than theirs 
That have, with ſtrongeſt Labour, divers Years 
Been ſending forth the Iſues of their Brains © 
Upon the Stage; and ſhall,” to tb Stationer's Gains 
Life after Life take, till ſome After Age 

Shall put down Printing, as this doth the Stage; 
Which nothing now preſents unto the Eye, 

But in Dumb»ſhews ber own ſad Tragedy. 

Would, there had been no ſadder Works * 
Since ber Decay, acted in Fields of Blood ! 

But to the Man again, of whom we write, 

The Writer that made Writing his Delight, 


Rather than Work, He did not pump, nor drudge, 


To beget Wit, or manage it ; nor trudge 


To Wit-Conventions with Note- Book, 10 glean, 


Or fteal, ſome Jeſts to fo into a Scene: 


He ſcorn' 4 thoſe Shifts. You, frat have known i, 
know - 


The common Talk, that from bis Lips did flow, 
And run at waſte, did ſavour more 97 Mit, 
Than any of bis Time, or ſince, have urit 
(But few excepted ) in the Stage's way: 
His r were Acts, and every AR a Play. 


R. 


[+9] , 
I knew him in his Strength; even then, when He, 
That was the 5 Maſter of his Art and Me, 
NM knowing Jonſon (proud to call him Son) 
In friendly Envy ſwore, He Had out- done 
His very Self. I knew him, till he died; 

And, at his Diiſolution, what a Tide 


* 
"& 


Of Sorrow overwhelm'd the Stage; which gave 
Vollies of | Sighs to fend him to his Grau. 
And grew. Diftrafted in moſt violent Fits, n 
For She had loft: the beſt part of her Witts. 
In the firſt Year, our famous Fletcher fell, 
Of good King Charles, ubo grat'd theſe Poems well, 
Being then in Life of Action: But they y d,, 
Since the King's Abſence ; or were laid afide, 
As is their Poet. Now, at the Report: 
Of the King's ſecond Coming to bis Court, 
The Books creep from the Preſs to Life, not ion; 
Crying unto the World, that no Protr action r . 
May hinder Sacred Majeſty to gie 
Fletcher, in them, Leave on the Stage to live. 
Others may more in lofty Verſes move; 
T only, thus, expreſs my Truth and Lovett. 
| Richard Brome. 


59 — Maſter of his Art and Me,]! Mr. Richard Brome was many 
Years a Servant to Ben Fonſon, (an Amanuenſis, I preſume; ) and 
learn'd the Art of writing Comedy under him, Upon this, Ben com- 
pliments him in a ſhort Poem prefix d to Brome's Northern Laſi. 


1 had you for a Servant, once Dick Brome, 

And you perform'd'a Servant's faithful Parts; 

Now you are got into @ neartr Room 

Of Felleyhip, profeſſing my old Arts, &c. Mr. Theobald. 


\ 


14 Upon 


1 


ure th rt of Me, W AF aFk | 
Wang het i . 


r 


Wire, v, means hes numerous Guard ? or 45 we Come 0 
To file our Names, or Verſe, upon the Tomb 
Of Fletcho. and, by" boldly making known © 
His Wit, betray the Nothing of our Own ? 
For, if we grant him dead, it is as true 
Againſt bf Hey No Wit, no Poet now ; 
Or if he be return'd from his cool Shade, 
To us, this Book his Reſurrection's made; 
We bleed ourſelves to Death, and but contrive 
By our own Epitapbs to 2 bim alive. 
But let him live ] and let me propheſy, 
I go Swan-like out, our Peace is nigh ; 
A Balm unto the wounded Age ing; 
And nothing now fs wanting, but the King. 
e 31 Ja. Shirley. 


2 * Me. dh vn Pabliher of the frt Flio Edition in 1647 
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of the Edition of n hoon 
By > S N PS 0 *. 


F 18 * ſurpriſing; > Yi all » we . 
two ſuch. Illuſtrious) Authors as Mr. 

Jl Beaumont and Mr. Fletcher were is, That 
D we know nothing. The Compoſer of 
the following Preface, and Editor of 
their Works in 1711, calls it An Account pf the 
Lives, &c. of his Authors. But he greatly miſcalls 
it, for that they were born in ſuch a Lear, and dy d 
in ſuch a one, is all he has given us of their Hiſt 
and Actions; and by what I can find, had they 
never wrote a Comedy, we ſhould not have known, 
but upon Mr. Shirley's Word, that in Ce 
they ever had talked one. 

Our Authors, tis true, take up ders in two Dic- 
tionaries, but theſe contain little more than Remarks 
on their Dramatic Performances, Believing therefore 
that the no Account, of the following Preface, contains 
as good an Account of our Authors as any can be given, 
I ſubmit it to the Reader pure and unmix d, as it 
came out of the Editor's Hands, without any Altera- 
tion or Interpolation at all, only ſtriking out a long 
Quotation from a very imperfect Anſwer of Mr. 

Dryden's 


* 
; FE? fo, AE. LS PREY 


D s to. the Objections made agua 51. 0 ar 
Dig: Authors by Mr. Rhymer. he 
But their — is no bene knows) dhan wie 
Civil Hiftory ; I mean, what Part each ſuſtain d in 
their Poetical Capacities. Did Beaumont plan, and 
Pletcher raiſe the Superſtructure? Then 'tis no 
wonder the Work ſnould be all of a Piece. 
Bat if each fuſtain d both Characters (as I think 
is ſo plain as not to) be; doubted) tis ſtrange there 
| ſhould appear no greater diverſity in their Writings, 
when the ſeparate Parts came to be put together, 
For, unleſs I be greatly miſtakeh, we can't fay 
that here one laid down the Pencil, and Zhere the 
other took it up, no more than we can ſay of any 
two contiguous Colours in the Rainbow, Hers this 
ends and there that begins, ſo fine is the Taten 
that 
10. — Land alle, 55 
ee adeo + ape tangit idem et. — 


M. Semurd will lay before the Reader Mas in- 
ne Evidence he thinks he has diſcover'd of a 
diſtinction of their Hands; but in general Beaumont's 
Accuracy, and Fletcher's Wit, are ſo undiſtinguiſh- 
able, that were we not fure; to a Demonſtration, 
that the Maſque was the former's, and the Shep- 
herdeſs the latter's ſole Production, they might each 
have paſſed for the concurrent Labour of both, or 
have changed Hands, and the Ja been taken for 
Beawmont's and the former for Fletcher's. © 
And where is the Wonder, that Fletcher's Works, 
which he wrote fingly after Beaumont”s Death, ſhou'd 
carry the ſame Strength, Wit, Manner, and Spirit 


in t n, to as not to be diſcern'd from what both 
wrote 
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4 Beaumont 74 * left in 2 : dei 1 
q His Rules and Standard-wit (Fletcher) to thee ; 

0 Sal the fame Planet, though not fill d fo ſoon, © 

| A Two-horn'd Creſcent then, now one Toll Abe. 
K Joint Love before, now Honour doth provoke, . 

e So th' old 7. in- Giants forcing - 4 huge Oak, | 

b One fip'd bis footing, th ather ſees him e 
Gral d the A OB ks. _—_ all,” | 


And fue TT 38 quoted one poetical Authority, 
let me give another (with a little variation) from the 
Immortal Spenſer, which may farther- illuſtrate; if 


not confirm our Opinion. The Poet ſpeaking of 
Priamond, after he bi dy d fo Gets apr = 


ingle Combat, ks :wou 0 


His weary Ghoſt I 574% ** 2 25 
Did not, as others wont, direct fly 


Unto ber reſt in Pluto's grigſſy Land, Ai 
Ne into Air did vaniſh preſently,” ö 

Ne chaunged was into a Star in'Sky, © 
Bui by tradufFion was eftfoon deriv'd | 


bs * * 


i * 
% 


Into his other Brother that ſurviu d, 
In whom be liv'd anew, of former Life depriv'd. 


The Application of theſe Lines to our Authors, 
B ſo eaſy that no Reader can miſs it, and the Reaſon 
given for the Sameneſs of Manner, Spirit, &c. in 
their Joint and fngle Performances, ſo clear for a 
EE One, that no one can diſpute | it. 


And 


mont is included. 


T6]. 


And as to external Evidence, tho we have enou 
of it, tis ſo little to be depended on, that it has no 


Weight with me, whatever it may have with the 


intelligent Reader. The Teſtimony of the Ver- 
ſifiers, befor e our Author 8 Works, is ſo extravagant 
on the one Side or on the other, that if we truſt hit 
Panegyriſt, Fletcher was the ſole Author, if that 
Beaumont wrote alone, and if a third, the whole was 
the united Work and Labour of both _ 
The Printers of the Quarto Editions are no more 
Concordant; for in different Vears and Editions, 
you have ſometimes Beaumont 's and Fletcher's Name, 
and ſometimes the ee r ſingly before the ſame 
The Prologue and Epilogue Writers may perhaps 
be more (depended upon, but they don't go quite 
through with their Work ; for neither the Quart 
Copies, nor the Thirty- four Plays in the 164 
Edition, have all their full quotas of Head and Tail- 
Pieces; and of theſe we have, there are few. that 
ſpeak out, and tell us from-whoſe Labours, their 
Audiences were to expect either Pleaſure or In- 
ſtruction. in è ͤ $2 1 Wa 
However this Evidence, ſuch as it is, I ſhall lay 
before the Reader, by way of Notes to the Alpha- 
betical Account of our Authors Pieces (as drawn up 
by Dr. Langbaine) towards the concluſion of the 
following Preface ; and leave it to his Judgment to 
determine, how far upon ſach Teſtimony, the Au- 
thors were ſingly or jointly concern'd ;' only I muſt 
give this Caution, that where the Prologue mentions 
Poet, or Author in the Singular, there I ſuppoſe 
Fletcher is only deſigned, where in the Plural, Beau- 
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amg Place; his Graddfather was Boris Beaumont, 
Maſter of the Rolls; and his Father Francis Beau- 
mont, Judge of the Common Pleas, who married 
Anne Daughter of George Pierrepont of Home- 
Pierrepont, Nottinghamſhire. He was Educated at 
Cambridge, and after at the Inner-Temple, He died 
before he was 30 Years of Age, and was buried the 
gth of March 1615, at the Entrance into St. Be- 
nedicł's Chapel in Weſtminſfter- Abbey. He left one 
Daughter behind him, Mrs. Frances Beaumont, who 
died in Leiceſterſbire ſince the Year 1700 : She had 
been poſſeſſed of ſeveral Poems of her Father's 
Writing, but they were loſt at Sea coming from 
Ireland, where * had ſometime lived in the Duke 


of 


cn, RU E FAC E. = 
of Ormond 's Family. There was 


Poems under his Name, and among them the Story 
of Salmacis from the Metamorphoſes of Ovid; and 
a Tranſlation of the Remedy of Love, from the fame 
Author. The Poem of Boſworth Field, which has 
been univerſally eſteem'd, was written by his Bro- 
ther John Beaumont. 

Jahn Fletcher, Eſq; ( Son of Dr, Richard 19 870 
who was created by Queen Elizaberb Biſho 
Briſtol, and after removed to Worceſter, and 


thence, in the Year 1593, to London,) was Educated 
at Cambridge, and probably at Bennet College, th 


which his Father was by bis Will a Benefactor. He 


died of the Plague in the firſt Year of the Reign of 


King Charles the Firſt, and was buried in St. Mary 


Overy's Church in $ outhwark, . - Auguſt the 1 20 


1625, in the 49th Year of his Age. 


Several of their Plays were Printed in varto 


while the Authors were living; and in the 5* Year 
1645 (Twenty Years after the Death of Fletcher, 
and Fhiry af after that of Beaumont) there was Pub- 
liſh'd in Folio a Collection of ſuch of their Plays as 
had not before been Printed, amounting to between 
thirty and forty. At the beginning of this Volume 
are inſerted a great many Commendatory Verſes, 
written in Praiſe of the Authors by Perſons of their 
Acquaintance, and the moſt Eminent of that Age 
for Wit and Quality. This Collection was Publiſhed 


by Mr. Shirley after the ſhutting up of the Theatres, 


and Dedicated to the Earl of ba by Ten of 


the moſt famous Actors, who profeſs to have taken 


52 Majeley's Preface to the Reader bears * ane 14, 1646. 
But the TRE Page runs for 16 47. | 


great 


puBliſh'd, affe 
our Author's Death, a {mall Book containing ſeveral 


en. ere 
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t Care in the Edition; they lament their nut 
being able to procure any Picture of Mr. Baaumant, 
from which to take his Effigies, as they had done 
that of Mr. Fletcher : But, through the favour of 
the preſent, Earl of Dorſet, that is now ſupplied, 
the Head of Mr. Beaumont, and that of Mr. Fletcher, 
being taken from Originals in 7 noble Calledtion 
his Lordſhip has at Knowles... 

In the Year 1679, there was an n Edition i in Folio | 
of all their Plays Tubüſ d, containing thoſe for- 
merly Printed in Quarto, 3 thoſe in the before- 
mentioned Folio Edition. Several of the Commen- 
datory Verſes are left out before that Impreſſion; 
(many of them relating to Particulars of the Au- 
thors, or their Plays, ) but they are all prefix d to 
this, and a large Omiſſion of —— of the laſt Act of 
The Tragedy of Thierry and Theodoret, is ſupply d 
in this. 


The frequent and great Aud chat ab of 


| their- Plays continue to bring, ſufficiently declares 


the Value this Age has for them is equal to that of 
the former; and three ſuch extraordinary Writers 
as Mr, Waller, the Duke of Buckingham, and John 
late Earl of Roc beter, ſelecting each of them one of 
their Plays to alter for the Stage, adds not a little 
to their Reputation. 

3 The' Maids Tragedy was very Regel Added 
after the Reſtoration, and with the greateſt Ap- 

$3 As our Authors were planning © one of their Plays (abi: nf 
prebabh) in a Tavern, Mr. Fletcher was over-heard, by ſome of the 
Houſe, to ſay, Tl undertake to Kill the King. Words in appearance 
ſo treaſonable as theſe were, cou*d not long be kept conceal'd, and the 
Diſcovery of em had like to have coſt our Poet dear: But it being de- 
monſtrated that this Deſign was only againſt the Perſon of a Scenical 


Sovereign, our Author was freed from any farther Trouble, and the 
intended Proceſs entirely dropt. Vide Winftanley's Engliſh Poets. | 


plauſe ; 
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plauſe; Mr. Hart playing Amintor, Major Mohun; 
_—_— and Mrs. Mar/hal, Evade, equal to any 


other Parts for which they were deſervedly famous, 
But the latter End of that Play, where the King 
Was kill'd, making it upon ſome particular Occaſion 


not thought proper to be farther repreſented, it was 


by private Order from Court ſilenc d. This was the 


Reaſon Mr. Waller undertook the altering the latter 


part of that Play, as it is now: printed in the lat 
Edition of his Works Upon which Alteration, 


this following Remark was made by an Eminent 


ads | i hy 1. DR 00G 
It is not to be doubted who ſat for the two Bro- 
thers Characters. Tas agreeable to Mr. Waller's 
Temper to ſoften the Rigour of the Tragedy, as be 
expreſſes it; but whether it be agreeable to the Na- 
ture of Tragedy itſelf, to make every thing come of 
eaſily, I leave to the Critics. e 
The Duke of Buckingham, ſo celebrated for 
Writing the Rehear/al,” made the two laſt Acts of 
the Chances almoſt New. Mr. Hart play'd the 
Part of Don John to the higheſt Satisfaction of the 
Audience; the Play had a great Run, and ever ſince 
has been follow'd as one of the beſt Entertainments 
of the Stage. His Grace, after that, beſtow'd 
fome time in altering another Play of our Authors, 
called Philaſter, or Love hes a Bleeding: He made 


very conſiderable Alterations in it, and took it with 


him, intending to finiſh it the laſt Journey he made 
to Yorkſhire in the Year 1686. I cannot learn what 
is become of the Play with his Grace's Alterations, 
but am very well inform'd it was ſince the Revolu- 


tion in the Hands of Mr. Nevil Payne, who was 


impriſon'd at Edinburgh in the Year 1089. 


The 
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The Alterations in Yalentinian, by the- Earl; of 
Rocheſter, amount to about a third part of the 
whole ; but his Lordſhip died before he had done 
all he intended to it. It was Acted with very great 

Applauſe, Mr. Goodman playing Valentinian, Mr. 
Batterton, &Æcius, and Mrs. Barry, Lucina. My 
Lord died in the Vear 1680, and the Play was acted 


in the Year 1684, and the ſame Year publiſh'd by 


Mr. Robert Wolſley, with a Preface, giving a large 
Account of my Lord, and his Writings, . This 
Play, with the Alterations, is printed at the end of 


| his Lordſhip's Poems in Octavo. 


Mr. Dryden, in his Eſſay of Dramatic Poetry, 
Page 17, (in the firſt Volume of the Folio Edition 
of his Works) in a Compariſon of the French and 
Engliſb Comedy, ſays, As for Comedy, Repartee 
* is one of its chiefeſt Graces, The greateſt Pleaſure 
of an Audience is a Chaſe of Wit kept up on both 
Sides, and ſwiftly manag' d: And this our Fore- 
* fathers (if not we) have had in PFletcher's Plays, 
to a much higher Degree of Perfection than the 
French Poets can arrive at. N „ 

And in the ſame Eſſay, Page 19, he ſays, © Beau 
* mont and Fletcher had, with the Advantage of 
* Shakeſpear's Wit, which was their Precedent, great 
Natural Gifts, improv'd by Study. Beaumont 
* eſpecially being ſo accurate a Judge of Plays, that 


Ben Jonſon, while he liv'd, ſubmitted all his 


* Writings to his Cenſure, and tis thought us d his 
Judgment in correcting, if not contriving all his 
Plots. What Value he had for him appears by 
the Verſes he wrote to him, and therefore I need 
ſpeak no farther of it. The firſt Play that brought 


Fleteber and him in eſteem, was Pbilaſter; for 
Vor. I, In before 
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PREFACE. 
© before that, they had written two or three very 
' unſucceſsfully; as the like is reported of Byy 
Jonſon, before he writ Every Man in his Humour: 
Their Plots were generally more regular than 
Shakeſpear's, eſpecially thoſe that were made before 
Beaumont's Death: And they underſtood and 
imitated the Converſation of Gentlemen much 
better; whoſe wild Debaucheries, and quickneſs 
of Wit in Repartees, no Poet can ever paint a 
they have done. Humour, which Ben Yonſo 
deriv'd from particular Perſons, they made it not 
their Buſineſs to deſcribe ; they repreſented all the 
Paſſions very lively, but above all Love, I am apt 
to believe the Engliſb Language in them arrived 
to its higheſt Perfection; what Words have ſince 
been taken in, are rather ſuperfluous than ne- 
ceſſary. Their Plays are now the moſt pleafant 
and frequent Entertainments of the Stage, two of 
theirs being Acted through the Year, for one of 
Shakeſpear's- or Fonſon's ; the Reaſon is, becauſe 
there is a certain Gaiety in their Comedies, and 
Pathos in their more ſerious Plays, which fuits 
generally with all Mens Humour. Shakeſpear's 
Language is likewiſe a little obſolete, and Ber 
* Fonſon's Wit comes ſhort of theirs. 2 
This Eſſay of Mr. Dryden's was written in the 
Year 1666. 


* 


Mr. Dryden ſaid he had been inform'd, that after | 


Beaumont's Death, Mr. James Shirly was conſulted 
by Fletcher in the plotting ſeveral of his Plays, It 


does ſeem that Shirly did ſupply many that were 


left imperfect, and that the old Players gave ſome 
Remains, or imperfect Plays of Fletcher's to Shirh 
to make up: And it is from hence, that in the = 
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Act of Love's Pilgrimage, there is a Scene of an 
Oſtler, Tranſcribed Verbatim out of Ben Jonſon's 
New Inn, Act 3. Scene 1. which Play was written 
long after Fletcher died, and tranſplanted into Love's 
Pilgrimage after the Printing the New Inn, which 
was in the Year 1630. And two of the Plays 
printed under the name of Fletcher, vis. the Coro- 
nation, and The Little Thief, have been claimed by 
Shirly to be his; tis probable they were left imper- 
fect by one, and finiſh'd by the other, _ 
Mr. Langbaine, in his Account of the Dra- 
matic Poets, printed in the Year 1691, is very par- 
ticular upon the ſeveral Plays of our Authors, and 
therefore I ſhall conclude with Tranſcribing from 
him, page 204. vig. Mr, Beaumont was a Maſter 
of a good Wit, and a better Judgment, that Mr. 
© Jonſon himſelf thought it no Diſparagement to ſub- 
mit his Writings to his Correction. Mr. Fletcher's 
* Wit was equal to Mr. Beaumont's Judgment, and 
* was ſo luxuriant, that like ſuperfluous Branches it 
vas frequently prun'd by his judicious Partner. 
* Theſe Poets perfectly underſtood Breeding, and 
* therefore ſucceſsfully copy'd the Converſation of 
* Gentlemen, They knew how to deſcribe the. 
* Manners of the Age ; and Fletcher had a peculiar 
Talent in expreſſing all his Thoughts with Life and 
Briskneſs. No Man ever underſtood or drew the 
* Paſſions more lively than he; and his witty Rallery 
was ſo deep, that it rather pleas'd than diſguſted 
* the modeſt part of his Audience, In a word, 


* Fletcher's Fancy and Beaumont's Judgment com- 
bind, produc'd fuch Plays, as will remain Monu- 
ments of their Wit to all Poſterity. Mr. Fletcher 
* himſelf, after Mr, Beaumont's Death, compos'd 
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* ſeveral Dramatic Pieces, which were worthy the 
Pen of ſo great a Maſter” And this Mr. Cart. 
wright alludes to, in his Verſes before the Book. 

The following Verſes, put under his Folio Picture, 
were written by Sir Jobn Berkenhead. 


Felicis @vi, ac Præſulis Natus 5 Comes 
Beaumontio; fic, quippe Parnaſſus, Biceps ; 

FLETCHERUS unam in Pyramida furcas agenz, 

Struxit chorum plus fimplicem Vates Duplex; 

Plus Duplicem ſolus: nec ullum tranſtulit; 

Nec transferendus : Dramatum æterni ſales, 

Anglo Theatro, Orbi, Sibi, ſuperſtites. 


FLETCHERE, facies abſque vultu pingitur; 
Quantus | vel umbram circuit nemo tuam. 


There are Fifty-two Plays written by theſe Au- 
thors, each of which I ſhall mention Alphabetical 

54 Beggars Buſh, a Comedy. This Play I have 
ſeen ſeveral times ated with Applauſe. 

Bonduca, a Tragedy. The Plot of this Play i is 


| borrow'd 85 Tacitus's Annals, Lib. 14. See Mil. 


ton's Hiſtory of England, Book 2. Ubaldino de Vita 
_— Donne Illuftri del Regno d Inghelterra, & Scotia, 
&c. 


7. | 
5 Bloody Brother, or Rollo Duke of Normandy, 
a Tragedy much in requeſt ; and notwithſtanding 
Mr. Rymer's Criticiſms on it, has ſtill the good for- 


14 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Hills, attribute this Play 
to Fletcher, Prologue and Epilogue none. 
$5 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Hills, and Quarto of 1640, 
attribute this Play to Fletcher, Crooke, in his Catalogye of our Authors 


Plays ſubjoin'd to Veit awithout Money 1661, gives it to both. Prologue 
and Epilogue none, 
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tune to pleaſe : It being frequently ated by the 
preſent Company of Actors, at the Queen's Play- 
Houſe in Dorſet-Garden. The Deſign of this Play 
is Hiſtory : See Herodian, lib. 4. Xiphilini Epit. 
Dion. in Vit, Ant. Caracallz. Part of the Language 
is copy'd from Senecas Thebais. 

56 Captain, a Comedy. 

(Chances, a Comedy, revived by the late Duke 
of Buckingham, and very much improv'd ; being 
acted with extraordinary Applauſe at the Theatre in 
Dorſet- Garden, and printed with the Alterations, 
Lind. 4t0, 1682. This Play is built on a Novel 
written by the famous Spaniard Miguel de Cervantes, 
call'd The Lady Cornelia; which the Reader may 
read at large in a Fol. Vol. call'd Six Exemplary 
Novels, | 

3 Coronation, a Tragi-comedy, 

59 Coxcomb, a Comedy, which was reviv'd at the 
Theatre- Royal, the Prologue being ſpoken by Jo. 
Hains. | 

6 Cuprd's Revenge, a Tragedy. 

e Cuſtom of the Country, a Tragi-comedy. This 
is accounted an excellent Play; the Plot of Rutilio, 


Duarte, and Guyomar, is founded on one of Male- 
ſpins Novels, Deca. 6. Nov. 6. 


4 Commendatory Verſes by Hill. and Gardiner, attribute this Play 
to Fletcher. Maine to both. Prologue to one. Epilogue filent. 
- 51 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. Prologue to one. 
Epilogue ſilent. 

58 Quarta 1640, attributes this Play to Fletcher. Crooke's e 
to both. Prologue to one. Epilogue ſilent. 

59 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Hills, attribute this Play 
to Fletcher, Prologue to both. Epilogue filent. 

60 Quarto of 1630, 1635, and Crooke's Catalogue, attribajs this 
Play to both. 

6: Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Lovelace, attribute this 
Play to Fletcher, Prologue to both. 
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6 Double Marriage, a Tragedy, which has been 
reviv'd ſome Years ago; as I learn from a new Pro- 
logue printed in Covent-Garden Drollery, p. 14. 

63 Elder Brother, a Comedy, which has been 
acted with good Applauſe. _ 

6+ Faithful Shepherdeſs, a Paſtoral, writ by Mr. 
Fletcher, and commended by two Copies written by 
the judicious Beaumont, and the learned Jon ſon, 
which are inſerted among the Commendatory Poems 
at the beginning of this Edition. When this Paſtors] 
was firſt acted before their Majeſties at Somerſet-Houſe 
on Twelfth-Night, 1633, inſtead of a Prologue, there 


was a Song in Dialogue, ſung between a Prieſt and 2 


Nymph, which was writ by Sir William D' Ave 
nant ; and an Epilogue was ſpoken by the Lady 
Mary Mordant, which the Reader may read in 
Covent-Garden Drollery, p. 886. 
65 Fair Maid of the Inn, a Tragi-comedy. Mari. 
ana's diſowning Cæſario for her Son, and the Duke's 
Injunction to marry him, is related by Cauſin in his 
Holy Court, and is tranſcrib'd by Wanley in his Hiſtory 
of Man, Fol. Book 3. Chap. 26. | | 
66 Falſe One, a Tragedy. This Play is founded 
on the Adventures of Julius Cæſar in Ægypt, and 
his Amours with Cleopatra. See Suetonius, Plutarch, 
Dion, Appian, Florus, Eutropius, Orofius, &c. 
Four Plays, or Moral Repreſentations in One; viz, 
The Triumph of Honour; The Triumph of Love 


62 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner, attribute this Play to Fletcher. 

63 Commendatory Verſes by Hills, attribute this Play to Fletcher, 
Quarto 1651, and Cyrook?'s Catalogue, to both, Quarto 1661, and 
the Diſtich to the Reader, to Fletcher. Prologue and Epilogue to one. 

64 Univerſally aſcrib'd to Fletcher. | + 
Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. 


1 Commendatory Verſes by Gardizer to Fletcher. Prologue and 
Epilogue to both, | | i 
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The Triumph of Death ; The Triumph of Time. I 
know not whether ever theſe Repreſentations appeat'd 
on the Stage, or no. The Triumph of Honour is 
founded on Boccace his Novels, Day 10. Nov. 5. 
The Triumph of Love, on the fame Author, Day 5. 
Nov. 8. The Triumph of Death on a Novel in The 
Fortunate, Decerv'd, and Unfortunate Lovers, part 3. 
Nov. 3. See beſides Palace of Pleaſure, Nov. 40. 
Belleforeft, &c. The Triumph. of Time, as far as 
falls within my diſcovery, is wholly the Author's 
Invention. | EEE | 4 

67 Honeſt Man's Fortune, a Tragi-Comedy. As 
to the Plot of Montargn's being prefer d by Lamira 
to be her Husband, when he was in Adverſity, and 
leaſt expected: The like Story is related by Heywood 
in his Hiſtory of Women, Book 9. pag. 041. 

e Humourous Lieutenant, a Tragi-Comedy, which 
J have often ſeen acted with Applauſe. The Cha- 
rafter of the Humorous Lieutenant refuſing to fight 
after he was cured of his Wounds, reſembles the 
Story of the Soldier belonging to Lucullus deſcrib'd 


in the Epiſtles of Horace, lib. 2. Ep. 2. but the 


very Story is related in Ford's Apothegms, p. 40. 
How near the Poet keeps to the Hiſtorian I muſt 
leave to thoſe that will compare the Play with the 
Writers of the Lives of Antigonus and Demetrius, 
the Father and the Son. See Plutarch's Life of 
Demetrius, Diodorus, Tuſtin, Appian, &c. 


h and Princeſs, a Tragi-Comedy. This Play 


about three Years ago was reviv'd with Alterations 
by Mr, Tate, being acted at the Theatre-Royal, 


67 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. 

58 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner, Hills, and Lovelace, to 
Fliicher. Prologue and Epilogue filent. . | 

*9 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher, - 
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e in Quarto Lond. 1687, and Dedicated to the 


ight Honourable Henry Lord Walgrave. 

70 King and no King, a Tragi-Comedy, which 
notwithſtanding its Errors diſcover'd by Mr. Rymer 
in his Criticiſms, has always been acted with Ap- 
plauſe, and has lately been reviv'd on our preſent 
Theatre with ſo great Succeſs, that we may juſtly 
fay with Horace, . 

Hæc placuit ſemel, hac decies repetita placebit. 

71 Knight of the burning Peſtle, a Comedy. This 
Play was in vogue ſome Years ſince, it being reviv'd 
by the King's Houſe, and a new Prologue (inſtead 
of the old one in Proſe) being ſpoken: by Mrs. Ellen 
Guin, The bringing the Citizen and his Wife upon 
the Stage, was poſlibly in imitation: of Ben Tonſon's 
Staple of News, who has introduc'd on the Stage 
Four Goſſips, Lady-like attir'd, who remain during 
the whole Action, and criticiſe upon each Scene. 

7: Knight of Malta, a Tragi- Comedy. 

Laws of Candy, a Tragi-Comedy. _ 

73 Little French Lawyer, a Comedy, The Plot i 
borrow'd from Gu/man, or The Spaniſh Rogue, 
Part 2. Chap. 4. The Story of Dinant, Clerimont, and 


| Lamira, being borrow'd from Don Dewis de Caſtro, 


and Don Roderigo de Montalva. The like Story is 
in other Novels; as in Scarron's Novel, called The 


70 Commendatory Verſes by. Howard and Herrick to Fletcher, 
Farle to Beaumont. Quartos 1619, 1631, 1639, 1661, 1676, and 
Crooke's Catalogue, to both. 

Quarto of 1613, has no Name in the Title Page, but the Dedi- 
cation gives it to both; ſo does Crooke's Catalogue. Quarto of 1635, 


. Title Page gives it to both; but in the Preface to the Reader tis at- 


tributed only to one. Prologue to one. 
7 Commeydatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. 


73 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner, Lovelace, and Hills, to 
Fletcher. Prologue and Epilogue to both. | 


Fruit ij 


. 


PREFAGE xiiĩ 
Fruitle eſs Precaution; and in The Complaiſant Com- 


pamon, 8vo. p. 203, which is copied: from the above- 


mentioned Original. 

14 Love's Cure, or The Martial Mail, a Comedy. ü 

75 Love's Pilgrimage, a Comedy. This I take to 
be an admirable Comedy. The Foundation of it is 
built on a Novel of Miguel de Cervantes, called The 
Two Damſels. The Scene in the firſt Act, between 
Diego the Hoſt of Oſuna, and Lazaro his Oltler, 
is ſtoln from Ben Jonſon's New Inn: which I may 


rather term borrow'd, for that Play miſcarrying in 
| the Action, I ſuppoſe they made ule of it with Ben's 


Conſent. 

16 Lovers Progreſs, a T ragi-Comedy. This Play 
is built on a French Romance written by M. Dau- 
diguier, call'd Lyſander and Caliſta. 

77 Loyal Subject, a Tragi- Comedy. 

1* Mad Lover, a Tragi-Comedy. The Defign 
of Cleanthe's Suborning the Prieſteſs to give a falſe 
Oracle in favour of her Brother Syphax, is borrow'd 
from the Story of Mundus and Paulina, deſcrib'd at 
large by 70 bas, Lib. 18. Cap. 4. This Play Sir 


Aſton Cokain has chiefly commended in his Copy of 


Verſes on Mr. Fletcher's Plays. See the Verſes be- 

fore this Edition; and Cokain's Poems, pag. 101, 
Maid in the Mill, a Comedy. This Play, 

amongſt others, has likewiſe been reviv'd by the 


14 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Flacher Prologue to one. 

Epilogue to both. 

8 I Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher, Prologue to 
t 
16 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. Prologue to one. 
17 Commendatory Verſes by Hills and Gardiner, to Fletcher. 

Prologue to one. 

73 Commendatory. Verſes by Gardiner, Hills, Lovelace, Herrick, 
to Fletcher, Maine, and Prologue to both, 
'9 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Hills, to Fletcher. - 


Duke's 


| 
| 
| 
| 


xiv PREFACE. 
Duke's Houſe. The Plot of Antonio, Tſmenia, and 
Aminta, is borrow'd from Gerardo, a Romance | 
tranſlated from the Spaniſh of Don Gonzalode Ceſpides, 
and Moneces; ſee the Story of Don Jayme, pag. 3 50, 
As to the Plot of Ofrantes's ſeizing Florimel the Mil. 
ler's ſuppoſed Daughter, and attempting her Ohaſtity: 
Tis borrow'd from an Talian Novel writ by Ban- 
dello, a Tranſlation of which into French, the Reader 
may find in Les Hiſtoires Tragiques, par M. Belle. 
. foreſt, Tom. 1. Hiſt. 12. The ſame Story is related 
by M. Goulart; See Les Hiſtoires admirables de nitre 
tems, 800, Tom. 1. P. 212. e eee 
% Maids Tragedy, a Play which has always been 
acted with great Applauſe at the King's Theatre; 
and which had ſtill continu'd on the Engliſh Stage, 
had not King Charles the Second, for ſome particular 
Reaſons, forbid its further Appearance during his 
Reign. It has ſince been reviv'd by Mr. Waller, the 
laſt A& having been wholly alter'd to pleaſe the 
Court: As the Author of the Preface to the ſecond 
Part of his Poems informs us, and gives us further 
the following Account: Tis not to be doubted, 
* who fat for the Two Brothers Characters. TwWas 
© agrecable to the Sweetneſs of Mr. Waller's Temper, 
to ſoften the Rigor of the Tragedy, as he expreſſes 
it; but whether it be agreeable to the Nature of 
Tragedy itſelf, to make every thing come off eaſily, 
I leave to the Critics.” This laſt Act is publiſh'd 
in Mr. Waller's Poems, printed in Octavo, Lond. 1711. 
d Maſque of Grays-Inn Gentlemen, and the Inner 
Temple. This Maſque was written by Mr. Beau- 


20 Commendatory Verſes by Howard, Stanley, Herrick, and Waller, 
to Fletcher. Earle to Beaumont. Quarto 1619, 1622, Anonymous, 
1630, 1650, and Crooke's Catalogue, to both. 

6) Beaumont only, 


mont 


PREFACE. xv 
nont alone, and preſented before the King and Queen 
in the Banqueting-Houſe of Mhbiteball, at the Mar- 
tige of the Illuſtrious Frederick and Elizabeth, 
prince and Princeſs Palatine of the Rhine. 
z Monfieur Thomas, a Comedy, which not bg 
fince appear d on the preſent Stage under the Name 
of Trick for Trick. 
Mice Yalour, or The Paſſnate Mad man a 
Comedy. — 5 
% Night Walter, or The Littl Thief, a Comedy- 
which I have ſeen aQted by the King's Servants, with 
great Applauſe, both in the City and Country. | 
; Noble Gentleman, a Comedy which was lately 
reviv'd by Mr. Durfey, under the Title of The Foul 
Preferment, or The Three Dukes of or g 
6 Philaſter, or Love lies 4 Bleeding : a Tragi- 
Comedy which has always been acted wich Saccels ; 
and has been the diverſion of the Stage, even in theſe 
Days. This was the firſt Play that brought theſe 
excellent Authors in Eſteem ; and this Play was one 
of thoſe that were repreſented at the old Theatre in 
Lincelns- Inn-Fields, when the Women acted alone: 
The Prologue and Epilogue were ſpoken by Mrs. 
Marſhal, and printed in Covent-Garden Drollery, 
pag. 18. About this Time there was a Prologue 
written on purpoſe for the Women by Mr. Dryden, 
82 Quarto 1639, to Fletcher. Crooke's Catalogue to both. 
2 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher, Prologue and 


ooo to one. 
+ Quarto 1640, in the Title Page and Dedication, to Fletcher, 
Creals Catalogue to both. 
5; Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Flucher. Prologue to 
both, Epilogue filent. 
3 Commendatory Verſes by Lovelace, Stanley, Herrick, to Fletcher. 
Earle to Beaumont, Quarto 1628, 1634, 1652, and another Edition 
without a Date, as wel as Crooke's Ca:alogue, to boch. | 


and 


EEE 


15 PREFACE. 


1 and is printed in his Miſcellany Poems in Octavo, 
Ul P. 285. Wa 5 


f 


0 
| 

4 

| 

| 
_ 


37 Pilgrim, a Comedy which was reviv'd ſome 
Years ſince, and a Prologue ſpoke, which the Reader 
may find in Covent-Garden Drollery, p. 12. | 
_ 83 Propheteſs, a Tragical Hiſtory, which has 
| lately been reviv'd by Mr. Dryden, under the Title 
/ of The Propheteſs, or The Hiſtory 1 Diocleſian, with 
Alterations and Additions after the manner of an 
Opera, repreſented at the Queen's Theatre, and printed 
Quarto Lond. 1690. For the Plot conſult Euſebius 
Lib. 8. Nicephorus Lib. 6. and 7. Vopiſe. Car. & 
Carin. Aur, Vitoris Epitome. Eutropius Lib. 9. 
| Baromus An. 204. &c. Orofius L. 7. C. 16. Coef- 
feteau L. 20. &c.- r 
% Queen of Corinth, a Tragi-Comedy. 
90 Rule a Wife, and have a Wife, a Tragi-Comedy 
which within theſe few Years has been acted with 
Applauſe, at the Queen's Theatre in Dorſei- 
Garden. Ay; 4 F 
91. Scornful Lady, a Comedy acted with good 
Applauſe, even in theſe Times, at the Theatre in 
Dorſet-Garden. Mr. Dryden has condemn'd the 
Concluſion of this Play, in reference. to the Conver- 
ſion of Moorcraft the Uſurer; but whether this 
Cataſtrophe be excuſable, I muſt leave to the 
Cratics;-- TP $3: MY 
9? Sea Voyage, a Comedy lately reviv'd by Mr. 
#7 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. 
2 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Hills, to Fletcher. 
. 89 Commendatory Verſes by Hills, to Fletcher, 
9%* Commendatory Verſes by Hills, and Quarto 1640, to Fletcher. 
Crooke's Catalogue to both. Prologue to one. | 
9 Commendatory Verſes by Waller and Stanley, to Fletcher. 


Quarto 1630, 1639, and Crooke's Catalogue to both. 
7 Commendatory Veiſles by Gardiner, to Fletcher, 
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Durfey, 


[OF 


PREFACE. xvii 
Durfey, under the Title of The Commonwealth of 
| Women, This Play is ſuppoſed by Mr. Dryden, (as 
| have obſerv'd) to be copied from Shakeſpear's 
The Storm which vaniſÞd on the neighb ring Shore, 
Was taught by Shakeſpear's Tempeſt firſt to roar ; 
That Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Iſle. 
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9 Spaniſß Curate, a Comedy frequently reviv'd 
with general Applauſe. - The Plot of Don Hen- 
rique, Aſcanio, Violante, and Facintha, is bor- 
row'd from Gerardo's Hiſtory of Don John, p. 202. 
and that of Leandro, Bartolus, Amarantha and 

| Lopez, from the Spaniſh Curate of the fame Au- 
dy thor, Sag, 2 1. | x 
ith % Thierry and Theodoret, a Tragedy. This Play 
et= WF is accounted by ſome an excellent old Play; the 
Plot of it is founded on Hiſtory, See the French 
od Chronicles in the Reign of Ciotaire the Second. 
in See Fredegarius Scholaſticus, Aimoinus Monac bus 
the Fhriacenſis, De Serres, Mezeray, Criſpin, &c. © 
er- 9% Two Noble Kinſinen, a Tragi- Comedy. This 
bis Play was written by Mr. Fletcher, and Mr. Shake- 
the Hear. The Story is taken from Chaucer's Knight's 
| Tale, which Mr. Dryden has admirably put into 
Mr. 22 Engliſh; 7 is the firſs Poem in bis 

ables, | 


93 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Lovelace, to Fletcher, 
Prologue and Epilogue ſilent. 


94 Quarto 1648, to Fletcher. Quarto 1649, and Crooke's Cata- 
logue, to both. | 

95 Quarto 1634, to Fletcher and Shakeſpear. Crooke's Catalogue 
to Beaumont and Fletcher. Prologue and Epilogue ſilent. 


Valentinian, 


xvii PREFACE. 

9 Valentimian, a Tragedy reviv'd not long 290 
by that great Wit, the Earl of Rochęſter; acted 
at the Theatre-Royal, and printed in Quarto 16835, 
with a Preface concerning the Author and his 
Writings. For the Plot ſee the Writers of thoſe 
Times; as Caſſidori Chron. Amm. Marcell. Hig, 
Evagrius Lib 2. Procopius, &c. 

9 Wife for a Month, a Tragi-Comedy. Thi 
Play is in my poor Judgment well worth reviving, 
and with the alteration of a judicious Pen, would 
be an excellent Drama. The Character and Sto 
of Alphonſo, and his Brother Prederick's Carriage 
to him, much reſembles the Hiſtory of Sancho the 
Eighth, King of Leon. I leave the Reader to the 
peruſal of his Story in Mariana, and Lois d. 
Mayerne Turquet. by 

9 Wild-Gooſe Chaſe, a Comedy valued by the 
beſt Judges of Poetry. 446 
. 99 Mit at ſeveral Weapons, a Comedy which by 
ſome is thought very diverting ; and poſſibly wa 
the Model on which the Characters of the Elder 
Palatine: and Sir Morglay Thwack were built by 
Sir William D' Avenant, in his Comedy call'd The 
Wits. 

. 209 Mit without Money, a Comedy which I have 
ſeen acted at the Old Houſe in Little Lineolns-Inn- 
Fields with very great Applauſe ; the Part of Ve- 


9 Commendatory Verſes by Lovelace and Stanly, to Flitchir, 

Prologue none. Epilogue ſilent. 

97 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher, Prologue to 

one. Epilogue ſilent. | 
98. Commendatory Verſes by Hills to Fletcher. 

5 - 9 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner to Fletcher. Epilogue t0 
ch. c | 
1% Quarto 1639, 1661, and Crooke's Catalogue, to both. 
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lentin. 


PREFACE. xix 
Intine being play'd by that compleat Actor Major 
Mobun, deceas d. This was in firſt Play that 
was acted after the Burning the King's Houſe in 
Drury-Lane ; a new Prologue being writ for them 
by Mr. Dryden, printed in his N ifeellany Poems in 


Octavo, P. 285. 
This Play was 


10 Woman Hater, A Comedy. 
reviv'd by Sir William D' Avenant, and a new 
Prologue (inſtead of the old One writ in Proſe) 


was ſpoken, which the Reader may peruſe in Sir | 


Wilkam's Works in Fol. p. 249. This Play was 
one of thoſe writ by Fletcher alone. whe 

w2 Women Pleas'd, a Tragi-Comedy. The co- 
mical Parts of this Play throughout between Bar- 
tellb, Lopez, Iſabella, and Claudio, are founded on 


ſeveral of Boccace's Novels: See Day 7. N ov. 6. 


and 8. Day 8. Nov. 8. 
1o; Woman's Prize, or The Tamer 7 __ a Co- 
medy, written on the fame foundation with Shake- 


ears Taming of the Shrew ; or which we may 


better call a Second Part or Counter-part to that 


admirable Comedy. This was writ by om Flicher's 


en likewiſe. 


101 Quarto 1649, and Crooke's Catalogue to both. Prologue to one. 

102 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and Hills, to Fletcher. 

103 Commendatory Verſes by Gardiner and 3 Fletcher. 
Prologue to one, Epilogue _ 
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N. B. The Names marked thus * are the Names of the Players ul. 
dedicated the Edition of 1647 to the Earl of Pembroke, 


William Allen 
Hugh Atawell 
Richard Burbadge 
Theophilus Byrd 
Robert Benſield 
George Birch 
William Barkſted 
Thomas Baſſe 


Henry Conde! 
Alexander Cooke 


Hugh Clearke 
William Egleſtone 
Nathaniel Field. 
Sander Gough 
Giles Gary. 


Thomas Holcombe 
Stephen Hammerton 
John Honyman 
James Horn, 


* 


e John Lowin. 
William Oſtler. 
Thomas Pollard 
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William Penn. 


Emanuel Read 
John Rice 

* Richard Robinſon 
William Rowly. 


Richard Shatpe 


Eylæard Swanſton 


John Shank, 


*® Joſeph Taylor 
Nicholas Toolie 
William Trigg 
John Thomſon. 


John Underwood. 
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Names of the principal Aftors who perform 1 4. 
BEAUMONT's and FLETCHER's Plays, 
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An AccounT of the preſent Edition. 
| By T.SEWARD. 


N the Year Forty Two, Mr. TBecbald publiſh'd an 
Advertiſement, that he was preparing an Edition of 
Beaumont and Fletcher for the Preſs, and defired the Aſ- 
ſiſtance of all Gentlemen who had made any Comments 
upon them. My perſonal Friendſhip with the Proprie- 
tors of the Book engag'd me to give him ſome little Aſ- 
ſiſtance; and Mr. Sympſon ſoon after added his. We had 
then only the late Editions to conſult, but Mr. Teo, 
had made a very valuable Collection of the old 2uarto's. 
When we had ſent him our Notes on two or three Plays, 
he began to print; but the firſt Play had not all paſs'd the 
Preſs, when I thought I had ſome ſmall grounds of Com- 
plaint, He omitted ſeveral Emendations which ſeem (till 
to me more deſerving of Notice than many which are in- 
ſerted, of which the Reader has a Specimen at Page 30 
of my Preface ; and I ſhall add fome others m a Poſt- 
ſcript to the Firſt Volume. After he had been prevail'd 
on by the Proprietors to ſend me a Promiſe of a full Li- 
berty to publiſh what Poſtſcript I pleas'd at the end of 
each Volume, he never after gave the leaſt Offence bur 
by a Profuſion of very undeſerved Compliments. Theſe 
ſhould be inevitably expung'd, could I take the liberty of 
altering any of Mr. Theobald's Notes: But this would 
be unjuſt, as it would leave the Reader uncertain what 
were his, I have therefore only cancell'd one ſingle 
Leaf which Mr. Theobald printed, and there have 
chang'd no Syllable of his, but only a Remark of my 
own, which was ſomething I had ſaid to him in a Letter, 
without the leaſt thought of his publiſhing it. As I was | 


very ſoon ſenſible how liable we all were to Miſtakes, I 


begg*d that he would change every Syllable in my Notes 


that carry'd the leaſt Air of Certainty or Poſitiveneſs : 


But as he had no Objection to ſuch a Stile himſelf, he did 
TO 1: 1 | not 


121 
not think it neceſſary to take that trouble. Mr. oba 
printed under his Care the following Plays : 


\ Volume the Firſt. 


The Maid's Tragedy, 

Philaſter, 

A King and No King, 
*The Scornful Lady. 


Volume the Second. 


The Cuſtom of the Country, 
The Elder Brother, And the three firlt Acts of 


The Spaniſh Curate, to Page 231. 


Of the Third Volume, part of 


The Humourous Lieutenant, to Page 69. 
And by his Death left the Edition thus imperfect. 


I then took the Care of the two laſt Acts 
(in Volume the Second) of 


- The Spaniſh Curate, and the whole of 
Wit without Money, and 
The Beggar's Buſh. 


Volume the Third, from Page 69 of 


The Humourous Lieutenant, and the whole of 
The Faithful Shepherdeſs, 

The Mad Lover, , 

The Loyal Subject, and 

Rule a Wife and have a Wife. 


Volume the Fourth, : 


The Laws of Candy, 
The Falſe One, 
The Litth French Lawyer, 


Valentinian, 


Monſieur Thomas. 


Volume 


bald 


me 


_ The Double Marriage, 


LU3:] 


Volume the Fifth. The two firſt Plays. 


The Chances, and 
The Bloody Brother. 


Volume the Ninth, The two laſt bye 


The Fair Maid of the In: 1, and 
Cupid's Revenge. | 


Volume the Tenth. 


7 Je two Noble Kinſmen, 
Thierry and Theodoret, 

The Woman-Hater, 

The Nice Valour, 

The Honeſt Man's Fortune, 
The Maſque, 

Four Plays, or Moral Repreſentations, in one. 


Mr. Symp/ſon printed under his n of 
Volume the Fifth, the four laſt ſt Plays, h 


The Wild Gooſe Chaſe, 
A Wife for a Month, 
The Lover's Progreſs, 


De Pilgrim. 


Volume the Sixth. 


The Captain, 
The Propheteſs, 


e Queen of Corinth, 


Bonduca, | 
The Knight of the Burning Peſtle. ; 


Volume the Seventh. 
Love's Pilgrimage, 


The Maid in the Mill, 
The Knight of M alta, 
The M artial Maid, 


A 
* — 


— at Vw E 
ic ric bs 4 Ws Re — 
„rel re 
> » 0 Us - AR rd — 
5 


% he — 5 
CY 7” 24 2 
Ba — om p * 
- * — PPP 3 
K R 


2 ͤ ˙ — —— 


[4] 
| Volume the Eighth. 
Nomen Pleas'd, 
The Night- Walter, 
The Woman's Prize, 


The Iſland Princeſs, 
The Noble Gentleman. 


Volume the Ninth. The four firſt Plays. 
The Coronation, 


The Sea Voyage 
The oe | s 


Wit at ſeveral Weapons, 


ER AT A. 


Page 20, Line 30, for Right read Night 
2375 24, for World read Word © 
131, 25, for Regarded read Rezbarded 
133, 10, for Paſt read Faſt © | 
168, 20, for that read than 
258, q, for now read no | 
341, Line the laſt, inſtead of Note 34, read 
dry Bones can reach at nothing now, 
But Gords or Nine-pins] Gords, i, e. Inſtruments of Game then in common uſe , 
we meet with the ſame Term again in Shakeſpear's Merry Wives of Windſer, Act l. 
; | If Gord and Fullam holds, | RK | 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 
M E N. 


King of Rhode. | . 
Lyſippus, Brother to the King. 


Amintor, a noble Gentleman. 
_ Melantius, 
Diphilus, 


a Brothers to Evadne. 
Celina, an old Dlmarous Lord, and Father to Aſpatia, 


Cleon, 88 


Strato, 


Diagoras, a Servant to Calianax, 


Evadne, W; "72 to Arintor. 
Aſpatia, Troth-plight Wife to Amintor. 


"3 Waiting-Gentlewomen to Aſpatia. 


RHODES. 


THE 


— 
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A K 0 E N E I. 
An Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Cleon, Strato, Lyſippus, and PRs, 


STRATO, 


Neg al let them; 3 
. I There s Time enough. Dub. You. are the 
AN Brother to 

The King, my Lord; we'll take your Word, 
(2) Df. Strato, thou haſt ſome Skill in DNL) 3 


, (1) Strat. So let them; there's Time enough. 
Diph. You are the Brother to the King, my Lord; 

Well take your Nord.] Tis very early to begin blundering 
at the ſecond Line of the firſt Play. 2 was not Brother to the King, 
bat Lyſpus. This Line therefore is to be placed to ee and not 
to Strato: And fo it is in the Qarto Edition publiſh'd in the Year 
1619. Another 2yarto in 1650, and the Falis Edition in 1679, have 
fall'n into the Error of placing it to Strato. 3 | 

(2) _ Strato, thou haft ſome Skill in Poetry 
hat thintſt thou of a Maſque? ] It ſhould be, the Maſque. 
It was not then to be form'd ; nor does the Prince mean to ask, whe- 
ther it will be well to have One; but whether This, which is pre- 
pared, will be a good One. This Strate's Anſwer and the Sequel of 
the Play plainly ſhew. Mr. Seward. 


'Be What 
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What think*ſt thou of the Maſque? Will it be well? 
Strat. As well as Maſque can be. Zy/. As Maſque I 
n ve?- a. Why, ves; 

They muſt commend their King, and ſpeak in Praiſe / 

Of the Aſſembly ; bleſs the Bride and Bridegroom, 

In Perſon of ſome God; they're tyed to Rules 

Of Flattery. Cle. See, good my Lord, who is 

Return'd! * 1K 


1 


Enter Melantius. 
Ly. Noble Melantius! The Land 1 
Buy me welcomes thy Virtues home to Rhodes : 
Thou, that with Blood abroad buy*ſt us our Peace 
The Breath of Kings is like the Breath of Gods; 
My Brother wiſh'd thee here, and thou art here 
Hie will be &en too kind, and weary thee 
With often Welcomes ; (3) but the Time doth give thee 
A Welcome above his, or all the World's. [of mine 
Mel. My Lord, my Thanks; but theſe ſcratch'd Limbs 
Have ſpoke my Love and Truth unto my Friends, 
More than my Tongue e' er could. My Mind's the ſame 
It ever was to You; where I find Worth, 
I love the Keeper till he let it go. 
And then I follow it. Diph. Hail, worthy Brother! 
He, that rejoices not at your Retunn 


. Ad, Y, e 


In Safety, is mine Enemy for ever. 


Mel. I thank thee, Diphilus : but thou art faulty ; 


With me at Patria: thou cam'ſt not, Diphilus : 

*T was ill. ＋ My noble Brother, my Excuſe 
Is my King's ſtraight Command; which you, my Lord, 
Can witneſs with me, Ly/. Tis moſt true, Melantius; 
He might not come, till the Solemnity | | 
Of this great Match was paſt. Diph. Have you heard of it? 
Miel. Yes; and have given cauſe to thoſe, that here 
Envy my Deeds abroad, to call me gameſome ; 


A Yd Fj — — 7 , 7 head 
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(3) ——— but the Time doth give thee 
. A Welcome above this, or all the Worlds. Lyfippus is ſpeaking 
in particular of the King, his Brother's, Welcome to Me/antius; there- 
fore, I think, I have f the genuine Reading, which is autho- l 
riz d by the Quarto in 1619; and the ſecond Impreſſion in 161 No 
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I have no other Buſineſs here at Rhodan. 
Lyſ. We have a Maſque to Night, and 3 muſt tread 
A Soldier's Meaſure, 
Mel. Theſe ſoft and Gilken Wars are not. for. me; 
The Muſick muſt be ſhrill, and all confus d, 
That ſtirs my Blood, and then I dance with Arms: 
But is Amintor wed : : Dipb. This Day. | 
Mel. All Joys upon him! for he is my Friend: 
(4) (Wond'r not, I call a Man ſo young my Friend; * | 
His Worth is great; Valiant he is, and Temperate; - © 
And one that never thinks his Life his own, | 
If his Friend need it : When he was a Boy, 


| As oft as I return'd (as, without Boaſt, 14854 0 
4 brought home Conqueſt) he would gaze upon t me, 


And view me round, to find in what one Limb 
The Virtue lay to do thoſe things he heard: 
Then would he wiſh to ſee my Sword; and feel 
The quickneſs of the Edge, and in his Hand | 
Weigh it; he oft would make me ſmile at this; 
His Youth did promiſe much, and his ripe Tears 
Will fee it all perform d.. | 


Enter. Aſpatia, paſſing with Attendants, 50 


Hail, Maid and Wife! 

Thou fair Aſpatia! may the holy Knot, 

That thou haſt tyed to day, laſt till the Hand 

Of Age undo it! may'ſt thou bring a Race 

Unto Amintor, that may fill the World 

Succeſſively with Soldiers! Aſp. My hard Fortunes 
Deſerve not Scorn; for I was never proud, 


A When they were good. Mel. How's this ? 


[Exit Aſp. with ber Anendants. 
Lyſ. You are miſtaken, _ 
For ſhe's not married. Mel. You faid, Amintor WAS. 
Diph. *Tis true; but Mel. Pardon me, I did receive 


Letters at Patria from my Amintor, 


(4) (Waond'r not, I Pt] a Man fo young my Friend; )} This Verſe,” 
lot in the modern Editions, I have retriey'd from the. 2uarto's of 
1619, and 1650; and the Folio of 1679. I have n the Liberty to 
give it its true Metre and Verſiſication. * 15 
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'That he ſhould marry her. Dipb. And ſo it ſtood. 
In all Opinion long; but your Arrival 
Made me imagine, you had heard the Change, 
Mel. Who hath he taken then? Ly. A Lady, Sir, 
That bears the Light above her, and ſtrikes dead 
With Flaſhes of her Eye; the fair Evadne, 
Your virtuous Siſter. Mel. Peace of Heart betwixt them 


But this is ſtrange. Ly/. The King, my Brother, did it 


To honour you; and theſe Solemnities 
Are at his Charge. 
Mel. Tis Royal, like himſelf; but I a am fad, 


My Speech bears ſo unfortunate a Sound 


To beautiful Aſpatia; there is Rage 
Hid in her Father's Breaſt, Calianax, 
Bent long againſt me; and he ſhould not think, 


If I could call it back, that I would take 


So baſe Revenges, as to ſcorn the State 

Of his neglected Daughter: Holds he ſtill 

His Greatneſs with the King? Ly/. Yes; but this Lady 
Walks diſcontented, with her watry Eyes 

Bent on the Earth : The unfrequented Woods 

Are her Delight ; where, when ſhe ſees a Bank 


Stuck full of Flowers, ſhe with a Sigh will tell 


Her Servants what a pretty place it were 
To bory Lovers in; and make ker Maids 


Pluck em, and ſtrow her over like' a Corſe. 


She carries with her an infectious Grief, 


That ſtrikes all her Beholders ; ſhe will ſing 


The mournful'ſt things that ever Far hath heard, 
And ſigh, and ſing again; and when the reſt 
Of our young Ladies, in their wanton Blood, 
Tell mirthful Tales in Courſe that fill the Room 
re Laughter, ſhe will with ſo ſad a Look 

— forth a Story of the ſilent Death 

ome forſaken Virgin; which her Grief 


wil put in ſuch a Phraſe, that, &er ſhe end, 


She'll ſend them weeping one by one away. 
(5 ) Mel. She has a Brother under my Command, 


Like 
(5) She has a "#5 of under my Colne, 
Like ber ; | The Criticks in all Ages, + amr Dramatick Poems, 


have 


woe , none od nt pul 


* 6 wo A „ wk, . xt wes 


Upon my Foe: I love thee well, Amintor, | 
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Like her; a Face, as womaniſh as herz 
But with a Spirit that hath much out- grown 
The number of his Years. | x of 760-1 
Enter Amintor. 
Ck. My Lord, the Bridegrom mm 10 
Mel. J might run fiercely, not more haſtily, r, 


My Mouth is much too narrow for my Heart; 
joy to look upon thoſe Eyes of thine 
Thou art my Friend, but my diſorder d Speech 
Cuts off my Love. Amin. Thou art Melantius; 
All Love is ſpoke in that. A Sacrifice 

To thank the Gods, Melantius is return d 

In Safety! — Victory fits on his Sword, 

As ſhe was wont; may ſhe build there and dwell, 
And may thy Armour be, as it hath been, 

Only thy V alour and thy Innocence! : 

What endleſs Treaſures would our Enemies give, 
That I might hold thee ſtill thus! Mel. Pm but poor 
In Words, but credit me, young Man, thy Mother 


have laid it down for a Rule, that an Iacident ſhould be prepared, but 
not prevented; that is, not foreſeen, ſo as to take off the Surprize: 
For then the whole Pleaſure of the Incident is pall'd, and has no Effect 
upon the Audience or Readers, Theſe P tives, therefore, muſt 
ſeem by Chance to the Spectators, tho? they are always defignedly 
thrown in by the Poet. In multi Oeconomia Comicorum Poretarum 
ita ſe habet, ut Caſu puter Spectator ven guad Confilio Scripts 
„rum factum ſit:” ſays DoxaTus upon TERENCE. This is the 
moſt artful Preparation, that I remember in all Beaumont and Fletchers 
Plays, for an. Incident which is in no kind ſuſpected.  Melantius ſays, 
he has a Brother of Aſpatia under his Command, molt like her in the 
Softneſs of Face and Feature. This Brother never appears in 2 Scene 
thro' the Play: But when Appatia comes in Boy's Cloaths to fight with 
Amintor, to obtain her Death from his Hand, and tells him, 

For till the Change of War mark'd this ſmooth Face 

With theſe few Blemiſhes, People would call me 

My Siſter's Picture; and her, mine; In ſhort, 

Tam the Brother to the wrong'd Aſpatia, 27 
This Fore- Mention of the Brother, here, makes the Incident the more 
probable, and ſtriking; as Amintor muſt have heard of ſuch a Bro- 
ther, and could have no Suſpicion that he was going to draw his 
2 againſt Aſpatia. The Audience are equally amuſed with the 


1 Could 
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Could do no more but weep for Joy to ſee then 
After long Abſence; all the Wounds I have _ 
Fetch*d not ſo much away, nor all the Cries | 
Of widowed Mothers too: but this is Peace; 
And that was War. Amin. Pardon, thou holy God yo 
Of Marriage-bed, and frown not, | am fore d, 
In anſwer of ſuch 1 Ilse 
To weep upon m ing-day. | 
6) "Me. I fear, thou art grown too fickle ; for, I hear, Y 
A Lady mourns for thee; Men ſay, to Death; 
Forſaken of thee ; on what terms, I know not. 
Amin. She had my Promiſe, but the King forbad it; 
And made me make this worthy Change, thy Siſter, 9 
Accompanied with Graces far above her; 3 
With whom TI long to loſe my luſty Youth, 
And grow old in her Arms. Mel. Be proſperous! 


Enter Meſſenger. f f 

Meſſ. My Lord, the Maſquers rage for you. 
Ly. We are gone. Cleon, Strato, Diphilus, =—— + | 
I Krenn Lyſippus, Cleon, Strato, and Diphilus, f 
Amin. We'll all attend you: We ſhall trouble You | 
With our Solemnities. Mel. Not ſo, -Amintor, f 
But if you laugh at my rude Carriage f 


In Peace, I'll do as much for you in War, dh 
0 you come thither. Yet I have a Miſtreſs, 
To bring to your Delights; rough though I am, 
I have a Miſtreſs, and ſhe has a Heart, ; 
She ſays; but, truſt me, it is Stone, no better; 
(7) There's no place I can challenge gentle in't. 5 
rf (6) Mel. 7 fear, thou art grown 700 ſick; for 1 hear,] This Verſe 
halts in the Metre, thro' a ſlight Corruption in the modern Edition}. 


The oldeſt. Quarto, in 1619, has it, crue/; but the next, in 1622, 
fickle ; from which Word ic was miſtakenly alter'd to 5 | 


(7) There is ng Place that I can challenge in't.) The Quarto; in 
1619, reads it thus | 8 


Dere is nd Place that ] can challenge, Gentlemen. | 
But the Gentlemen were all gone off, except. Himſelf and Amintor. 1 
believe, from the Traces of the old Text, that the Emendation, which 

J have yentured to adopt, may reſtore the Authors' genuine Reading : 

and, as it is conſonant in Senſe to what he ſays in the preceding 1 

B | J hope, 


1s, 


But you ſtand ſtil, n benen fray ED Woh | 


Enter Calianax with Diagoras. 


Cal. Diagoras, look to the Doors better for f 8 * 
you let in all the World, and anon the King will rail at 


me; why, very well ſaid; by Jove, the __ will haves 


the Show 1'th* Court. 8 
Diag. Why do you ſwear ſo, my Lord? 
You know, he'll have it here. 
Cal. By this Light, if he be wiſe, he will not. 
Diag. And if he will not be wiſe, you are forſworn. 
Cal. One may wear out his Heart with Swearing, and 
get thanks on no fide ; I'll be gone, look to't, who will. 
Diag. My Lord, 1 ſhall never Fe 1 gun. 
Pray, ſtay; your Looks will terrify 
Cal. My Looks terrify them, you Coxcombly Aſs, 
Pl! be dg d by all the Company, whether” thou — 
a mo < FO than IJ—— 
I mean, becauſe they know you and your Office. 
Cal |” Office! I would I could put it off; I am ſure, I 


ſweat quite through my Office. I might have made room 


at my Daughter's Wedding, they ha* near kill'd her a- 
mong them. And now I muſt do that hath 

forſaken her ;. ſerve, that will. [ Exit Calianax. 
Diag. He' s ſo humorous ſince his Daughter was for- 

ſaken: hark, hark; there, there; ſo, ſo; ——— 

What now? "FAS [Knock within. 
Mel. Open the Door. Diag. Who's there? Mel. Melantius. 


Diag. I hope, your Lordſhip brings no 1955 with EX 
8 them. | 


you; for, if you do, I muſt return 
Enter Melantius, and a Lady. 


Mel. None but this Lady, Sir. 4 5 
Diag. The Ladies are all plac d above, fave thoſe that 
come 1n the Og TIP? the beſt of Rhodes ſit den, 


and there's room. 


Mel. I thank you, Sir. When I have ſeen you plac'd, - 


I hope, the Change will not be locked upon as an arbitrary Con- 


jeture, By — 2 we * underſtand / A, in oppoſition to he Hard. 
nels of / Sone. 0" Ah 


_ 
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Madam, I muſt attend upon the K ing; 
But, the Maſque done, I'll wait on you again, 


Diag. Stand back there, room for my Lord Melantins, 
pray, bear back; this is no place for ſuch Youths and 


their Trulls; let the Doors be ſhut again; no! do your 


Heads itch? I'll fcratch them for you: ſo, now thruft 


and hang: again, —who ist now? I cannot blame my Lord 


Calianax for going away; would, he were here! he would 
run raging among them, and break a dozen wiſer Heads 
than his own in the twinkling of an Eye: what's the 
news now ? | | "I 
Miibin.] I a can you help me to the Speech of the 
Maſter- Cook Toke 55 | 
Diag. It I open the Door, Ill cook ſome of your 
Calves-heads. Peace, Rogues. — again, — who is't? 
Mel. Melantius. IVibbi. 


Enter Calianax. 


Cal. Let him not in. 

Diag. O, my Lord, I muſt ; make room there for my 
Lord. Is your Lady plac'd? . [To Mel, 
Mal. Yes, Sir, | 
I thank you. My Lord Calianax, well met; 
Your cauſeleſs Hate to me, I hope, is buried. 

Cal. Yes, I do ſervice for your Siſter here, 
That brings my own poor Child to timeleſs Death ; 
She loves your Friend Amintor, ſuch another 
Falſe-hearted Lord as you. Mel. You do me wrong, 
A moſt unmanly one, and I am ſlow | 
In taking Vengeance; but be well advis'd. 

Cal. It may be ſo: Who plac'd the Lady there, 
So near the preſence of the King? Mel. I did. 

Cal. My Lord, ſhe muſt not fit there. Mel. Why? 
Cal. The place is kept for Women of more Worth. 
Mel. More Worth than ſhe? it miſ-becomes your Age, 

And Place, to be thus womaniſh ; forbear ; 
What you have ſpoke, I am content to think 
The Palſey ſhook your Tongue to. Cal. Why, tis well, 
If I ſtand here to place Men's Wenches for them. 
Mel. I ſhall forget this Place, thy Age, my _— 
. n 


A 
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And, thorough all, cut that poor ſickly Week, 
Thou haſt to live, away from thee. 
Cal. Nay, I know, 
You can fight for your Whore. Mel. Bate me the King, 
And be he Fleth and Blood, he lyes, that fays it; ; 
Thy Mother at fifteen was black and ſinful 5 
To her. Diag. Good my Lord! [Man, 
Mel. Some God pluck threeſcore Years from that fond 
That I may kill him, and not ſtain mine Honour; 
t is the Curſe of Soldiers, that in Peace | 
(8) They ſhall be brav'd by ſuch ignoble Men, 
As (if the Land were troubled) would with Tears 
And Knees beg Succour from em. Would, that Blood 
(That Sea of Blood). that I have loſt in fight, 
Were running in thy Veins, that it might make thee 
Apt to ſay leſs, or able to maintain, 
Shouldſt thou ſay more !-—This Rhodes, I ſee, is nought 
But a Place privileg'd to do Men Wrong. 
Cal. Ay, you may ſay your Pleaſure. 


Enter Amintor. 


Amin. What vile Wrong 
Has ſtirr d my worthy Friend, who is as flow 
To fight with Words, as he is quick of Hand ? 

Mel. That heap of Age, which I ſhould reverenge 
If it were temperate z but teſty Years 
Are moſt contemptible. Amin. Good Sir, forbear. 

Cal. There is juſt ſuch another as yourſelf, 

Amin. He will wrong you, or me, or any Man; 
And talk as if he had no Life to loſe, 
Since this our Match: The King is coming in; 


J would not for more Wealth than J enjoy, 


He ſhould perceive you raging; he did hear, | 
You were at difference now, which haſtned him. | 
Cal. Make room there, — [ Hoboyes play within. 


(8) They /ball be brain'd by ſuch ignoble Men.] Thus; all the vul 
and modern Editions: But ſuch ignoble Men, as Melantius is de- 
ſcribing, durſt not knock a Soldier's Brains out; tho' they might 
venture to inſult him. The 2uarto of 1619 gives us the genuine 
Reading, which I have inſerted in the Text. | 


Enter 
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Bright Cinthia, hear my Voice; I am the Night, 


To ſhoot ar more and quicker Rays than thou. 


A Troop, that looks as if thyſelf and I 
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Enter King, Evadne, Aſpatia, Lords and Ladies 


King. Melantius, thou art welcome, and my Love 
Is with thee ſtill; but this is not a Place 
To brabble in; Calianax, Join hands. | 
Cal. He ſhall not have my hand. King. This is no time 
To force you to it; I do love you Both: 
Calianax, you look well to your Office; 
And you, Melantius, are welcome home. 
Begin the Maſque. | 
Mel. Siſter, I joy to ſee you, and your Choice. 


Lou look'd with my Eyes when you took that Man; 


Be happy in him Recorder 740. 
Evad. O my deareſt Brother 


Your Preſence i is more joyful than this Day 
Can be unto me, 


THE: MA S:$.&:£. 
N1cnrT Te in Miſts. 


Night. Our Reign is now; for in the quenching Sea 
The Sun is drown'd, and with him fell the. Day; 


For whom thou bear*ſt about thy borrow'd Light; 
Appear, no longer thy pale Viſage ſhroud, 

But ſtrike thy Silver Horns quite through a Cloud, 
And ſend a Beam upon my ſwarthy Face; 

By which I may diſcover all the Place 

And Perſons, and how many longing Eyes 

Are come to wait on our Solemnities. [Enter Cinthia. 
How dull and black am I? Can I not find 

This Beauty without thee, am I ſo blind? 
Methinks, they ſhew like to thoſe Eaſtern Sexcaks 
That warn us hence, — the Morning breaks; 
Back, my pale Servant, for theſe Eyes know how 


Cinth. Great Queen, they be a Troop for whom alone 
One of my cleareſt Moons I have put on 


Had pluckt our Reins in, and our Whips laid by, 
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e upon theſe Mortals, that appear 
. 5 we. Night. Then let us keep 'em here; 
And never more our Chariots drive away, 
But hold our Places, and out-ſhine the Day. 
| Cinth. Great Queen of Shadows, you are pleas'd to ſpeak 

Of more than may be done; we may not break | 

The Gods? Decrees, but when our time is come, 
Muſt drive away, and give the Day our room. | 
(q) Yet, while our Reign laſts, let us ſtretch our Pow'r 
To give our Servants one contented Hour, | 
With ſuch unwonted ſolemn Grace and State, 
As may for ever after force them hate 
Our Brother's glorious Beams; and wiſh the Night 
Crown'd with a thouſand Stars, and our cold Light : 
For almoſt all the World their ſervice bend 
To Phæbus, and in vain my Light I lend; 
Gaz'd on unto my Setting from my Riſe N 
Almoſt of none, but of unquiet Eyes. 

Night. Then ſhine at full, fair Queen, and by thy Pow'r 
Produce a Birth, to crown this happy hour, BIN 
Of Nymphs and Shepherds; let their Songs diſcover, 
Eaſy and ſweet, who is a happy Lover; | 
Or, if thou woo't, thine own Endymion 
From the ſweet flow'ry. Bank he lies upon, 

On Latmus' top, thy pale Beams drawn away; 
And of this long Night let him make a Day. [mine, 

Gnth, Thou dream'ſt, dark Queen; that fair Boy was not 
Nor went I down to kiſs him; Eaſe and Wine 7 
Have bred theſe bold Tales; Poets, when they rage, 
Turn Gods to Men, and make an Hour an Age; 

But J will give a greater State and Glory, 
And raiſe to time a nobler Memory 
Of what theſe Lovers are: Riſe, riſe, I ſay, 
(10) Thou Pow'r of Deeps, thy Surges lade away, 
| | N. eptune, 

9) Yet while our Reign lafts, &c.] This and the nine ſubſequent 
Verſes are wanting in the old Quarto of 1619; But we meet with 
them in that of 1630. | a | 

(10) — thy Surges laid. away,] The printed Word hitherto has 
been, Jai; but I think it ſcarce Senſe. Neptune in leaving the Ocean 
5 never ſuppoſed. either to bring his Surges with him, or lay m__ 

e, 
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Neptune, great King of Waters, and by me 

Be proud to be commanded. [Neptune {x 

 Nept. Cinthia, ſee, 1 5 125 

Thy word hath fetch'd me hither; let me know, 

Why I aſcend, reg 
Ginth. Doth this Majeſtick Show 

Give thee no knowledge yet? Nept. Yes, now I ſee 

Something intended (Cinthia) worthy thee ; 

Go on, I'll be a Helper. Cinth. Hie thee then, 

And charge the Wind fly from his rocky Den. 

Let looſe thy Subjects; only Boreas, 

Too foul for our Intention, as he was, 

Still keep him faſt chain'd; we muſt have none here 

But vernal Blaſts, and gentle Winds appear 

Such as blow Flow'rs, and through the glad Boughs ſing 

Many ſoft welcomes to the luſty Spring. 

Theſe are our Muſick : Next, thy watry Race 

Bring on in Couples; (we are pleas'd to grace 

This noble Night,) each in their richeft things 

Your own Deeps, or the broken Veſſel, brings; 

Be prodigal, and I ſhall be as kind, 

And ſhine at full upon you. | 
(11) Nept. Ho! the Wind- [Enter olus out of a Ruk, 

Commanding Æolus! Aol. Great Neptune! Nept. He. 
Aol. What is thy Will? Nept. We do command thee free 


aſide, but barely to leave them. The Word lade will ſignify his part. 
ing the Waves with his Trident to give him a free Paſlage ; which is 
an Image quite poetical ! | Mr. Seward, 
(11) Ho! the Wind! | 
Commanding olus!] All the Editions have miſtaken the Inten- 
tion of the Authors here. Tis well known, #olus, in poetick Fa- 


* 


ble, was the Maſter and Controuler of the Winds; which he va 


ſuppoſed to keep bound in a Cave, and to let looſe upon the Ocean 2 
he was commanded by Neptune. He is therefore call'd here the 
Wind-commanding Talus; a compound AdjeQive which mult be 
wrote with an Hyphen, as I have reform'd the Text, The Editors 
were led into a Miſtake by the Word being divided, and put into twv 
Lines for the Preſervation of the Rhyme. I ought to take Notice, 
for two Reaſons, that both Mr. Sexward and Mr. Sympſon join'd with 
me in ſtarting this Correction: Becauſe it is doing Juſtice to the &. 
gacity of my Friends; and, beſides, it is certainly a great Confirms 
tion of the Truth of an Emendation, where three Perſons, all diſtant 
from one another, ſtrike out the ſame Obſervation. ; 
Toy | Favomms, 
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Favonius, and thy milder Winds, to wait 

Upon our Cintbia; but tie Boreas ſtraight ; 

(12) He's too rebellious. Aol. I ſhall do it. Nept. Do. 
ol. Great Maſter of the Flood, and all below, 

Thy full Command has taken. Ho! the Main 

Neptune !— Nept. Here. ol. Boreas has broke his Chain, 

And, ſtruggling with the reſt, has got away. 
Nept. Let him alone, Pll take him up at Sea; 

will not long be thence ; go once again, | 

And call out of the bottoms of the Main 

Blue Proteus, and the reſt; charge them put on 

Their greateſt Pearls, and the moſt ſparkling Stone 

The beaten Rock breeds ; *till this Night is done 

By me a folemn honour to the Moon, | 

Fly, like a full Sail. ol. I am gone. Cinth. Dark Night, 

Strike a full Silence, do a thorough right 

To this great Chorus; that our Muſick may 

Touch high as Heav'n, and make the Eaſt break Day 


ye 


At Mid-night. | [ Muſick, 
8 N 
Cinthia, to thy Power, and J. bee, 
WT We obey. 
Foy to this great Company? 
nd no Day 5 


© | Come to ſteal this Night away, 


(12) Nept. Do, great Mafler of the Flood, and all below, 
. Thy full Command has taken, ol. Ho! the Main I] I have 
yentur'd at a ſmall, but, as I think, at a very neceſſary Tranſpoſi- 
tion here in the Characters Fm . How can Neptune with any 
ky ne call Æolus great Maſter of the Floods and all below, when - 
be himſelf, according to the Poetical Syſtem, bore that ſupreme Com- 
mand? Solus, tis true, was ſuppos'd to have a Controul over the 
Winds; a fort of limitary Charge, in which he was a Subſtitute to 
Neptune, In ſhort, I believe that the Poets intended, ſo ſoon as Nep- 
tune had given out his Orders, Solus, (whoſe Operations as a God 
were not confined to Time and vulgar Motion; ) ſhould immedi- 
ately tell Neprune his Commands were obey'd ; and then finding that 
Boreas had eſcap'd amongſt the other Winds, He calls out again to 
«quaint Neptune with it. Thus all is clear, and they act in their 
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u the Rites of Love are ended; 
And the luſty bridegroom : 
.. Ielome, Light, of all befriended. 
Pace out, you watry Powers below, 
Let your Feet, 
Like the Gallies when they row, 
een al. | 
4 Let your unknown Meaſures; ft 
To the ſtill Minds, tell to all, 20 
That Gods are come, immortal, great ae 5 
20 Honour this great Nuptial. RITES 


The Meaſure, . Second. Song. 


Hold back thy He ours, old Night, till we have done; 3515 
The Day will come too ſoon; 
7 oung Maids will curſe thee if thou fteal'ſt away, - - 
(13) And leav'ft — — es open te the png rid 
tay, hide bo 
3 Jo Bluſhes o the Bride. W's 


Sch, gentle Night, and with thy Darkneſs cover 


The Kiſſes of her Lover. 
Stay, and confound her Tears, and her ſhrill Ovi 
Her weak —_—_ Vows, and view oy ; 
ay, and hide all; | 
5 help not, though fre tall." INTRON 


(14) Nope Great Queen of us and Heav'n, hear what 


To mak this hour s full one.  Gith, 8 er Sea's * 
n 2 


wh 3 4nd law? 5 VERY; 1 the Wind PR hi 


recurrs, I have choſe to adopt the Reading of the old Quarto of 1619, 

Loſſes. i. e. % Maidens will curſe thee, Night, if thou Jeav'ſt the L 

„ of their Virginity open to the Day z Stay en and hide 
*© Bride's 2 | | 


* 


(14) Great Queen of us a Heac 1, rg 
Hear what I bring to make this hour a Full one, 
If not ber meaſure.-—— Cinth. Speak, Sea's King. 


This Paſſage, I am afraid, has been ſadly mangled: The Veiſe and 


Rhyme have 4 diſconcerted ; and the Senſe quite loſt by an extract: 


dinary Interpolation. I think, I have apply'd a Remedy to 
What can be the meaning of * this a * one, if mit br 


Aa 


= 42" = 


(15) Nept. The Tunes my Ampbitrite joys to 2 175 
When me will dance u 2 the riſing Wave, | 


And court me as ſhe My Th ritons, Play 
Muſick to lead a —— Pl lend the way. 
Maſquers dance; Neptune 0 it. 
NO Nn - _ 
4 Bed, to Bed; come, Hymen, lead the e | 
And lay her by her Husband s Side: 
Bring in the Virgins every one, 5 
That grieve to lie alone : eee 
That they may kiſs while they may ſay, 4 Maid; 1 
To-morrow, *twill be other kiſt, and ſaidle 
Heſperus be long a ſhining, _ 
Whilſt theſe Lovers are a twining. 


Aol. Ho! Neptune!  Nept. Aolus ! 

ol. The Seas go high, 
Bireas hath rais*d a Storm; go and applyß 
Thy Trident, elſe, I prophely, eber Day 

Many a tall Ship will be caſt. away: 

Na with all thy Gods, and all their Power, | 
(16) To falke a Calm. Cinth. We thank you for this Hour: 
My Favour to you all. To gratulate 
$0 great a Service done at my deſire, 
Ye ſhall have many Floods, fuller and higher 


Meaſure? 1. e. if not a full one? The Words are certainly to bs 
ſtruck out. Some careful Annotator had made a marginal 2uere, at 
the Cloſe of the ſecond Song; ¶ not her Meaſure :- i. e. Whether this 
Meaſure is not to be ſung by Cinthia; as it undoubtedly is: But the 


J 


for a Part of the Text, and caſually clap d to Neprun's ä 


ately (15) T7 Tunes my Amphitrite joys to —— 

1610, When they will dance upon the riſing Wave, | 

- And court me as the Sails, c.] The Reformaticn, i in theſe four - 

e Lines of Neptune, from the vulgar Editions, are preſcribed by the in- 
genious Mr. Seward; they are, as he ſays, extremely Pictureſque; 
and, if expreſs'd as well in Colouring, would rival the Aci, and 

© Galatea 0 Raphael. 

f (16) Toftrike a Call. ] This is Nonſenſe. The two Quarto's of 1619 and 

: — 1630 come in to our Aſſiſtance, who both read a Calm. As the 8. 


wm ue interrupted in the ſubſequent Speech of Cinthia, Something muſt be 


. lot; a Defe& which is not to be ſupplied by Conjecture. Both Mr. Seward 
151 ud Mr. Hnpſon hit upon the Emendation authoriz'd by che old Copies, 
2 


Vol. I. > Than 
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Note of Reference to this Quære being forgot, it was miſtaken at Preſs 


N 201 ua a « \ | þ \ b 1 E 
* rr e 8 a ? 


Hence it's plain, it ſhould be wrote 


18 The Maid: Tragedy. 

Than you have wiſhed for; no Ebb ſhall dare 

To let the Day ſee where your Dwellings are: 

Now back unto your Government in haſte, 

Leſt your proud Charge ſhould ſwell above the Waſte, 

And win upon the Iſland. Nept. We obey. : 

[Neptune deſcends, and the Sea-Gogs. 

Cinth. Hold up thy Head, dead Night; ſeeſt thou not 


The Eaſt begins to lighten; I muſt down, (Day? 


And give my Brother Place. Night. Oh! I could from 
To ſee the Day, the Day that flings his Light 
Upon my Kingdom, and contemns old Night; 
(17) Let him go on and flame; I hope to fee 
Another Wild-fire in his Axletree;,  _ 
And all fall drench'd; But I forget; ſpeak, Queen; 
The Day grows on, I muſt no more be ſeen. 

In. Heave up thy drouſy Hcad again, and fee 
A greater Light, a greater Majeſty, © © 
(18) Between our Set and us; whip up thy Team; 
The Day breaks here, and yon ſame — Stream 


Shot from the South; ſay, wilt thou go? which way? 
Night, I' vaniſh into Miſts. [Ex. 
Cinth. I into Day. [Exit. Maſque end. 


King. Take lights there; Ladies, get the Bride to Bed; 
We will not ſee you laid. Good-night, Amintor, 
We'll caſe you of that tedious Ceremony; © © 
Were it my Caſe, I ſhould think Time run flow. 
If thou be'ſt Noble, Youth, get me a Boy, 
'That may defend my Kingdom from my Foes. 
Amin. All Happineſs to you! 

King. Good-night, Melantius. [Exent, 


(15) — ] hope to ſee 
Another Wild: fire in his Axletree, | 
And all falle drench'd:) This alludes to the Fable of Phartn, 
borrowing the Chariot of the Sun, and ſetting the World on Fir, 
The old 2uarte's have it right, And all fall drenchd: For Phattn, 
and the Chariot, both ſell headlong from the Sky into the Ocean. 
(18). Betwween our Seft and us;} This is Nonſenſe. The Night and 
Cinthia both talk of the Morning's Approach, and that they mul 
| $0 down; till the Latter finds out, that they are only the Rays of Light 
ot from the King and Court, which they miſtook for the Day-break 


etween our Set and us, tt, 


dur Setting, or, going down. Mir. Sari 
8 4 i 


00 
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ACT II. SCENE 1 


| $ 20 E N E, an Antec bamber to Evade $ 
Bedebamber. 


Enter Evadae, Aſpatia, Dula, and other Ladies. 


m Dal. M Adam, ſhall we undreſs you for this Fight? 
| The Wars are naked, you mult make to 
Night. 
Evad. You are merry, Dula. | 
Dula. J ſhould be merrier far, if twere 
With me as *tis with you. Singing. 
(19) Evad. How's that? | 3 
Dale That I might go to Bed with him 
Wi th* Credit that you do. 
Evad. Why, how how, Wench? Es 
Dula. Come, Ladies, will you help? 
Evad. T am foon undone. 
Dula, And as ſoon done: 
Good lore of Clothes will trouble 5 you at both. 
Evad. Art thou drunk, Dula ? | 
Dula. Why, here's none but we. 
Evad. Thou think'ſt, belike, there is no Modeſty 
When we are alone. 
Dula. Ay, by my Troth, you hit my Thoughts ke: 
Evad. You prick me, Lady. Dula. 'Tis againſt my Will: 
Anon you muſt endure more, and lie ſtill. 
You're beſt to practiſe. Evad. Sure, this Wench is mad. 
Dula. No, faith, this is Thick that Fhave aud 


- (19) Evad. How's APD! | 
Dula. That I might go to Bed wwith him with Credit that * a. 7 | 
Theſe Words I * retriey'd from the old Quarto of 1619; And 

1 Dula is, through the whole Scene, remarkably a merry and a wan- 

ton Wench ; I have a ſtrong Suſpicion that ſhe is here ſinging a Stanza 

from ſome old known Ballad. I ve- therefore ventured to replace the 

Whole in the Text, a, I verily ee the Authors intended it; And 

tipecially' as I had Mr. Sexward's Approbation for ſo doin ak Nor 

Vs it a bad With in Dala for herſelf, ang 222 8 en 'd with 

lach a Man as Amintor. A 


"©. 


Since 
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6 


Since I was fourteen. Evad, Tis high time to leave it. 


Dula, Nay, now I'Il keep it, till the trick leave me; 
A dozen wanton Words, put in your Head, 


| Will make you livelier in, your Husband” s Bed. 


Evad. Nay, faith, then take it. 
Dula. Take it, Madam! ? where? | 
We all, I hope, will take it, that are here. | 
Evad. Nay, then, I'll give you o'er. Dula. So will I make 
The ableſt Man in Rhodes, or his Heart ake 
Evad. Wilt take my Place to Night? 
Dula. I'll hold your Cards 


Gainſt any two I know. Exvad. What wilt thou do? 


Dula. Madam, we'll do't, and make em leave Play too, 
Evad. Aſpatia, take her part. Dula. I will refuſe it. 
She will pluck down aſide, ſhe does not uſe it. 
Evad. Why, do, I prethee. Dula. You will find the 
Quickly, becauſe your Head lies well that way. [Play 
Evad. I thank thee, Dula; *would, thou could*ſt inſtil 
Some of thy Mirth into Aſpatia ! 
No but ſad Thoughts in her Breaſt do dwell; 
Methinks, a Mean betwixt you would do well. 
Dula. She is in Love; hang me, if I were ſo, 
But I could run my Country : I love too 
To do thoſe gs, that People in Love do. 
Aſp. It were a timeleſs Smile ſhould prove my Check; 


It were a fitter Hour for me to laugh, 


With 


When at the Altar the religious Prieſt 
Were 8 the offended Powers 
acrifice, than now. This ſhould have been 


My Right; and all your Hands have been ne 


In giving me a ſpotleſs Offering 

To young Amintor's Bed, as we are now 

For you. Pardon, Evadue; would, my Worth 
Were great as yours, or that the King, or He, 


Or Bo , thought ſo! Perhaps, he found me worthlels; 


But, till he did ſo, in theſe Ears of mine 


(Theſe credulous Ears) he pour'd the ſweeteſt Words 


That Art or Love could frame; if he were falſe, 


Pardon it, Heaven! and if I did want 


eh you lately may ny that too; 


For 


ake 


ck; 
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(20) For J have loſt none that L had from you. 

Evad. Nay, leave this ſad Nan en 

Aſp. Would, I could! __ 0 
Then ſhould 1 leave the Cauſe. 

Evad. See, if you have not ſpoil'd all Duld's Mirth. 

Af. Thou think'ſt thy Heart hard, but if thou be'ſt 
Remember me; thou ſhalt perceive, a Fi ire lenght, 
Shot ſuddenly into thee. 


Dula. That's not ſo good; let em | hoot any ching but 

Fire, I fear em not. % 
Ap. Well, Wench, thou may'ſt be hea. > u 
Evad. Tadks. Good-night ; 


Il do the reſt myſelf. Dull Nay, let your Lord do fore. 
Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Yew... 


(Singing. 
Evad. That s one of your fad Songs, Madam.. Kid T 

Aſp. Believe me, "tis 2, very pretty; one. 
| Evad. How is it, Madam? 5 . Ag ae") 


3 „ opus = 162 gail 
* 


Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Lows. 
Maidens, Willow Branches bear; ſay, I died true: 


My Love was falſe, but I was firm from my Hour of ws 10 
Upon my buried Body hye hightly,, gentle Eartbſß̃k· 


Evad. Fie on't, Madam! the Words are 6 
they are able to make one Dream of Hobgoblins. 1 coul 
never have the Pour; Sing that, Dula. 


Dula, I could never have tbe Poor * 
To love one above an Fleur, I 


20) And if 7 40 want | 

Virtue, you ſafely may forgive that tos: 

For I hawe 1h 3 had from you.] 27% none « muſt t Gig: 
nify here none left, I think, or nothing: And then, ſurely, it is a 
trange Mock-plea in Afpatia, to fay that the Heavens may fafely 
forgive her for it. The Abſurdity of the Reaſoning makes it abſolutely 
neceſſary that we ſhould have recourſe to the Readin of the three eldeſt 
Yuarts's, which I have reſtored. to the Text. Then the meaning is 
clear and obvious. Her Expoſtulation is with the Heavens to this 
Purpoſe; If I wanted Virtue, you may forgive that; Why did you 
not grant me a larger Portion of it? For by my Conduct and Actions 
| have not oft, or forfeited, any 2 of what you beſtow d on me. 


3 But 


* *. 
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But my Heart 4would prompt mine 117 
On ſome other Man to y; 
Mag fix mine Eyen faſt, | 
Or if not, gre me al that 7 hal ſi at lo. 

1 So, leave me now. 

Dua. Nay, we muſt ſee you laid. 

Abb. Madam, Good - night; may all the «My FE ART 
That longing Maids imagine in their Beds, 


Prove ſo unto you; may no Diſcontent 


Grow *twixt your Love and you! But, if there do, 
Enquire of me, and I will guide your Moan; | 
Teach you an artificial Way to grieve, 

To keep your Sorrow waking. Love your Lord 
No — than I; but if you love ſo well, 

Alas, you may diſpleaſe bim; fo did I. 

This is the laſt time you ſhall look on me : 

Ladies, farewel; as ſoon as I am dead, 

Come all, and watch one Night about my Hearſe 
Bring each a mournful Story, and a Tear, 

To offer at it when I go to Earth. 

(21) With flatt'ring Ivy claſp my Coffin round; 
Write on my Brow my Fortune; let my Bier 


| Be borne by Virgins that ſhall ſing, by courſe, 
| The Truth of pe: ee ak BIOL. 


It 1 ro ol .night. 1 | 
1 Lady. Come, we'll let in he neee. 
Dula. Where's my Lord? 


1 Lach. Here, take this Licht. 
Enter Amintor. 
Dula. He will find her in the dark. 


4 


6s With flatt ring ty) It is the Suſpicion of the ingenious 


| Mr. Sympſen to me, that the Poets Word here might have been, flow'ring: 


A very pretty, as well as proper, Epithet. But as it has not the 


Countenance of any of the Copies, I only mention it as a Conjecture 


and have not ventured to diſturb the Text. And, indeed, A/patia's 
Idea ſeems to be, that the Flattery of the Ivy, in its Quality claſp- 
whatever it is placed to, reſembles the flattering and deceitful Em. 


braces of falſe Men. For all her Sentiments ariſe from the Subject of 


Sorrow and Diſappointment, 
1 Lach. 


SSS S rer 
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1 Lady Tour Lady's ſcarce a- Bed yet, you muſt help 
Asp. Go, and be happy in your Lady's Love; lber. 
May all the Wrongs, that you have Sond to- ain : 
get forgotten in my Death ! 1 46oa8 1 
ll trouble you no more yer 1 will tee Ren 
A parting; Kiſs, and will not be deny . 
You'll come, my Lord, and ſee the Virgins weep . 
When I am laid in Earth, though you 
Can know no Pity. Thus I wind myſelf 
Into this Willow Garland, and am prouder 
That I was once your Love, (though now refs » 
Than to have had another true to me. 
So with 3 * leave you, and muſt 7 
Some yet unpractis d Way to e an E 
Dula. Come, Ladies, will * [Exit Aut 
. Omnes, Good-night, my Lord. 
Amin, Much Happineſs unto you all I Braut Lader 
did that Lady Weng : Methinks, I feel 
A Grief 4 ſuddenly through all my Veins; . 
Mine Eyes rain; this is ſtrange at ſuch a Time. 
It was the King. firſt mov'd me to't, but he 
Has not m in keeping. Why do Fob N 
Perplex m elk thus? Something whiſpers me: F * J 
| Go not to Bed. My Guilt is not ſo great 7 
a As mine on Conſcience (too ſenſible) 
f Would make me think; I only brake a Promiſe, 
| And *twas the King inforc'd me: Timorous Fleſh, . | 
eu! thak thou ſo? away, my idle Fears | 


Enter Evadne, from the Bedchamber. 8 Se 2 


Lader is ſhe, the Luſtre of whoſe Eye 

Can blot awa the fad Remembrance © _ 

Of all theſe Oh, my Evadne, ſpare 

That tender Body, let it Do take Cold; 

The Vapours of the Night ſhall not fall here. | 

To Bed, my Love; Hymen A | 

For being ſlack rae of his Rites, | 

Cam'ſt thou to call me? Evad. No. 
Amin. Come, come, my Love, 


And let us loſe ourſelves to one another. 
i Why 


Ys, 


7 T wo oe. S 
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Wh art thou up fo long? vad. I am not well. 

2 — To Bed then; let me wind thee in theſe — 
Till l have baniſh'd Sickneſs.” Evad. Good my Lord 
I cannot ſleep. Amin. Euudut, we will watch, 
I mean no ſleeping. Evad. I'll not go to Bed. 

Amin. ] prethee, do. Evad. [ will not for the World, 

Amin. Why, my dear Love? 

Evad. Why? I have ſworn, I will not. 

Amin. Sworn! vad. Ay. 

Amin. How? ſworn, Evadne? 5 

Evad. Yes, ſworn, Amintor, and will fear again, 

If you will wiſh to hear me. 

Amin. To whom have you fda this? en 

Evad. If I ſhould name him, the Matter were not great. 

Amin. Come, this is but the a of a Bride. 

Evad. The Coyneſs of a Bride? Amin. How prettily 
That Frown becomes thee! Evad. Do you like it ſo? 

Amin. Thou canſt not dreſs thy Face in ſuch a Look, 
But I ſhall ike it. Evad. What Look will like you beſt? 
Amin. Why do you ak? /? 

Evad. That I may ſhew your' one leſs pleaſing t to you 

Amin. How's that ? ' —— 

Evad. That I may ſhew you one 16 pleaſing to you. 
Anin. I prethee, put thy am in milder Looks. 

It ſhews as thou wert an Evad. So, perhaps, 

Jam indeed.” Amin. Why, d. has done thee Wrong? 
Name me the Man, and by thyſelf I, ſwear, 

Thy yet unconquer'd ſelf, I will revenge the. 

Evad. Now ] ſhall try thy Truth; if thou doſt love me, 
Thou weigh'ſt not any thing compar'd with me: 
Life, Honour, Joys eternal, all Delights © 
This World can yield, or hopeful People feign 
Are in the Life to come, ate light as Air 
Io a true Lover when his Lady frowns, © 
And bids him do this: Wilt thou kill this Man! 0 
Swear, my Amintor, and I'll kiſs the Sin 
Off from thy Lips. Amin. I will not ſwear, ſweet Love, 
Till I do know the Cauſe. © Evad. I wou'd, thou woud' ſt; 
Why, it is thou that wrong'ſt me; I hate thee; 5 

Thou ſnould'ſt have kill e — 


Amin, 
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Anin, If 1 ſhould know that, 1 ſhould quickly kill 
„ WH The Man you hated. Evad. Know it then, _d do't. 
Amin. Oh, no; what Look ſoe'er thou ſhalt put on 
To try my Faith, T ſhall not think thee falſe ; 5 
| cannot find one Blemiſh in thy Face, 18 
d. were Falſhood ſhould abide. Leave, and to Bed; 
If you have ſworn to any of the Virgins. 
That were your old Companions, to preſerve  ' 
Your Maiden-head a Night, it may be done | 
Without this means. (22) Evad. A Maiden-head, Amintor,. 
At my Years? Amin. Sure, ſhe raves; this cannot be 
Thy natural Temper ; ſhall I call thy Maid? 
Either thy healthfil Sleep hath left thee long, 
. Or elſe ſome Fever rages in thy Blood, WW. 
Evad. Neither, Amintor; think you, T am mad. 
y Becauſe I ſpeak the Truth? Amin. Is this the Truth? 
Will you not lie with me to Night? Evad. To Night? 
| You talk, as if you thought I would hereafter. 
? Amin. Hereafter? Yes, I do. Evad. You are deceiv'd. 
Put off Amazement, and with Patience mark | 
l, What I ſhall utter; for the Oracle 
Knows nothing truer; tis not for a Night, 
Or two, that I forbear thy Bed, but ever. 
Amin. I dream; —— awake, Amintor ! | 
Evad. You hear right; STS IO 
; | ſooner will find out the Beds of Snakes, | 
And with my youthful Blood warm their cold Fleſh, 
| Letting them curl themſelves about my Limbs, _ 
b Than fleep one Night with thee; this is not feign d. 
| Nor ſounds it like the Coyneſs of a Bride. 
(23) Amin, Is Fleſh ſo earthy to endure all this? 40 


4 - 


(22) —— 4 Maiden-head, Amintor, | + + + 
At my Years?) Mr. Rymer, (in his Traged?es of the laſt Age 
ander d and examin'd by the Practice of the Frcients) not without 
Juſtice exclaims againſt the Effrontery and Impudence of  Evadne's 
Character. But as the Colouring of his critical Reflections is gene- 
ally ſo groſs and glaring,” I ſhall refer thoſe Readers, who have Cu- 
3 nolity enough, to his Book, without quoting from him on this Subject. 


(23) 7s Hiaꝶ ſo earthly] Tho! all the Copies agree in this Reading, 
| dare ſay, the Poets' Word was, earthy. The firſt only RR | 
| f 285 


we 


„„ . Mods, Log 


Are theſe the Joys of Marriage R 
This Story (that will Like how Ry ew 1 
Neglect thy n from all Ears: 

Let it not riſe up for thy Shame and mine 

To After- ages; we will ſcorn thy Laws, 

If thou no 7 bleſs them; touch the Heart 

Of her that thou haſt ſent me, or the World 

Shall know this; not an Altar then will ſmoak 

In Praiſe of thee; we will adopt us Sons; 

Then Virtue ſhall inherit, and not Blood. 

If we do luſt, we'll take the next we meet, 

Serving our ſelves as other Creatures do; 

And never take Note of the Female more, 

Nor of her Iſſue. —— I do rage in vai n, 
She can but jeaſt ; 1 
So dear the Thoughts are that I hold of thee, 
That I muſt break forth: Satisfy my Fear 

It is a Pain, beyond the Pain of Death, 

To be in Doubt; confirm it with an Oath, + 

If this be true. Evad. Do you invent the F orm: 
Let there be in it all the binding Words | 
Devils and Conjurers can put together 
And I will take it. 1 have fwom before, | 1 of? 
And here, by all things holy, do again, 

Never to be acquainted wi thy Bed. | 

Is your Doubt over now? 

Amin, I know too much; Mori, I had doubted kill 
7 + Wins 
You Pow'rs above, if you did ever mean 
Man ſhould be us'd 3 you have thought A cy 
How he may bear himſelf, 4 ſave his Honour 
Inſtruct me in it; for to my dull Eyes 5 
There is no Mean, no moderate Courſe to run; 

I muſt live ſcorn'd, or be a Murderer : | 


this Idea, belonging to Earth, mortal: The other takes in a ande 
Senſe; Is Fleſh ſo entirely made up of that groſs Element, Earth, 
that it participates of no Spirit, no en Fire, to kindle a Re- 
ſentment, a Feeling of (Rn | 


« „ * 
— 4 
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27 
Is there a third? Why is this n N 
Oe hon not Heaven ſpeak in Thunder 2 
And drown her Voice? 

Evad. This Rage will do no Good. 

Amin. Evadne, hear me; Thou haſt ta en an Out, 
But ſuch a raſh one, that, to keep it, were 
Worſe than to ſwear it; alli it back to thee; - 

(Such Vows, as that, never aſcend the Heav'n op 

A Tear or two will waſh it quite away. 

Have Mercy on my Youth, my hopeful Youth, 

f thou be pitiful; for (without Boaſt) 

This Land was proud of me : — — 

That Men call'd fair and virtuous in this Ile, 

That would have ſhun'd my Love? It is in then 
To make me hold this Worth Oh! we vain Meng 7 
That truſt out all our Reputation, 

To reſt upon the weak and yielding Hand 

Of feeble Woman! But thou art not Stone; 

Thy Fleſh is ſoft, and in thine Eyes doth dwell 

The Spirit of Lovez thy Heart cannot be hard. 

Come, lead me from the bottom of Deſpair, 

Io all the Joys thou haſt; I know, thou wilt; 

And make me careful, leſt the ſudden Change 

O'ercome my Spirits. Evad. When I call back this Oathy 
The Pains of Hell environ nme! Amin. I fleep, - \/ ++ 
And am too temperate; come Thou to Bed, | 
Or by thoſe Hairs, which, if thou haſt a Sound 
Like to thy Locks, were Threads for Kings to wear 
About their Arms Zvad. Why, ſo, perhaps, they are. 

Amin. I'Il drag thee to my Bed, and make thy e 
Undo this wicked Oath, or on thy Fleſh n | 
I'll print a thouſand Wounds: to let out Life. | 42 

Evad, I fear thee not, do what thou dar'ſt to me; 


(24) — Why is this Night ſo calm? 
ther , Why goes not Heaven /j ſpeak in Thunder tous) The Poets Ig 
th, 2 to have had in their Eye this Paſſage of e in his 
Re- Hippolptus. „ 
— Magne Regnator Dean, 2 . 
Tam lentus audis Scelera? tam lentus vides 7 
 Ecquando ſæuã Fulmen emittes manu, 

3 di nunc ſerenum eſt ? 


Ev'ry 


e aid, Tragedy, | 
Ev'ry il-ſounding Word, or threatning Look, 


Thou ſhew'ſt to me, will be — at full. hh 


Amin. It will not, ſure, Evadne ?: — 
EZvad. Do not you hazard that. 
Amin. Ha' you your Champions: 
Zvad. Alas, Amintor, think*ſt thou, I forbear 
To ſleep with thee, becauſe I have put on 


A Maiden's Strictneſs? Look upon theſe Cheeks, No 


And thou ſhalt find the hot and rifing Blood 
Unapt for ſuch a Vow. No, in this Heart 
There dwells as much Deſire, and as much Will 
To put'th* wiſh'd Act in practice, as &er yet. 


Was known-to Woman, and they have been ſhown | 41 


Both; but it was the Folly of thy Youth 
To think this Beauty (to what Land ſoe er 


It ſhall be call d l ſtoop to any Second. 


I do enjoy the beſt, and in that height : 121 0 
Have ſworn to ſtand or die: You gueſs the Man. 


Amin. No; let me know the Man, that mo me 0 


That I may cut his Body into Motes. 
And ſcatter it before the Northern Wind. 90 


Evad. Lou dare not ſtrike him. 


Amin. Do not wrong-me'ſo;  . 
Ves, if his Body were a pois' nous Plant, 
That it were Death to touch, J have a Soul 1 
Will throw me on him. Eva. dro 'tis the King, 
Amin. The King! 

Eꝛvad. What will you fr Amin. Miet the Küg 


Evad. What did he make this Match for, dull Amintor 


Amin. Oh! thou haſt nam'd a Word, that wipes 225 

All Thoughts revengeful; in that Sacred Word, 

The King, there lies a Terror; what frail Man 

Dares lift his Hand againſt it? Let the Gods 

Speak to him when they pleaſe; till when, let us | 

| why Ao and wait. 5 
Evad. Why ſhould you fill yourſelf ſo full of Flad 

| And haſte ſo N my Bed? I am no Virgin. _ 

Amin. What Devil it in thy Fancy then 

To marry me? Evad. Alas, I muſt have one 

To father Children, and to bear the Name 
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The" Maid"s Tragedy. | .*9 
Of Husband to me, chat my Sin maybe [Ede 
More honourable. ' Amin. What a ſtrange Thing an 1 2 
Evad. A miſerable one; one that myſelf * * 
Am ſorry for. Amin. Why, ſhew it chen in cus; its a0” 
If thou haſt Pity, though thy Love be none 
Kill me; and all true Lovers, that ſhall live” M 
In After- ages croſt in their Deſi res 15 A 
Shall bleſs thy Memory, and call thee good; Der 
Becauſe ſuch Mercy in thy Heart was and; 10 
To rid a lingring Wretch. Evad. I muſt <p obe 
To fill thy Room again, if thou wert dead.. 2A 
Elſe, by this Night, I would: I piey three. 
Amin, Theſe ſtrange and ſudden Injuries have fall'n 
80 thick upon me, that I loſe all Sene 
Of what they are. Methinks, I am not wrong d; 
Nor it is aught, if from the cenfuring World 
[ can but hide it —— Reputation, 
Thou art a Word, no more : But thou haſt ſhown 
An Impudence fo high, that to the World, 
| fear, thou wilt betray or ſhame thyſelf. nh * 
Evad. To cover Shame, I won thee; „ never r fer, 00 
That I would blaze myſelf. oy 
Amin. Nor let the King 1 b. | 
Know, I conceive he wrongs me; then mine Honour. | 
Will thruſt me into Action, that my*Fleſh. + + 6 
Could bear with Patience; [and it u e Kae (eh 
Jo me in theſe Extreams, that I knew this | 
Before I touch*d thee; elſe, had all the Sins 
Of Mankind ſtood betwixt me and the King, 
[ had gone through em to his Heart and thine. 
(25) I have left one Deſire; T tis not = Crown : 
| Shall 
(25 I have loſt o one Defire, tis not his * | 
Shall buy me to thy Bed: Now 1 refolve © 
| He has diſhonour'd thee ; ) In this mangled Condition does this 
Paſſage ſtand in all the Vulgar Editions. But what one Defire was it, 
which Amintor had 4% The old Quarto of 1619 reads, I have left 
one Defire, &c, This is the true Reading. I have retified the 
Leh and now I muſt explain the Senſe of the Paſſage. ** I have 
one Defire 4%; (fays Amintor,) for it is not his Crown ſhould buy 


me to thy ed, now I refolve, (i; e. am reſolv'd, aſcertain'd,) 
8 * that be has diſhonour'd Thee; Cc. Bot what then wa —_— 


30 The Maid Tragedy. 


Shall buy me to thy Bed, now I refolve, © 1: + 
He has diſhonour'd thee; ) give me thy Hand, 
Be careful of thy Credit, and fin cloſe; 5 
*Tis all I wiſh, Upon thy Chamber- floor ö 
I'll reſt to Night, that Morning - Viſiters b; 
May think, we did as married People uſe. 1 
And, pr ythee, ſmile upon me when they come, 
And ſeem to toy, as if thou hadſt been pleas Cc 
With what we did. Evad. Fear not, I will do this. 
Amin. Come, let us practiſe; and as wantonly - + 
As ever loving Bride and Bridegroom met, in & 
Let's laugh and enter here. Evad. I am content. 
Amin, Down all the Swellings of my troubled Heart! 
When we walk thus intwin'd, let all Eyes fee 
If ever Lovers better did agree. _ [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, an Apartment in Calianax's Houſe, 
Enter Aſpatia, Antiphila and Olympias. 
Asp. Away, you are not fad, force it no further; 
Good Gods, how well you look! ſuch a full Colour 
Young baſhful Brides put on : vn fx are new married, 
Ant. Yes, Madam, to your Grief. T ward 


Ap. Alas! poor Wenches. >] 
Go learn to love firſt, learn to loſe yourſelves; © © 


(26) Learn to be flatter*d, and believe, and bleſk *. 


The 
fire 4% him? The Lines immediately following put it out of all 


—— — Give me thy Hand, 

* Be careful of thy Credit, and fin cloſe; 
1. all I wiſh. | 
1126) Learn to be flatter'd, and believe, and bleſs 
The double Tongue that didit; | , 

Make a Faith out of the Miracles of ancient Lowers. 

Did you ne'er love yet, Wenches ? ſpeak Olympias, 

Such as ſpeak Truth and dy d in't, 1 72 

And, like me, believe all faithful, and be miſerable; © 
nf Thou haſt an eaſy Temper, fit for Stamp.) In this mangled 
Condition, both as to Pointing, Detriment — Deſect of Mere, 
and Confuſion in the Order of the Lines, has this Paſſage ſtood in ll 
the Editions, The Readers will at one Glance ſee, that I have fully 


cured it in all theſe Particulars; and I vught to confeſs, to the * 


8 
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The double Tongue: 


: WM 
that did it; make à Fan 
Out of the Miracles of ancient Lovers; „ ts 
Such as ff e Truth and dyꝰ d it; and, like me, 
Believe all faithful, and be miſenuble 10 
Did you ne er love yet, Wenches? en Ohmpias 


Thou haſt an eaſy Temper, fit for Stamp. 

Ohmp. Never. Hap Nor Pr, y * 

Ant. Nor I. [ 

Ap. Then, my good Girls, be more than Women, w wiſe 
At ſeaſt; be more than I was; and, be ſure, 

You credit any thing the Light gives Light to 

Before a Man; rather believe, the Sea 

Weeps for the ruin'd Merchant, when he roars ; 

Rather, the Wind courts but the pregnant Sails, 

When the ſtrong Cordage cracks; rather, the Sun 

Comes but to kiſs the Fruit in wealthy Autumn, 

When all falls blaſted. If you needs muſt love, 

(Forc'd by ill Fate) take to your maiden Boſoms © 
(27) Two dend ccd Aſpicks, and of them make Lovers; | 
They cannot flatter, nor forſwear; one Kiſs | 

Makes a long Peace for all; but Man, baſe Man, 

Oh, that beaſt Man! — Come; let's be ad, , 

That Down- caſt of thine Eye, Olympias, | 

Shews a fine Sorrow; mark, 1 | 

Juſt ſuch another was the Nym 243 8H 

When Paris brought home 65/8 "Now! a Tearg — 1 

tt hen thu arts a fin g fully | 

The Carthage om a ads Sea-Rock, 

Full with — — ſhe 2 faſt her Eyes 

To the fair Trojan Ships; and, having loſt them, 

Juſt as thine Eyes do, down ſtole a Tear; Antiphila, 

What would this Wench do, if ſhe were  Afpatia? | 

Here ſhe would ſtand, till ſome more 

Turn'd her to Marble. *Tis enough, my 7ench ; 

of Mr. Seward Sagacity, that he ſtarted the ſame Emendation in 

every point with me. 

(27) Tevo dead cold Afpicks] Theſe muſt not be two diſtin& Epi- 
thets, but one compound Adjective with an Hyphen, dgad. coli, i. e. 
cold as Death: for if the Aſpicks were dead, how. could the Kiſs of 
them do any hurt? en Win, . with me in the 
Alteration made. robe 2 %% wt Sue | 


32 The: Maid Tragedy.” 
She me the piece of Needlework: you 
Ant. Of + 4a Madam? Hh. Ves, — P | 
This ſhould be The/eus; Was a coz ning Face, 
You meant him for a Man. Aut. He was ſo, Madam. 
Aſp. Why, then tis well enou ought, Never look 
You have a full-Wind, and a A Theſeus ; 
Does not the Story ay, his Keel was i... 
Or his Maſts ſpent, or ſome kind . 
Met with his Veſſel? Ant. Not as I og M 
Aſp. It ſhould ha* been ſo; could the Gods = ths (3: 
And none of all their number raiſe a Storm ? 
But they are all as ill. Ay, this falſe Smile 


Was well expreſt ; juſt fi another caught me ; Le U; 
5 You ſhall not go on ſo, Autiphilʒ M 

this Place work a Quickſand, | Gt 
And over it a ſhallow ſmiling Water, | 


And his Ship ploughing it ; and then i Fear : Ito. 
Do that Fear bravely, Wench. Aut. Iwill wrong the | 

Aſp. * Twill make the Story, wrong' d 2 gi Pots M 
1 long and be believ d. But where's 8 

Ant. There, Madam. Ap. Oh fie, you be! age it W 
Antiphila, you are much miſtaken, Wench; Her U 
Theſe Colours are not dull and pale enough, . 
To ſhew a Soul ſo full of Myery-. pes” 
As this fad Lady's was; do it by me, Faak del tad fat : 
Do ic agin by me, the loſt Aſpatia;: | 

And you ſhall find all true, (29) but the wild I0and. . 
(30) —— I ſtand Wen the Sea-beach now, Nor” = 

(4 0 ine thel 

28) 7˙ g not „ This ould hav Ae printed as a diſtin ado 
Verſe, had not the Omiſſion of a Particle ſpoil'd bit Senſe and Mea- tion 
ſure, which are eaſily reſtored. Mr. Sravard, 

(29) but the wild Maud] Ariadne, the Daughter of ( 
Minos, __ of Crete, tis well known, was deſperately in Love with Rea 
Theſeus. She by the help of a Clue extricated him from the Laby- In | 
rinth .to which he was confined ; and embark'd with him on his Re- den 
turn for Atbens: But he ungenerouſly gave her the Drop on the Shore _ 
of the Iſland Naxos, Aſpatia ſays, her Caſe is in every Particular ng 
ſimilar, except as to the wild Iſland. the 

(30) Suppoſe, I fland] This is one of thoſe Paſages; where-the , 
Poets, rapt into a glorious Enthuſiaſm, ſoar on the rapid Wings of 
Fancy. Enthufiaſm I would call the very. Eſſence of Poetry, 2 | 


without it, neither the happy Conduct of the Fable, the Juſtneſs of \ 
| Character 


The Maid's' Tragedy. | 33 
Mine Arms thus, and mine Hair blown with __ ON 
Wild as that: Deſart; and let all about me "Vn 
31) Be Teachers of my Story; do my Fs 3111 
(If thou hadſt ever Feeling of a Sorrow | - 17 
Thus, thus, Antiphila; ſtrive to make me look 


1 
: 


Like Sorrow's Monument; and the Trees about me, : 
Let them be dry and leafeleſs; let the Rocks 
Groan with continual Surges, and behind ne 
Make all a Deſolation; ſee, ſee, Wenches 
(32) A miſerable Life of this poor Picture. 0 IT 


Ohm. Dear Madam rota 
Ap. I have done, fit down, and letun 4 - Beh. 
Upon that Point fix all our Eyes, that Point there; 
Make a dull Silence, 'till you feel a inn won 2 
Give us new Souls. "439 25) 
Enter Calianax, 3 


Cal. The King may do this, and he may not 1 400 it; 
My Child is wrong'd, diſprac'd. — Well, how now, Hu 


wives? 
What, at your Eaſe? bene ſtill? | 
Up, you young lazy Whores, up, or T I! s you. 
Ohm. Nay, good my Lord. 
Cal. You'll lie down ſhortly ;—get you in, and work; 
(33) What, are you grown fo our you want , 
a e 


Characters or Sentiments, nor the utmoſt Harmony of Metre, can al- 
together form the Poet. It is the Frequency of ſuch noble Flights as 


e 


theſe, and their amazing Rapidity, that ſets the immortal Shakeſpeare 
inR above all other Dramatick Poets; and ſuffers none of dur own Na- 
for tion in any Degree to approach him, but Beaumont and Fletcher. 
ard, 3 Mr. Seward. 
_ (31) Tell, that I am forſaken; ] This J ſuſpe& to be a ſophiſticated 


with Reading ; and, very probably, from the Players. The oldeft Edition, 
aby- in 1619, has it; Be Teares of my Story — This Reading neither 
"Re denſe, nor Metre, will allow of. But I doubt not, but the Emenda- 
note tion, which J have given, retrieves the Authors true Words and Mean- 
cular ing; Be hs yan my Story; i. e. Let every thing about me b ed 
75 the Story of my Misfortunes. 

e the (32) 4 miſerable Life of this oor Piaure.) i. e. See in moe this 
gs of Picture to the Life. 

ſince, (33) OW are you grown fo rey? You want dn e 

efs of Mie ſhall baue ſome of the Court Boys do that Office. ] Thus 
adden Vo 1. I, D the 


34 The Maid's Tragedy. 
We ſhall have ſome of the Court-Boys heat you ſhortly, - 
Ant. My Lord, we do no more than we are cnargd: 
It is the Lady's Pleaſure we : be thus | 
In Grief; ſhe is forſaken. 
Cal. There's a Rogue too, | 
A young diſſembling Slave; well, get you in, 
I'Il have a Bout with that Boy; tis high time 
Nou to be valiant; I confeſs, my Youth 
Was never prone that way. What, made a an n Aſs? 
A Court-Stale? Well, I will be valiant, - 
And beat ſome Dozen of theſe Whelps; — there's 
Another of em, a trim cheating Soldier, 
Pl maul that Raſcal ; h'as — me endices 
But now, I thank the Gods, I'm valiant—— 
Go, get you in; Þll take a Courſe with all. [ Exeunt 


' * 


T i 8, R N. Rll. 
SCENE, an Apartment in Amintor's Ha. 
Enter Cleon, Strato, and Diphilys. 


Cle: 7OU R Siſter is not up yet. 
| Diph. Oh, Brides muſt take their Morning's Reſt, 
The Night is troubleſome. Stra. But not tedious, 
Diph. das odds, he has not my Siſter's Maidenhead 


to Night? 


Stra. None; it's odds againſt any Bridegroom lng 
he ne*er gets it while he lives. . 


Dipb. You're merry with my Siſter, you'll oo to 
allow me the ſame Freedom with your Mother. 


the Folio Edition of 1679 exhibits the Text. The Quarts of 1630 
and 1638, have it, Von want heares. — But what Office, in the Name 
of Nonſenſe, were the Court-Boys to do for theſe young Wenchs! 
Or what Conſonance is there betwixt being reſty, evanting Earit 
The old Man, in his Alluſion, compares them to lazy, reſhy Mate, 
that want to be rid ſo many Heats: and this was the Office, that tht 
| — , wanton, Courtiers were to do for them. I have retriev d tit 
from the old 2zarto's of 1619, and 1622. 10 


: 
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gira. She's at your Service. rg 


Diph. Then ſhe's merry enough of herſelf, | ſhe. needs 
no Tickling. Knock at the Door. 2 


Stra. We ſhall interrupt them. | 
Diph. No matter, they have the Year before them. . 
Good- morrow, Siſter; ſpare yourſelf to Payr: 


Amin. Who's there, my Brother? I am no readier yet; 
Your Siſter's but now up. Dipb. You look as you 
Had loſt your Eyes to Night 3 1 think, you ha' not Nept: 

Amin. I'faith, I have not. Diph. You have done bet- 

ter then, - 1366s 20 oi Me 

Amin. We ventur'd for a Boy; (34) when he is Twelve, 
He ſhall command againſt the Foes of Rhodes. | 
Shall we be merry? 7 ar 141 20 201 40 

Stra. R you want Sleep. Amin. Tis true; — 

ut ſhe, 11 At 
As if ſhe had drunk Lethe, or had made _ F:/.7 
Even with Heav'n, did fetch fo ſtill a Slee 1+ | 


do ſweet and ſound —— Diph, What's that? 16:1 F 
Amin. Your Siſter frets this Morning, and does turn | 
Her Eyes upon me, as People on their Headſmanz 
She does ſo chafe, and kiſs, and chafe again, 
And clap my Cheeks; ſhe's in another World. 
Diph. Then I had loſt; I was about to lay, 
You had not got her Maiden-head to Night, 
Amin, Ha! 525 | 
He does not mock me; you had loſt, indeed 
do not uſe to bungle. Cleo. You do deſerve her. 
Amin, I laid my Lips to hers,” and that wild Breath, 
That was fo rude and rough to me laſt Night, | 


(34) ———— when he is twelve, 
He fhall command againſt the Foes of Rhodes. 

Stra. You cannot; you want Sleep.) In this ſtupid Manner, from 
lomewhat before, and ever ſince, the Year 1650, has the Text ſtood. 
Strato makes a dire&t Anſwer to Something, without any previous 
Geſtion ſtarted, or Point propounded. The Hemiſtich, which I have 
reſtored from the three eldeſt 2uarto's, makes, what he replies to, 
appoſite and ſenſible. | | 

D 2 Was 
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Was ſweet as April; I'll be yaly” 12 ” 22:5 ee 
| If theſe be the Effects. 223-4 v4} 


Enter Melantius. 4 


Mel. Good. day, Amintor, for to me the Name 
Of Brother is too diſtant; we are Friends, 
And that is nearer. Amin. Dear Melantius! © 
Let me behold thee; Is it-poſſible ——— 
Mel. What ſudden Gaze is this? 
Amin. *Tis wond'rous ſtrange. © © 
Mel. Why does thine Eye deſire fo ſtrict + a View 
Of that it knows ſo well? There's nothing here 
That is not thine. Amin. I wonder much, Melantius, 
Jo ſee thoſe noble Looks, that make me think 
Ho virtuous thou art; and on the ſudden © 
*Tis ſtrange to me, thou ſhouldſt have Worth and Honour, 
Or not be baſe, and falſe, and treacherous, W 
And every Ill. But- Mel. Stay, ſtay, my Friend; Ye 
I fear, this Sound will not become our Loves ; ; | | 
(35) No more embrace me. Amint. Oh, miſtake me not; 
I know thee to be full e all thoſe Deeds, | 
That we frail Men call but by the Courſe _ 
Of Nature thou ſhou'd _ at quickly chang'd © 
As are the Winds; diſſembling as the Sea, 
That now wears Brows as ſmooth as Virgins? be, 
Tempting the Merchant to invade his Face 
And in an Hour calls his Billows up, | 
And ſhoots *em at the Sun, deſtroying all Rc 
He carries on him. —O, how near am I Ald. 
To utter my ſick Thoughts! Mel. But why, my Friend, 
Should I be fo by Nature? Amin. I have wed 
Thy Siſter, who hath virtuous Thoughts enough 
For one, whole Family; and it is ſtrange, Sh 
(35) No more, embrace ne.] Melantius is diſguſted at 4mintwr' 
odd Behaviour, which, not knowing the Source of his Diſorder, be 
cannot account for: but he thinks, the Tenour of Amintor's Word 
does not become their wonted Friendſhip : He, therefore, ſeems to of H 
* a Truce of their uſual Intimacies, till his Suſpicions are clear 
This miſtaken Comma remov'd, we recover Melantiuss in 


Reſerve; and Amintor s ſubſequent Bs accounts for the Ns ; 
a of it, } 


That 


. 
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That y ou ſhould feel no Want, —— mm Tat 
Ml Believe me, this Complement's too cunning for me. 
Diph. What ſhould I be then by the Courſe of N ature, 

They having Both robb'd me of fo much Virtue? . © 
Stra. O call the Bride, my Lord Amintor, that we may 

ſce her bluſh, and turn her Eyes. down; it is r prettieſt 

Sport. 

418 Ease“ Evad. My Land | ben, thin, 
Amin, Come forth, my Love; 

Your Brothers do etiznd to with you Joya: i] 
Foad. I am not ready Jet. Alwin. e enough 
Evad. They'll mock me. 
Anin. Faith, thou ſhalt come in. 


Enter Evadne. 


Mel. Good-morrow, Siſter ; he, that underſtands 
Whom you have wed, need not to wiſh you Joy: 
You have enough; take heed, you be not proud. 

Diph. O Siſter, what have you done 

Evad. I done! why, what have I done? 8 

Stra. My Lord Amintor ſwears, you are no Maid now. 

Evad. Puſh! Stra. I faith, he does. | 

Evad. I knew, I ſhou'd be mockt. 

Diph. With a Truth. | 

Evad. If *twere to do again, in faith, I would not mary. 

Amin, Nor I, by Heav'n. [ Afeae. 

Diph. Siſter, Dula ſwears, ſhe ene vo cry two 
Rooms off. 

Erad. Fie, how you tall Diph. lers ſee you walk. 

Evad. By my troth, you're ſpoilꝰ d. Mel. Amintar | * 

Amin. Ha! Mel. Thou art ſad. 

Amin, Who, I? I thank you for that. 
Stall Diphilus, thou, and I, ſing a Catch? Mz. How! 

Amin, Prithee, let's. Mel, N ay, that's too much the 

other way. 

Amin, I am fo lightned with my Happineſs: 
How doſt thou, Love? kiſs me. 

Evad. 1 cannot love you, you tell Tales of me. 

Amin. Nothing but what becomes us. Gentlemen, 
Would, you h all ſuch Wives, and all the World. 

93 That 


38 The Maid's Naga 


That I might be no Wender! You're all ſad; 
What, do you envy me? I walk, methinks, 
On Water, and ne'er fink, I am fo light. 
Mel. Tis well, you are fo. 
Amin. Well? 33 I be other, when me looks this? 
Is there no Muſick there? let's dance. 
Mel. Why, this is ſtrange, Amintor ! 
Amin, I do not know myſelf; * 
Yet J could wiſh, my Joy were leſs. 
Diph. I'll marry too, if it will make one thus,” 
Evad. Amintor, hark. 
Amin. What lays my Love? I muſt obey. 
Evad. You do it fourvily, *twill be perceiv d. 
Cle. My Lord, the King is here. 


Enter King and Lyſippus. 


Amin, Where? Stra. And his Brother. 

King. Good morrow, all! 
ea Joy on Joy fall thick upon thee! 

And, Madam, you are alter'd ſince I ſaw Ps 
I muſt ſalute you; you are now anothers; 
How lik d you your Night's Reſt? Evad. Il, Sir. 

Amin. Ay! deed, ſhe took but little. 

ILyſ. You'll let her take more, and thank her too, ſhorth. 

King. Amintor, wert thou truly honeſt 'till thou 
Wert married? Amin. Yes, Sir. King. Tell me then, 

0 how ſhews _ 
The Sport unto thee? Amin, Why, well. King. What 
did you do? © - 

Ain, No more, nor leſs, than other Couples uſe; 
You know, what 'tis; it has but a courſe Name. 
EKing. (36) But, prithee, I ſhould think, by her black Ex, 
| And het red Check, ſhe ſhould be quick and a” 


(36) Bur; teh, 1 ould think, xe] This King is a very Fo 
Character throughout ; firſt 1 debauching the Siſter of his brave g 
victorious General; and then h marrying her to a young Nobleman 
great Hopes, his General's darling Friend; and forcing him to break 


a Contra& made with the Daughter of his Conſtable, or Keeper, 0 af 


his Citadel. But * is his. Character ſo. monſtrouſly overcharge, 


that he Id, to the Impeachment of common Decency, queſlicn 


the abuſed usband about has Wiſe Complexion and Vigour in = 
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in this ame buſineſs, ha? 

Amin. cannot tell, I ne'er try'd, other, Sins 
But | perceive, ſhe is as quick as you delivered. | 

King. Well, you will truſt me then, Amintor, to chuſe 
A Wife for you again? Amin. No, never, Sir. 

King. Why? like you this ſo ill? Amin, So well I like 
For this I bow my Knee in Thanks to you, her. 
And unto Heav'n will pay my grateful Tribute 
Hourly ; and do hope we ſhall draw out 
A long contented Life together here, 

And die both full of gray Hairs in one Day; - 
For which the Thanks is yours: But if the Pow'rs, 
That rule us, pleaſe to call her firſt away, 


Without Pride ſpoke, this World holds not a Wife 


Worthy to take her Room. | 

King. I do not like this; all forbear che Room, | 

[ Exeunt Lyſ. Melan. Cleon, Strat. and Diphilus. 

But you, Amintor, and your Lady. I've ſome Speech 
That may concern your after-living well. 

Amin. He will not tell me, he lies with . if he do, 
Something heav'nly ſtay my Heart, for I ſhall be apt 
To thruſt this Arm of mine to Acts unlawful. 

King. You'll fuffer me to talk with her, Ae, 
And not have jealous Pangs 

Amin, Sir, I dare truſt my Wife * 
With whom ſhe dares to talk, and not be jealous. 85 

King. How do you like Amintor ? Euad. As I did, Sir. 

King. How's that! Evad. As one, that, to Full your 

Pleaſure, 

[ have given Leave to call me Wife and Love. 

King. I ſee, there is no laſting Faith in Sin; 


They, that break word with Heav'n, will break again 


With all the World, and ſo doſt thou with me, 
Evad, How, Sir! ? 
King. This ſubtile Woman's Ignorance 


jugal Careſſes; and then withdraw her, out of the Husband's How: 
ing, to fit whether the had not ſubmitted to let him pay the Rites of 


an Husband ? This is a Piece of Conduct ſo flagrantly ee : 


avandon'd as we may be in private Enormities, even our worſt 


would ſhew ſo much Deferenice to the "uo Sex, as wet to 15. it paſs 


without a Rebuke. | 
D 4 Will 
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Will not 0 you; thou haſt taken Oaths 
So great, methought, they did not well ene 
A Woman's Mouth; that thou wouldſt neꝰ er enjoy 
A Man but me. Evad. I never did ſwear ſo; 
You do me Wrong. King. The Day and Night have 
heard it. 
Evad. I ſwore, indeed, that I would never love 
A Man of lower Place; but if your Fortune 
Should throw you from this height, I bad you cruſt, 
I would forſake you ; and would bend to him, 
That won your Throne; I love with my Ambition, 
Not with mine Eyes; 75 if Jever yet 
Touch'd any other, roſie light here 
Upon my. Face, which hr r your Royalty 
I would not ſtain! King. Why, thin Gdemdleſt. and 
It is in me to puniſh thee. Evad. Why, tis in me 
Then not to love you, which will more afflict 
Your Body, than your Puniſhment can mine. 
King. But thou haſt let Amintor lie with thee. 
: Evad. J ha' not. King. Impudence! he ſays himſelf ſo. 
Evad. He lyes. King. He does not, 
Evad. By this Light, he does; 
| Strangely, and baſely, and I'll prove it ſo; 
I did not only ſhun im for a Night, 
But told him, I would never cloſe with him. 
King. Speak lower; it is falſe. Evad, I am no Man 
To — 8 with a Blow; or, if I were, G2 
You are the King; but urge not, *tis moſt true. - 
King. Do not I know the uncontrouled Thoughts 
That Youth brings with him, when his Blood is high 
With Expectation, and Defire of that = 
Hie long "Fark waited for? Is not his Spirit, 
Though he be temperate, of a valiant Strain 
As this our Age hath known? What could he do, 
If ſuch a ſudden Speech had met his Blood, 
But ruin thee for ever? if he'd not kill'd thee, 
He could not bear it thus ; he is as we, 
Or any other wrong'd Man, Evad. It is Diſſembling, 
King. Take him; farewel; henceforth I am thy Foe; 
And Sher Diſgraces I can blot thee with, look for. 
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Evad. Stay, Sir; Amintor — you ſhall hear; Amintor— 
Amin. What, my Love? Es FL 
Evad. Amintor, thou haſt an ingenuous Look, 

And ſhouldſt be virtuous; it amazeth me, FE 

That thou canſt make ſuch baſe malicious Lyes. 
Amin. What, my dear Wife! Evad. Dear Wife ! I do 

c 64 as CORE. 

Why, nothing can be baſer, than to fow | 

Diſſention amongſt Lovers. Amin. Lovers! who? 
Evad. The King and me. Amin. O Heay'n! | 
Evad. Who ſhould live long, and love without Diſtaſte, 

Were it not for ſuch Pickthanks as thyſelf!” | 

Did you lie with me? ſwear now, and be puniſh'd 

In Hell for this. Amin. The faithleſs Sin I made 

To fair Apatia is not yet reveng'd; = 

It follows me. I will not loſe a Word | 

To this wild Woman; but to you, my King, 

The Anguiſh of my Soul thruſts out this Truth, 

You are a Tyrant; and not ſo much to wrong 

An honeſt Man thus, as to take a Pride | 

In talking with him of it. Evad. Now, Sir, ſee, 

How loud this Fellow ly'd. — [Men 
Amin, You that can fend to wrong, ſhould know ho 

Muſt right themſelves : What Puniſhment is due | 

From me to him that ſhall abuſe my Bed ? | 

It is not Death; nor can That ſatisfy, FLY 

(37) Unleſs I fend your Limbs through all the Land, 

To ſhew how nobly I have freed my ſelf. 


King. Draw not thy Sword; thou know'ſt, I cannot fer 


A Subject's Hand; but thou ſhalt feel the Weight | 
Of This, if thou doſt rage. Amin. The Weight of that? 
If you have any Worth, for Heay*n's fake, think, 
| fear not Swords; for as you are meer Man, 


| dare as eaſily kill you for this Deed, - 


(37) Unleſs T ſend your Lives through all the Land.] To ſend Peo- 
ple's Lives thro? all the Land is certainly a very odd and unpreſident- 
ed Expreſſion. The Poets, doubtleſs, muſt have wrote, Limbs, i. e. 
Unleſs I hew you to pieces, and ſend your Quarters (as is done by 
Maleaftors) thro' the Kingdom, to let your Sũbjects know my Inju- 
des, and the Juſtice of my Revenge: Your bare Deaths cannot ſatisfy 
me, Mr. Sympſon. 


As 
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(38) As you dare think to do it: but there is 
winity about you, that ſtrikes dead ö 

My riſing Paſſions; as you are my King, . 0 

I fall before you, and preſent my Sword 5 

To cut mine own Fleſh, if it be your Will. 

Alas! Pm nothing but a Multitude 

Of walking Griefs; yet, ſhould I murther you, | 

I might before the W orld take the Excuſe 

Of Madneſs : for compare my Injuries, f 
And they will well appear too ſad a Weight 5 

For Reaſon to endure; but fall I firſt 

Among my Sorrows, eber my treacherous Hand 
To holy Things! But why, (I know not what 

1 .ve to ſay;) why did you chuſe out me 

To make thus wretched? there were thouſand Fools 

Eaſy to work on, and of State enough, 

Within the Iſland. Evad. I would not have a Fool, 

It were no Credit for me. Amin. Worle and worle! 

Thou that dar'ſt talk unto thy Husband thus, | 

Profeſs thy ſelf a Whore, ind, more than ſo, 

Reſolve to be ſo ſtill, — it is my Fate 

To bear and bow beneath a thouſand Griefs, 

To keep that little Credit with the World. | 

But there were wiſe ones too, you 5 have ta en 

Another. Ning. No; for I believe thee Honeſt, 

As thou art Valiant. Amin. All the Happineſs, 

Beſtow'd upon me, turns into Diſgrace; 

Gods, take your Honeſty again, for! 

Am loaden with it. Good my Lord the King, 

Be private in it. King. Thou may'ſt live, Amintor, 

Free as thy King, if thou wilt wink at this; 

And be a means that we may meet in ſecret. 


Amin. A Baud! hold, hold, my Breaſt; a bitter Curſ 


but there is 


(9 | | 
Divinity about jou, that firikes dead : 
| My rifing Paſſions;] So Shakeſpeare ſaid, before our Poets, i 
his Hamlet: = | 

Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our Perſon; 

There's (uch Divinity doth hedge a King, 

That Treaſon can but peep to nh, 4 it would ; 

&s little of its Will. | | 


Seite 
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me, if I forget not all Ref] en Þ 

_ are religious, on another Wat | > 27 

Sdunded like that; and through a Sea of Sins 

Will wade to my Revenge, though I ſhould call 

Pains here, and, after Life, upon my Soul! , 
(29) King. Well; I am reſolute, you he not with her 

and To I leave you. [Exit Kang. 
Evad. You muſt needs be prating; 

And, ſee, what follows. Amin. *Prithee, vex me not 3 

Leave me; I am afraid, ſome ſudden Start 

Will pull a Murther on me. Evad. I am gone 

| love my Life well. 0 | Exit Evadne. 
Amin. 1 hate mine as much. 

This tis to break a Troth; I ſhould be glad, 

If all this Tide of Grief would make me mad. Leun N 


K nter Melantius. 


Mel. T'll Wm the Cauſe of all Aminter's Grief, 
Or Friendſhip ſhall be idle. — 


1 4 Enter Calianax. 


Cal. O Melantins, | ; 
My Daughter—ſhe will die. Mel. Truſt me, Iam ory 
Would, thou hadſt ta. en her Room 215 
Cal. Thou art a Slave, 
A cut- throat Slave, a bloody eh Slave. i 
Mel. Take heed, old Man, thou wilt be heard to rave, 
And loſe thine Office. Cal. 1 am valiant grown 
At all theſe Years, and thou art but a Slave. 
Mel. Some Company will come, and I 
Thy Years, not thee, fo much, that I could wiſh 
To laugh at thee alone. Cal. T'll ſpoil your Mirth, 


(39) Well, Jam reſolute you lay not with her,] The oldeſt een. 
leaves out the Negative, and gives us this R : 
Well, T am reſolute you lay with her, 
i. e. I am reſolv'd, certain in my Opinion, that you have enjoy'd 1 her. 
But, I think, this is not the Intention of the Authers : The 
tis plain, deſires to continue the Poſſeflion of her ſolely to himſelt ; 
and therefore, to keep up the Strain of his Tyranny, would fay, I am 


ix'd in the Determination, that you ſhall not taſte of her Embraces, 
and ſo I leave you. 


eite - I mean 


- 
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I mean to fight with thee; there lie my Cloak, — 
This was my Father's Sword, and he durſt fight ; 
Are you prepared? Mel. Why, wilt thou'doat thy 11 


Out of thy Life? Hence get thee to thy Bed, 


Have carefull Looking to, and eat warm thi 
7 not me; my Head is full of Thoughts 
More weighty than thy Life, or Death, can be. 

Cal. You have a Name in War, where you ſtand ſafe 


| Amongſt a Multitude; but I will try, 


What you dare do unto a weak old Man : 


In ſingle Fight, you'll give ground, — 5 lay 


Mal. I will not draw, unleſs thou pull'ſt thy Death 


Upon thee with a Stroke; there's no one Blow, 


That thou canſt give, hath Strength enough to kill me. 
Tempt me not ſo far then; the Pow'r of Earth 
Shall not redeem thee. Cal. I muſt let him alone, 
He's ſtout and able; and to fay the Truth, 
However I may ſet a Face, and talk, 
I am not valiant: When I was a Youth, 
I kept my Credit with a teſty Trick . 
I had *mongſt Cowards, but durſt never fight. 
Mel. I will not promiſe to preſerve your Life, 
If you do ſtay. Cal. I would give half my Land 
That I durſt fight with that proud Man a little: 
If I had Men to hold him, I would beat him, 8 
Till he askt me Mercy. Mel. Sir, will you be cone?) 
Cal. I dare not ſtay, but I will beat my Servants 
All over for this. | | Exit Calianax 
Mel. This old Fellow 3 me; 
But the diſtracted Carriage of mine Amintor 
Takes deeply on me, I will find the Cauſq 
I fear, his Conſcience cries, he wrong'd Aſpatia. 


| Enter Amintor. 
. Mens Eyes are not ſo ſubtle to perceive 


| My inward Miſery; I bear my Grief _ _ 
Hid from the World ; how — thou wretched then! I 


For aught I know, all Husbands are like me ; 
And every one, I talk with of his Wife, 


Is but a well Difſembler of his Woes, 1 
L ; 2 


— — 


nl. le 2 


The Maid's Bürs * 
As1 am: Would, en for the Rareneſs | 4 
Afflicts me noõ W. 

Mel. Amintor, we have not enjoy's our Friendſhipof FI | 
(40) For we were wont to change our Souls in Tax. 

Amin. Melantius, I can tell thee a good Jeſt of Stats 
and a Lady the laſt Day. Mel. How was t? 

Amin. Why, ſuch an odd one. 

Mel. 1 have long*d to ſpeak with you, not of n Idle 
Jeſt that's forc'd, but of matter you are n to utter 
to me. | 
Amin. What 1s that, a Friend? 5 

Mel. 1 have obſerv'd your Words fall from your Tongue 
Wildly ; and all your Carriage has appear*d 9) 

Like one that ſtrove to ſhew his merry Mood, 

When he were ill diſpos'd: Lou were not wont | 
Jo put ſuch Scorn into your Speech, or wear "OIL 21 
Upon your Face ridiculous J ollie 
Some Sadneſs fits here, which your Cunning wou'd 
Cover o'er with Smiles, and *twill not be. e 18 ** 

Amin. A Sadneſs here! what Cauſe | 

Can Fate provide for me, to make me ſo? 
Am I not lov'd through all this Ile? the King 
Rains Greatneſs on me: Have I not receiv d 
A Lady to my Bed, that in her Eye 
bag mounting Fire, and on her tender Checks 
itable . in FRE Heart SET | 
A Prifon 


us] For aue were wont to Charge our Souls in Talk.) This is flat 
Nonſenſe, by the Miſtake of a ſingle Letter. The ſlight Alteration 
1 have . gives us the true Meaning, So, in 4 King and no 
"gs 


And, again, 


Aud then bow dare you offer to change Words with her? 
Mr. Seward and Mr. Sympſon, concurr'd with me in ſtarting this 
Emendation. 
(41) and on her tender Cheeks 
Inevitable Colour,] This Epithet, I know, ſignifies, not to be 
av91ded, not to be eſchew'd; but I don't remember that it takes in the 


—— or for Honeſiy to enterchange my Boſom with, &c. 


Idea of not to be refified ; which is the Senſe required here. The old 
varto of 1619 has it, Immutable Colour, — But Metre and Emphaſis 
prove that to be a corrupted * out of which, I dare be confi- 


dent, have extracted the rue Aion : Inimitable Colour; 1. e. 


„ N 
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A Prifon for all Virtue? Are not you. 


Which is above all Joys, my conſtant Friend ? 
What Sadneſs can I have? No, I am light, 
And feel the courſes of my Blood more warm, 
And ſtirring, than they were; faith, marry too; 


And you will feel ſo unexpreſt a Joy _ 
In chaſt Embraces, that you will indeed 


Appear, another. Mel. You may ſhape, Amintor, 
Cauſes to cozen the whole World rn a 
And yourſelf too; but tis not like a Friend, 

To hide your Soul from me; tis not your Nature 
To be thus idle; I have ſeen you ſtand, * 
As you were blaſted, midſt of all your Mirth; 


Call thrice aloud, and then ſtart, feigning Joy 


So coldly: World ! what do I here? a Fried 
Is nothing; Heav'n! I wou'd ha' told that Man 
My ſecret Sins; I'll ſearch an unknown Land, 


And there plant Friendſhip ; all is wither'd here; 


Come with a Complement ?—— I wou'd have fought, | 

Or told my Friend, he-ly'd, e'er ſooth'd him lo; 

Out of my Boſlom.——— l abi 2487 
Amin, But there is nothing. 

Mel. Worſe and worſe; farewel; 122 (mk 
From this time have Acquaintance, but no Friend. 
(42) Mel. See, how you play d with Friendſhip ; be 
How you give Cauſe M to ſay, vis d, 
a 0. 


a Complexion not to be paragon'd by Nature, nor imitated by Art. 


We may eaſily account for the Depravation at Preſs. The Hand- 


Writing in thoſe Times was almoſt univerſally what we call Secretary: | 


And their i's were wrote without Tittles over them. Let us then 
ſee how minute is the Difference betwixt the two Words, and hoy 
liable they might be to be miſtaken One for the Other : 
| | Inimitable, 

Immutable. | 


(42) Mel. See, how you play d with Friendſbip;] The quarrelling 
Scene, which is now coming on, has been the Subject of much Crit 
ciſm and Controverſy. Some have cry'd it up above that celebrated 
Quarrel in Euripides's Iphigenia at Aulis, betwixt Agamemnon and hi 
Brother Menelaus: others have decry'd it as egregiouſly faulty in 


the Motives, and Progreſs; the Working up, and Decliuation oil 
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You ha? loſt a Friend. Amin. Forgive what I have 20 
For I am ſo o ergone with Injuries | 
Unheard of, that I loſe Conſideration 
Of what I ought to do—oh —oh!- 

Mel. Do not weep | 

What is it? May I once but know: a Man, 

Hath turn'd my Friend thus! Amin. I had ſpoke at 

But that—- Mel. But what? Amin. J held it moſt unfit 
For you to know faith, do not know it yet. 

Mel. Thou ſeeſt my Love, that will keep Company = 
With thee in Tears; hide nothing then from me; | 
For when I know the Cauſe of thy Diſtemper, 

(43) With mine old Armour Pl adam myſelf, 

My Reſolution, and cut through thy Foes, 

Unto thy Quiet; till I place thy Heart 

As peaceable as ſpotleſs Innocence. 

What is it? Amin, Why, tis this it is too big 
To get out; — let my Tears make way awhile. 

Mel. Puniſh me ſtrangely Heav'n, if he eſcape 
Of Life or Fame, that brought this Youth to this! 
Amin. Your Siſter —— Mel. Well ſaid. 

Amin. You will wiſh't unknown, | 
When you have heard it. Mel. No. ' Amin, Is much to 

ane, 
And to the King has giv'n her Honour up, OL 
And lives in Whoredom with him. Mel. Flow is this | 
Thou art run mad with Injury, indeed, 
Thou cou'dſt not utter this elſe; ſpeak again, 
For I forgive it freely; tell thy Griefs. 

Amin. She's wanton; I am loth to ſay, W 
Though it de true. 


Paſſions,” Por my own part, I will venture to be nonkerkir an Um- 

pie in the Caſe, than in pronouncing that I have always ſeen it re- 

ceiv'd with vehement Applauſe; ; and that 1 think it very affecting 

on each Side. 

(43) With mine own Armour] I have choſe to adopt the Reading 

here of the two eldeſt Quarto's; becauſe, I think, it is juſtified by what 

Anintor ſays to Melantius, at their firſt Meeting, upon his Return | 

from the Wars. | 
And may thy Armour be, as it hath been, 
** thy Valour and thy Innocence I | we Mat 
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Mel. Speak yet again, before mine Anger * 
Up, beyond throwing down ; what are thy Get? 
Amin. By all our Friendſhip, Fafa 
Mel. What? am I tame? 
After mine Actions, ſhall the name as Rnd 
(44) Blot all our Family, and ſtick the Brand 
Of Whore. upon my Siſter, unreveng'd ? 
My ſhaking Fleſh, be thou a Witneſs for me, 
With what Unwillingnefs I go to ſcourge - 
This Rayler, whom my Folly hath call d Friend; 
I will not take thee baſely — thy Sword 
Hangs near thy Hand, draw it, that I may whip 
Thy Raſhnels to Repentance. Draw thy Sword. 
Amin, Not on thee, did thine Anger ſwell as high 
As the wild Surges; thou ſhouldſt do me Eaſe 
Here, and eternally, if thy noble Hand 
Wou'd cut me from my Sorrows. Mel. This is baſe 
And fearful; they, that uſe to utter ö 
Provide not Blows, but Words, to qu 
The Men they wrong d; thou haſt a — Cauſe. 
Amin. Thou pleaſeſt me; for ſo much more like this 
Will raiſe my Anger up above my Griefs, 6 
(Which is a Paſſion eaſier to be bome) N 
And I ſhall then be happy. Mel. Take then more 
To raiſe thine Anger. Tis meer Cowardice - 7 
Makes thee not draw; and I will leave thee dead 
However; but if thou art ſo much preſt 115 1 
With Guilt and Fear, as not to dare to fight, i 
I'll make thy Memory loath'd, and fix a Scandal 
Upon thy Name for ever. Amin, Then I draw, 1 
As juſtly as our Magiſtrates their Swords, 
To cut Offenders off. I knew before, 
*T would grate your Ears; but it was baſe in you 
To urge a weighty Secret from your Friend, 
And then rage at it; I ſhall be at Eaſe, 


and 17 the Brand | 
of whore upon my Siſter, )] To firike the Brand of an Infamy upon 
a Perſon, never was the Phraſe to expreſs that Idea; boo has poſſeſo d 
all the printed Copies for above this Century paſt. The true e Word 
1 have retriev d from the oldeſt Qaarto in 1619. if 


(44) — 


py — 


Ll 
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If I be kill'd; and if you fall by me. 
J ſhall not long out- live you. Mel. Stay a while. 
The name of Friend is more than Family, 5 
Or all the World beſides; I was a Fool. 3 
Thou ſearching human Nature, that didſt wake 8 
To do me Wrong, thou art inquiſitive, „ 
And thruſts't me upon Queſtions that will take 
My Sleep away; would, I had dy'd, e' er known _ _ 
This ſad Diſhonour! Pardon me, my Friend; _ 
If thou wilt ſtrike, here is a faithful Heart: 
Pierce it, for I will never heave my Hand _ 
To thine; behold the Pow'r thou haſt in me! 
do believe, my Siſter is * 1 | 125 
A leprous one; put up thy Sword, yo Man. 
tos How hou'd I bear bad eel, g ſo? 
| fear, my Friend, that you will loſe me ſhortly ; 
And I ſhall do a foul Act on myſelf - Pe 
Through theſe Diſgraces. Mel. Better, half the Land 
Were buried quick together; no, Amintor, | 
Thou ſhalt have Eaſe: O this adult'rous King, 
That drew her to it! where got he the Spirit 
To wrong me ſo? Amin. What is it then to me, 
If it be Wrong to you! Mel. Why, not ſo much: 
The Credit of our Houſe is thrown away ; # 
But from his iron Den I'll waken Death, 
And hurl him on this King; my Honeſty 
Shall ſteel my Sword; and on its horrid Point 
Ill wear my Cauſe, that ſhall amaze the Eyes 
Of this proud Man, and be too glittering | 
| For him to look on. Amin. I have quite undone 
| My Fame. Mel. up thy watry Eyes awhile, 
And caſt a manly. Look upon my Face 
For nothing is ſa wild as I thy Friend, 
Till I have freed thee : Still this ſwelling Breaſt ; 
1 go thus from thee, and will never ceaſe I 
(45) My Vengeance, till I find thy Heart at Peace. 
| Amin. 
(45) — Tilt I find my Heart at Peace.) Melantius ſhews but 


little Friendſhip in This, to ſay, he will purſue his Revenge, till he 


bas fatisfied his b Mind. He had promiled Something to Amintor 3 
Vorn. I. . had 
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Amin. It muſt not be ſo; fray, mine = gona tell 
How loth I am to this; but Love and Tears 
Leave me awhile, for 1 have hazarded - © 
All that this World calls happy ; thou haft wrought 


A Secret from me under name of Friend, 


Which Art could ne*er have found, nor Torture wrung 
From out my Boſom ; give it me again, | 

For I will find it, where loc er it new” © 

Hid in the mortaPſt part; invent a way 

To give it back. Mel. Why, wou'd you have it back? 
I will to Death purfue him with Revenge. 

Amin. Therefore, I call it from thee; for, I know, 
Thy Blood ſo high, that thou wilt flir in this, 

And ſhame me to Poſterity: Take to thy Weapon. 

Mel. Hear thou thy Friend, that bears more Years 

than thou. 

Amin. I will not hear: but draw, or 1--- Mel. Amintor,—- 

Amin. Draw then, for J am full as refolute, 

As Fame and Honour can iforce me be; 

I cannot linger, draw. Mel. I do but is not 
My ſhare of Credit equal then with thine, 

If I do ſtir? Amin. No; for it will be call'd 
Honour in thee to ſpill thy Siſter's Blood, 

If ſhe her Birth abuſe; and, on the King, 

A brave Revenge: But on me, that have walkt 
With Patience in it, it will fix the Name 

Of fearfull Cuckold O that Word'! be.quick. 

Mel. Then join with me. Amin. I dare not do a a, 
Or elſe I would: Be ſpeedy. 

Mel. Then dare not fight with me, for that's a $i. 
His Grief diſtracts him; call thy Thoughts WT 
And to thyſelf pronounce the Name of Frien 
And ſee what that will work; I will not —— 

Amin. You muſt. Mel. 1 will be Kill' d firſt, though 

my Paſſions 


J 


| Had advis'd him to take Comfort, and pacify his Griefs; and there 
| fore it was his Heart that was to be ſet at Reſt. But the Quarrel does 
not lye againſt the Authors, but their incorrect Editors. The oldeſ 
Duarto, indeed, (as it does in numberleſs other Places,) help'd meto 


Offer 


| the true Reading. 
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Offer d the lilce to you; *tis not this Earth 

Shall buy my Reaſon to it; think a while, 
For you are (I muſt weep, when I ſpeak that) 


Almoſt beſides yourſelf. Amin. Oh my ſoft Temper! F 


So many ſweet Words from thy Siſter's Mouth, 8 
] am afraid, would make me take her to me 
To embrace, and pardon her. I am mad, indeed, 
And know not what I do; yet have a Care Han 
Of me in what thou doeſt. Mel. Why thinks my Friend, 
[ will forget his Honour, or, to ſave | 
The Bravery of our Houſe, will loſe his Fame, 
And fear to touch the Throne of Majeſty ? | 
Amin. A Curſe will follow that; but rather live 
And ſuffer with me. Mel. I will do what Worth 
Shall bid me, and no more. Amin. Faith, I am fick, 
And deſp*rately, I hope; yet, leaning thus, 
| feel a kind of Eaſe. Mel. Come, take again 
Your * about you. 08 I Hall —_ det. 
Mel. 1 warrant you, we'll together, 
Put thine Arm 1 all ſhall be well again. 
Amin. Thy Love, (O wretched!) Ay, thy Love, Aſelan- 
Why, I have nothing elſe. 4 ius; 
Mel. Be merry then.  [Exeunt. 


Enter Melantius again. _ 
Mel. This worthy young Man may do Violence 
Upon himſelf; but I have cheriſh'd him | 
To my beſt Pow'r, and ſent him ſmiling from me, 
To counterfeit again. Sword, hold thine Edge; 
My Heart will never fail me. Diphilus, — 
(46) Thou com'ſt, as ſent. TR 
Enter Diphilus. 3 
Dipb. Yonder has been ſuch laughing. / ' 
Mz. Betwixt whom? ' © - [Spleens 
Dipb. Why, our Siſter and the King, I thought their 
Would break; they laught us all out of the Room. 
(46) Thou com'ft as ſent.] This is, as Horace ſays of himſelf. Bre- 


i ? labaro, bſcurus fio. The meaning is, thou com'ſ as critically 
a I had ſent for — | : Fo ing : 
E 2 Mel. 
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Mel. They muſt weep, Diphilus. Diph. Muſt they? 
Mel. They mutt: 5 * Þ 25 
Thou art my Brother, And if I did believe 
Thou hadſt a baſe Thought, I would rip it out, 
Lie where it durſt. Diph. You ſhould not, I would firſt 
Mangle myſelf and find it. Mel. That was ſpoke ' 
According to our Strain; Come, join thy Hands, 
And ſwear a Firmneſs to what Project I 
Shall lay before thee. Dipb. You do wrong us both; 
(47) People hereafter ſhall not ſay, there paſs'd 
A Bond more than our Loves, to tie our Lives 
And Deaths together. GUO; 01 
Mel. It is as nobly ſaid as I would wiſh ; 
Anon PFll tell you Wonders; we are wrong'd. | 
-Diph, But I will tell you now; we'll right ourſelves. 
Mel. Stay not, prepare the Armour in my Houſe; 
And what Friends you can draw unto our Side, 
Not knowing of the Cauſe, make ready too; 
Haſte, Diphilus, the Time requires it, haſte. 
Ih Catia; apes i. 
-T hope, my Cauſe is juſt ; I ; Blood 
Tells me, it is; — gone credit 1 F 
To take Revenge, and loſe myſelf withal, 
Were idle; and to ſcape impoſſible, 
(48) Without I had the Fort, which, (Miſery!) _ 
Remaining in the Hands of my Old Enemy 
Calianax, —— but I muſt have it. See, 


2 Enter Calianax. | 
Where he comes ſhaking by me: Good my Lord, 


(47) People hereafter Sall not ſay, there paſs d 5 
A Bond ex than our 9:5 Th Sentiment ſeems to be 
ſhadow'd from Skakeſpeare, in his Julius Cæſar. 
Caſſ. And let us ſwear our Reſolution. © 
- Bru. No, not an Oath : if that the Face of Men, | 
The Suff rance of our Souls, the Time's Abuſt, . 
of theſe be Motives weak, break off betimes ; &c. 
(48) — — - which Miſery | 2 5 
Remaining in the — Without the Rectification which 
I have made in the Pointing, this Paſſage was ſtark Nonſenſe. 


. 3 


Mr. Symp/on ſlarted the very ſame Adjuſtment, in Confirmation of 


my Conjecture. 


Forget 


o be 


yhich 
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Forget your Spleen to me, I never wrong'd you, 
But would have Peace with ev'ry Man. Cal. *Tis well; 
If I durſt fight, your Tongue would lie at quiet. 


Miel. You're touchy without all Cauſe. 


Cal. Do, mock me, Mel. By 0 
Mine Honour, I ſpeak Truth. Cal. Honour? where is't? 
Mel. What ftarts you make into your idle Hatred 
To my good Love and Freedom to you. I come _ 
With Reſolution to obtain a Suit of you. . 
Cal. A Suit of me! tis very like, it ſhould _ 
Be granted, Sir. Mel. Nay, go not hence; tis this, 
You have the keeping of the Fort, and I ; 
Would wiſh you by the Love you ought to bear 
Unto me, to deliver it to my Hands. | 
Cal. J am in hope thou'rt mad, to talk to me thus. 
Mel. But there's a Reaſon why I move you to it. 
I would kill the King, that wrong' d you and your 
Daughter. | | 
Cal. Out Traitor! Mel. Nay, but ſtay ; I cannot ſcape, 
The Deed once done, without I have this Fort. [Mind 
Cal. And ſhould I help thee? now thy treacherous 
Betrays itſelf, Mel. Come, come, delay me not; 


| Give me a ſudden Anfwer, or already 


Thy laſt is ſpoke ; refuſe not offer d Love, 
When it comes clad in Secrets. Cal. If I ſay, 
| will not, he will kill me; I do feet 
Writ in his Looks; and ſhould I fay, I will, 


He'll run and tell the King. I do not ſhun 


Your Friendſhip, dear Melantius, but this Cauſe 
Is weighty, give me but an Hour to think. 
Mel. Take it — know, this goes unto the King; 
But I am arm'd. [Exit Melantius. 
Cal. Methinks, I feel myſelf 8 
But twenty now again; this fighting Fool 
Wants Policy; I ſhall revenge my Girl, 
And make her red again; I pray, my Legs 
Will laſt that Pace that I will carry them 
] ſhall want Breath, before I find the King. 


\ 


Ex: "AET 


Cuhuſe but inflame a Kingdom. Evad. Gentle Brothet! 


A T W. SGN ä 
| Enter Melantius, Evadne, and a Lady. | 
Mel. CAVE you! Evad. Save you, ſweet Brother 
Miel. In my blunt Eye, bo . 
Methinks, you look, Evade, — — „ 
Evad. Come, you would make | ] 
Me bluſh: | | PW 
Mel. I would, Evadue; 1 ſhall diſpleaſe my Ends elfe, 
(49) Evad. You ſhall, if you commend me; I am bathful; 
Come, Sir, how do I look? Mel. I would not have ] 
Your Women hear me 1 1 
Break into Commendation of you, tis not ſeemly. 
Evad. Go wait me in the Gallery now ſpeak. 
Mel. I'll lock the Door firſt. [Exeunt Ladies. 
Zvad. Why ? 8 
Mel. I will not have your gilded Things, that dance 
In Viſitation with their Milan Skins, wy 
(50) Choke up my Buſineſs: | 
Evad. You are ſtrangely diſpos'd, Sir. 
Mel. Good Madam, not to make you merry. 
Evad. No, if you praiſe me, it will make me fad: 
Mel. Such a fad Commendation I have for you. 
vad. Brother, the Court hath made you witty, 
And learn to riddle. 3 | | 
| Mel. I praiſe the Court fort; has it kearn'd you nothing? 
vad. Me? 
Mel. Ay, Evadue, thou art young and handſom, 
A Lady of a ſweet Cottiplexion, * Sg 
Arid ſuch a flowing Carriage, that it cannot 


h 
a 
P 
a 


(49) You foal, if you command nie;] Thus all the Editions: 1. 7. 
If you bid me bluſh, I ſhall. — very obſequious in this Con- 
deſcention: but this, I dare ſay, was not the Poets' Intentions. They 
meant, ſhe ſhould ſay ; ** Nay, if you commend me, I am baſhful, 
* and ſhall bluſh at your Praiſes : And this is confirm'd by what Me- 
lantius immediately ſubjoins to it. 

(50) Choke up my Buſineſs. 4 

In Vifitation, &c.] The Tranſpoſition of the Lines, made here, T 
is from the Authority of the old Copies. Mr. Seward likewiſe pointed 01 
out the fame Regulation to me, | Mel. 
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1) M. Tis yet in thy Repentance, fooliſh Woman, 

69.8 me gentle. Evad. How is this? Ml. Tis bale; 
And I could bluſh at theſe Years, thorough all 

| My honour'd Scars, to come ta ſuch a Par 7. 

Evad. I underſtand you not. Mel. You dare not, Fool; 

They, that commit thy Faults, fly the Remembrance. 

Evad. My Faults, Sw! I would have you know, I care not 

If they were written here, here in my Forehead. 

(52) Mel. Thy Body is too little for the Story, 

The Luſts of which would fill another Woman, | 

As though ſh'ad Twins within her. Zvad, This is ſaucy; 

Look, you intrude no more, there lies your Way. 7 

Mei. Thou art my Way, and I will tread upon thee, / 

'Till I find Fruth out. vt | 

Erad. What Truth is that you look for? [ſet me 

(53) Mel. Thy long-loſt Honour: would, the Gods had 

Rather to grapple with the Plague, or ſtand .... .._ 

One of their loudeſt Bolts! Come, tell me quickly, 

Do it without Enforcement, and take heed 

You ſwell me not above my Temper, 5 

Evad. How, Sir? where got you this Report? 

Mel. Where there were People, in every Place. 

Evad. They and the Seconds of it are baſe People; 

Believe them not, they lyed. g | 

Mel. Do not play with mine Anger, do not Wretch, 


(51) Vr yet in thy Remembrance, fooli/þ Noman,] How was it in 
her Remembrance? She was not at all conſcious, that Melantius knew 
any thing of her Miſcondu& and Guilt with the King; ſo was not pre- 
pared to make any Confeſſion. Repentance is the Reading of the beſt 
and oldeſt Copies, and is certainly the genuine one. 

(52) Thy Body is too little for the Story, 

The Lufts of which would fill another Woman, URS 
Though fe had Twins within ber.] This is Mock-Reaſoning, 
and primã facie ſnews its Abſurdity. Surely, if a Woman has Twins 
within her, ſhe can want very little more to fill her up. I dare be 
confident, I have reſtor d the Poet's genuine Reading. The Pro- 
priety of the Reaſoning is a Conviction of the Certainty of the Emen- 


dation, | | Hari 
(53) Would, the Gods had ſet me 5 : 
One of their loudeſt Bolts;] Ever ſince the Folio Edition of 


1679, downwards, this Imperfection, and Nonſenſe, has poſſeſs d the 
Text. The Line, which I have retriev'd from the Generality of the 
od Quarte's makes all clear. , 1 
E 4 I come 
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I come to know that deſperate Fool that drew thee . 1 
From thy fair Life; be wiſe, and lay him LID? 
Evad. Unhand me, and learn Mann och another 
Forgetfulneſs forfeits your Life. 
Mel. Quench me this mighty Humour, and then tell me 
Whoſe Whore you are; for you are one, I know it. 
Let alt mine Honours periſh, but ll find him, 
Though he lie lockt up in thy Blood] be ſudden; 45 
There is no facing it, and be not flattere ll; 
The burnt Air, when the Dog reigns, is not fouler 
Than thy contagious Name, *till thy Repentance | 
(If the Gods grant thee any) purge thy Sickneſs. ( 
| Evad. Be gone, you are my Brother, that's your Safety, | 
Mel. I'll be a Wolf firſt ; tis, to be thy Brother, 
An Infamy below the Sin of Coward : 
I am as far from being Part of thee, 
As thou art from thy Virtue : Seek a Kindred. 
Mongſt ſenſual Beaſts, and make a Goat thy Brother; 
A Goat is cooler, Will you tell me yet! 
_  Evad. If you ſtay here and rail thus, I ſhall tell you, 
F'll ha' you whipt; get you to your Command. 
And there preach to your Sentinels, and tell them 
What a brave Man you are; J ſhall laugh at you. 
Mel. You're grown a glorious Whore; where be your 
Fighters? 0 
What mortal Fool durſt raiſe thee to this Daring, 
And I alive? By my juſt Sword, h' ad ſafer 
Beſtrid a Billow when the angry North 
Plows up the Sea, or made Heav'n's Fire his Food: 
Work me no higher; will you diſcover yet? 

Evad. The Fellow's mad; fleep, and ſpeak Senſe. 
Mel. Force my ſwoll'n Heart no further; I would fave 
Your great Maintainers are not here, they dare not; [thee 
Would, they were all, and arm*d! I would ſpeak loud; 
Here's one ſhould thunder to em: will you tell me? 
Thou haſt no hope to ſcape; he that dares moſt, 
And damns away his Soul to do thee Service, 

Will ſooner fetch Meat from a hungry Lion, 
Than come to reſcue thee; thou*ſt Death about thee : 
He has undone thine Honour, poyſon'd thy Virtue, 


And 


Ve 


nd 
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And, of a lovely Roſe, left thee a Canker. 
Evad. Let me conſider. Ml. Do, whoſe Child thou —_ 


| Whoſe Honour thou haſt murder d, whoſe Grave wy in 


And ſo pull'd on the Gods, that in their Juſtice 

They muſt reſtore him Fleſh again and Life, 

And raiſe his dry Bones to revenge his Scandal. Ro” 
Evad. The Gods are not of my mind; they had better 


Let 'em lie ſweet ſtill in the Earth; chey ll ſtink here. 


Mel. Do you raiſe Mirth out of my Eaſineſs? 
Forſake me then all Weakneſſes of —— 
That make Men Women: Speak, you Whore, ſpeak wut ; 
Or by the dear Soul of thy ſleep — „ 
This Sword ſhall be thy "Ws tell, or P11 kill thee: --7 
And when thou haſt told all, thou wilt deſerve it. 
Evad. You will not murder mel Mel. No, tis a mne 
And a moſt noble one, to put the Light _ 
Out of ſuch baſe Offenders. Evad. Help! 
Mel. By thy foul Self, 
No human Help ſhall help thee, if thou crieſt; 
When I have kill'd thee, as I have vow'd to do, 
If thou confeſs not, naked as thou halt left 
Thine Honour, will I leave thee; 
That on thy branded Fleſh the World may read 
Thy black Shame, and my Juſtice. Wilt thou bend yet? 


Load. Yes. Mel. Up, and begin your Story. 


Evad. Oh, I am miſerable. 
Mel. Tis true, thou art; ſpeak Truth ſtill, 
Evad. I have offended ; Noble Sir, forgive me. 
Mel. With what ſecure Slave? Evad. Do not ask me, Sir. 
Mine own Remembrance is a Miſery 
Too mighty for me. Mel. Do not fall back again; 
My Sword's unſheathed yet. Euad. What ſhall Ido? 


Mel. Be true, and make your Fault leſs. 


Evad. I dare not tell. 
Mel. Tell, or ll be this Day a killing thee. 


Evad. Wil you forgive me then? 


Mel. Stay, I muſt as 
Mine Honour firſt; I've too much fooliſh Nature 
In me; ſpeak, Evad. Is there none elſe here? 
Mel. — but a fearful gn that's too m_ L 
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Who is't? rat, O, hear me gently; it was the King. 

Mal. No more. My worthy Father's and my Services 
Ate: Hberally rewarded! King, I thank thee: 90 
For all my Datigers and my Wounds, thou haſt paid me 
In my own Metal: Theſe are Soldiers“ Thanks. | 
How long have you liv'd thus, Evadue ? 

* Evad. Too long. 

Mel. Too late you find it : Can:you be forry? 

Evad. Wou'd, I were half as blameleks 
Mel. Evade, thou wilt to thy Trade 72 
Evad. Firſt to my Grave. 

Mel. Wou'd Gods, th'hadſt been fo bleft : 

Doſt thou not hate this K ing now? prithee, hate him: 
Cou'dſt thou not curſe him? 1 e thee, curſe him; 
Curſe, till the Gods hear, and deliver him 

To thy juſt Wiſhes; yet I fear, Evade, 

You had rather play your Game our. Evad. No, I feel 
Too many ſad Confuſions here to let in 

Any looſe Flame hereafter. 

Mel. Doſt thou not feel mong all thoſe one brave Anger, 
That breaks out nobly, and directs thine Arm 

To kill this baſe King? 

Evad. All the Gods forbid it! 5 

Mel. No, all the Gods require it, they are diſhonour'd in 

Evad. Tis too fearfull. 

Mel. You're valiant in his Bed, and bold enough 
To be a ſtale Whore, and have your Madam's Name 
Diſcourſe for Grooms and Pages; and hereafter, 
When his cool Majeſty hath laid you by, 

To be at Penſion with ſome needy Sir 
For Meat and coarſer Cloathes, thus far you know no Fer. 
Come, you ſhall kill him. Evad. Good Sir! 

Mel. And twere to kiſs him dead, thou'dft ſmother him z 
Be wiſe and kill him : Canſt thou live, and know 
What noble Minds ſhall make thee ſee thy ſelf 
Found out with ev'ry Finger, made the Shame 
Of all Succeſſions, and in this great Ruin 
Thy Brother and thy noble Husband broken ? | 
| Thou ſhalt not hve thus; kneel, and ſwear to help me, 

| When'Tihall call chee to it, or by all Hol 
0 0 


A 2 TO ns 


.. .. ̃ Ä, 


” 2AM * 7», N % 
The” Maid Tragedy. 59 
Holy in Heav'n and Earth, thou ſhalt not —4 PO 
To breath 4 full Hour — not a E ME 
Come, tis a righteous Oath; me thy E NOW 
And, both to Heav't: held up, > Fre by thr Weds | 
This luſtfull Thief ſtole from thee, when I fay t, 07 
To let his foul Soul out. vad. Here I do fear ts” 7 4 
And all you Spirits ef abufed Ladies 
Help me in this Performance! 
Mel. Enough; this muſt be known 10 Bene 
But you and I, Evadnt; not to your Lord, 
Though he be wiſe and noble, and a Fellow 
Dares . far into a w Action 
As the moſt darmg; ay, a8 utiee⸗ r 
Ask me not why. 8 : [Exit Mel. 
Erad. Would, I couꝰd ſay fo to thy black ef 
Oh, where have I been all this time! friended, 
That I ſhouldloſe my ſelf thus 13 2 
And none for Pity ſhew me how I wandred? 
There is not in the Compaſs of the Light 
A more unhappy Creature: Sure, I am monſtrous; 
For I have done thoſe Follies, thoſe mad Miſchiefs, 
(44) Wou'd dare a Woman. O my loaden Soul, 
Be not ſo cruel to me, choak not up _ 


Enter Amintor. 


The way to my Repentance! O my Lord! | 
Amin. How now? MO 
Evad. My much abuſed Lord! [Kine 
Amin. This cannot be. 
Evad, I do not kneel to live, I date not hope it; | 

The Wrongs I did are greatetz look upon me, . 

Though I appear with all my Faults. Amin. Stand up. 

This is a new way to beget more Sorrow; 4, 

Heav'n knows, I have too many; do not mock me z 

1 e I am tame and bred up with my Wroagy, * 

y Foſter-brothers, -I may leap 
Like a Hand. Wolf into my natural Wildnefs, | 
And do an Outrage: pray thee, do not mock me. 


(54) Would dare a Woman.) 5. e. would ſcare, would fright her 
out of her Wits to commit. 
Evad, 
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Evad. My whole Life is ſo leprous, it infects 
All my Repentance: I wouꝰ d buy your Pardon 
Though at the higheſt Set, even with my Life: 
That flight Contrition, that's no Sacrifice | 
For what I have committed. Amin. Sure, I dazzle: 
There cannot be a Faith in that foul Woman, 
That knows no God more mighty than her Miſchiefs : 
Thou doſt ſtill worſe, ſtill number on thy Faults, 
To preſs my poor-Heart thus. Can I believe, 
There's any Seed of . Virtue in that Woman 
Left to ſhoot up, that dares go on in Sin 
Known, and ſo known as thine is? O Evade! 
(55) Wou'd, there were any Safety in thy Sex, 
That I might put a thouſand Sorrows off, 
And credit — Repentance! But I muſt not; 
Thou'ſt brought me to that dull Calamity, 
To that ſtrange Misbelief of all the World, 
And all things that are in it; that, I fear, 
I ſhall fall ike a Tree, and find my Grave, 
Only remembring that I grieve. 

Evad. My Lord, 
Give me your Griefs: You are an Innocent, 
A Soul as white as Heav'n; let not my Sins 
Periſh your noble Youth : I do not fall here 
To ſhadow by diſſembling with my Tears, 
(As, all ſay, Women can, ) or to make leſs | 
What my hot Will hath done, which Heav'n and you 
Know to be tougher than the Hand of Time _ 
Can cut from Man's Remembrance; no, I do not; 
I do appear tlie ſame, the ſame Evadne, 
Dreſt in the Shames I liv'd in; the fame Monſter. 
But theſe are Names of Honour, to what I am; 
] do preſent my ſelf the fouleſt Creature, 
Moſt pois nous, dang'rous, and deſpis'd of Men, 
Lerna e er bred, or Nilus; I am Hell, 
»Till you, = dear Lord, ſhoot your Light into me, 
The Beams of your Forgiveneſs: 1 am e 
And wither with the Fear of one condemn' d, 


(55) 'Would. there were any Safety in thy , i. e. any Security, 
any Truſt, or Belief to be repoſed | in them. _ T 


ity, 
[ill 
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Til I have got your Pardon. Amin. Riſe, Evadue. 
Thoſe heav'nly-Pow*rs, that put this Good i into ae; be 
Grant a Continuance of it: 1 forgive the; 
Make thy ſelf worthy of it, and take hee. 
Take heed, Evadne, this be ſeriousz | © : 
Mock not the Pow'rs above, that can and dare 
Give thee a great Example of their Juſtice. | 
To all enſuing Eyes, if that thou playeſt r 
With thy Repentance, the beſt Sacrifice. 
Evad. I have done nothing good to win Belief, | 
My Life hath been ſo faithleſs ; all the Creatures, wil 
Made for Heav'n's Honours, have their Ends,and good 826 
All but the coz' ning Crocodiles, falſe Women; 
They reign here like thoſe Plagues, thoſe killing Sores, 
Men pray againſt; and when they die, like Tales 
Ill told, and unbeliev*d; they paſs away, 
> to Duſt forgonen: But, my Lord, 
Her ſhort Days I ſhall number to my Reſt, 
(As many muſt not ſee me) ſhall, though late, 
Though in my Evening, yet perceive a Will, 
Since 1 can do no Good becauſe a Woman, 
Reach conſtantly at ſomething that is near it; 
I will redeem one Minute of my Age, 1 
Or, like another Niobe, I'II row”. | 7 I 
Til I am Water. TEN 7: bag 
Amin. I am now diflolv'd :' |. 68 * 
My frozen Soul melts: May each gin os haſt, 
Find a new Mercy! Riſe, I am at Peace: 
Hadſt thou been thus, thus excellently od, 
Before that Devil King tempted thy Frailty, 
Sure, thou hadſt made a Star. Give me thy Hand; 
From this time I will know thee, and as far 
As Honour gives me Leave, be thy Amintor. 
. we meet next, I will ſalute thee fairly, 
row — y the Gods to give thee happy Days: 
harity ſhall go Yan with thee, 
rag my Embraces muſt be far from thee. 
| ſhould ha' kill'd thee, but this ſweet Repentance 
Locks up my Vengeance, for which thus I kiſs thee, _ 


. The laſt kiſs we muſt take; and *wou'd to Heav'n ot 


"vn 1 I 


PI! make him bluſn. Ning. It ſounds increchbly. 


5 Meid's _ 


Log gs, ee that gave our Hands together, | | | \ 

Had us equal Virtues! Go, Evadne; | 

My Honour f. no farther, I am well then. "EF 
Brad All the dear Joys here, and above hereaſter, 

Crown thy far Soul ! Thus I take Leave, my Lord; | 

And ee | ſee the foul Euadne, 97 

Till ſhe have yd al honour'd Means that may 

Set her in Reſt, and waſh her Stains away. h 40 

I Exeunt, ſever. 
Ba anquet. Enter King, Calianax. ny within. 
Ling. I cannot tell how 1 ſhou'd credit this 

Pw you, that are his Enemy. Cal. 1 am five, 

He ſaid it to me, and Ul juſtify it 

What way he dares.oppoſe; but with my Sword. 
King. But did he break, without 1 eee, 

To you his Foe, that he wou'd Have the Nort 

To kill me, and chen eſcape? Cal. If he deny i it, * No 


Cal. Ay, fo does every thing I fay of late. 
King. Not ſo, Calianax. Cal. Yes, I ſhou'd fie 
Mute, whilſt a Rogue with fixang Arms cuts your Throat. 
King. Well, I will try kim, and, if this be true, 
= _ my Life, PII 1 End ir; if t be falſe, 
© cloathe your Hate in ſuch a Lye, 
125 ur ereafter doat i in your Own Houle, 
Not in the Court. 
Cal. Why, if ir be a Lie, | 
Mine Ears are falſe; for ae eg * 
Old Men are for no 3 you were ; 
Put me to N him 
For meaning of it; you wou'd ha truſted me 
Once, but the time is altered. King. And will ſill, 
Where I may do't with Juſtice to the World; 
You have no Witneſs, Cal. Yes, my delf. King. No more 
I mean, there were that heard it. . How, no more? 
Would you have more? why am not 1 enough 


| a houſand Rogues? King.” But fo you _—" 
Hage ee, you pleaſe. Cal. een | 
ITis like, I will do ſo; there n VI 
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Will fwear it for a Need too, if I ſay t. 


King. Such Witneſſes we need not. Gol Ard tis ard - 


If my Word cannot hang — * Il 
King. Enough; where's 7 1 
Euer Strato. | 19726 Ar? 
$tra. Sir 


King. Why, where is all e call * in, 
Evadne, where's my Brother, and Melantius? 


Bid him come too, and * call all, [507 Strato. 


That are without there. If he ſhould deſire 

The Combat af you, tis not in the Pow'r 

Of all our Laws to hinder | it, unleſs } 

We mean to quit em. Cal. Why, if you do think 
'Tis fit an old Man and a Counſellor _.. | 
Do fight for what he ſays, then you may grant it. 


Enter Amintor, Evadne, Melantius, Diphilus; 'T 
Lyſippus, Cleon, Strato. | 


King. Come, Sirs; Amintor, thou art yet a Bridegrapm, 

And I will uſe thee ſo; thou ſhalt ſit donn; 

Evadne, fit, and you Amintar too; 

This Banquet is for you, Sir: Who has brought 

A merry Tale about him, to raiſe a Laughter Ko 

Amongſt our Wine? Why, Strata, where art thou? . 

Thou wilt chop out with them unſeaſonably. | 

When I deſire em not. > by 
dera. Tis my ill Luck, Sir, ſo to ſpend them W 
(56) King. Reach me a Boul of Wine: Melarntivs, _ 

Thou art ſad, Mel. I ſhould be, Sir, the merrieſt here 

But I ha* ne*er'a Story of mine.own 

Worth telling at this time. King. Give me che Wine. 2 

Melantius, T am now conſidering, \ 

How eaſy 'twere for any Man we truſt *. 

To poiſon one of us in ſuch a Boul. th 
(55) King. Reach me-a Baal of Wine; Melantius, thou art fad. 5 


Amin. I ſhould be Sir, &c.] I have adjuſted the Metre, 
which was confuſed z-and, by the Afſiſtance.of the old 2uarto in 1619, 


4 


afin d the Reply to the right Character. The King addreſs'd him 2 
to Melantius; and what Impertinence it is in intor to take his 


Mel. 


Friend's Anſwer out of his Mauth ? 


] 
] 
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Mel. I think, it were not hard, Sir, for a Knave, | 
_— Such as you are. 
g. I faith,” twere eaſy, it becomes us well 
To = 8 Men about our ſelves, 
Such as you all are here. Amintor, to thee, 
And to thy fair Evadne. Mel. Have you thought | 
Of this, Cahanax ? | 22 
Cal. Yes, m marry, have I. 74 
- Mel. And what's your Reſolution? 
Cal. Ye ſhall have it ſoundly. 
King. Reach to Amintor, Strato. Amin. Here, my Love, 
This Wine will do thee Wrong, for it will ſet 
Bluſhes upon thy Cheeks, and till 2 doſt 
A Fault, twere Pity. 
King. vet I wonder muh 5 
At the ſtrange Deſperation of theſe Men, 
That dare attempt ſuch Acts here in our State; 


He could not ſcape, that did it. Mel. Were he knoyn, / 


2 King. It would be known, Melantius. 
Mel. It ought to be; if he got then away, 
He muſt near all our Lives upon his Sword ; 
He need not fly the Iſland, he muſt leave 
No one alive. | King. No; I ſhould think, no Man 
Cou'd kill me and "(cape clear, but that old Man. 
Cal. But 1! Heav'n bleſs me! I, ſhould I, my Liege? 
ny 4 I donot think, thou would'ſt; but yet thou might t; 
For thou haſt in thy Hands the Means to ſcape, 
By keeping of the F ort; he has, Melantius, 
And We — kept it well Mel. From Cobwebs, Si, 
Tis clean ſwept: I can find no other Art #2 
In keeping of it now, *twas ne'er beſieg'd 
Since he commanded it. Cal. I ſhall be ſure 
Of your good Word, but I have kept it ſafe 
From ſuch as you. Mel. Keep your ill Temper i In, 
I ſpeak no Malice; had my Brother kept it, 
I ſhou'd ha? faid as much Xing. You are not m 
Brother, drink Wine ; fit you kf ſtill! Calianax em, 
I cannot truſt thus: I have thrown out Words, 
That would have fetch'd warm Blood upon the Checks 
Of guilty Men, and he is never moy'd; . : 
e 
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„ 
2 1 


He knows no ſuch Thing. cal rpudeger thay = 
When feeble, Virtue is ny; 8.7 M1 King He muſt, 0 2 * 
If he were guilty; feel an Alteration: FE ot 2 ö 


At this our Whiſper; whilſt we point at kun, I u Bas 
You ſee, he does not. Cal. Let lim Har ler; MT 
What care I, what he does? this he did ay: 
. (57) King. Mielantius, —— ix oT 
What I * meant; for Men, that are in vey xn 
Can ſubtly apprehend when others att Tt 
At what they do amiſs; but I forgiven" 1 97e alles AN 
Freely before this Man; Heav'n do ſo too ß 
. touch thee, ſo much as with Shame on va. 
of lung it; let it be ſo no more ws 
Cal. Why, this is very fine. Mel. J cannot tel! 
What *tis you mean, but I am apt endugh A in 19 
Rudely to thruſt into an ignorant Fault 
But let me know it; happily, *tis,nought 1 , 1 Ub 
But Miſconſtructian; and, where Gar den, da 1 4A 
| will not take: Forgiveneſs of the Gods, d 995 wk 
Much leſs of you. Ming. Nay; if you land ſo ſtiff, 
| ſhall call back my Mercy. Mel. 1 wane Smoachnet, 93 
1 Fim en OT nnd. > 
[never knewoid mov h 0 of I avian nach 
King. Not to inſtruct your Knowledge, but wo men you | 
My Ears are every where; you meant to kill me, 
And get the Fort to ſcape. Mel. Pardon me, Sz 
My Bluntneſs will be pardoned: (36) Lou preſerve” | 
A Race of idle People here about you, fly Tad ? 
farts, and Talkers, toons: the Worth | ier AU 


Ar n n ne BI 7507 Err” 


* F 43 


e, 


n, 


(57) Melantius, you cannot __ — All the Co Copies, abe tha 

fourth Impreſſion in Quarto, in 1638, have deſtroy'd the Senſe and 

Meaſure too by this Negative. I have made bold to Fane it, by 

the e of the better Cop. FX 730 Rye rap” 
dig eich Io 7 | 


; hn Race of idle Pe A ere 5 you, | 
dt. Eaters and Jaller - This is the Reading of the wh adv 
| Copies, after the Demiſe of the Authors; and, as I preſume; an Al- 
3 tration made by the Players, who either did not u and, or like 
tie Sound of, the original Word. Facers is the Reading of the eldeſt 5 


i Yuarto ; and, I dare fay, the T ˖ due 
He "A Y, AY” A by the nn fince ww” 
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Of thoſethat dothings wo The Man that utter 
riſh'd without — bet who it will, 750 
| Fur ets Arm that fenc'd r the Foe. 
A a Faith to this, 
The Puuh f — — would ſpeak more; ö 
Give me a Pardon (for you ought to do't) 5 
To kill him that ſpake this. Cal. Ay, chat will be 
The End of all, then I am fairly paid 
For all my Care and Service. Mel. That old Man 
Who calls me , and of whom 1. 
(Thoug h 1 will never match my Hate fo low) ; 
Have no good: Thought, would yet, I think, excuſe me, 
And ſwear, he thought me wrong d in this. Cal. Who, t 
Thou ſhameleſs Fellow! Didſt thou not ſpeak to me 
Of it thy ſelf? Mel. O, then it came from him 
Cal. From me! who — — from but, from me? 
Mel. Nay, . I believe, your Malice is enough, 
But I ha” loſt my eee Sir, I hope, 
You are well ſatisfied. g. Ly/ippus, chear 
Amintor and his Lady; _— s no Sound 
Contain: —— ——-— | 
Amin. Y ou have done already, Sir, for me, 1 thank you, 
King. Melantius, I do credit this from Per- | 
How flight ſoe er you make t. 
Mel. Tis „you ſhoulc. 
Cal. "Tis ftrange, he ſhould bekeve an old Man's Word, 
That never lied in his Life. Mel. I talk not to thee; 
Shall the wild Words of this diſtemper d Man, 
Frantick with Age and Sorrow, make a Breach 
Berwixt your Majeſty and me! ? Tas wrong 
To hearken to him; but to credit him, 
As much, at leaſt, 25 I have Power to bear, 


make uſe of it in ſeveral other Paſſages of their Works. So Cation 
ſays in the third Act of this Play: 
However I may ſet a Face, and talk, 
I am not valiant. 
And ſo. Califia, towards the End of the third Ad of the Lov” 
Progreſs ; 
| Leas Facing, ui not ſerve you : 
This Impudence becomes thee worſe than Lying. 
&c. &c. ; | . But 
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tis WW But pardon me; whilſt T ſpeak only Truth, 
1 N my ſelf —— I han beo d 
My careleſs Blood with you, and ſhou'd be loch 
To think an Action that wou'd make me loſe 
That, and my Thanks too. When I was a Boy, 
thruſt my ſelf into my Country's Cauſe 
And did a Peed that pluck d five Years from T he 
And ſtifd me Man then. And for You, my King, 
(59) Your Subjects all have fed by Virtue of 
My Arm.) This Sword of mine hath plow'd the Ground, 
And They have reapt the Fruit of it in Peace; wh . 
And You your ſelf have liv'd at home in Eaſe. 

So terrible I grew, that without Swords 928m og 

My Name hath fetch'd you Conqueſt; and my! Heart 

And Limbs are till the ſame; my Will as great 

To do you Service : Let me not be paid | 97 © if 

With ſuch a ſtrange Diſtruſt. Ning. Allee, ee 

] held it great Injuſtice to believre 3 

Thine Enemy, and did not; if I did, 2.716 19 

do not, let that ſatisfy; What, firuck 00g 

With Sadneſs all! More Wine, = © Aon als * 
Cal. A fe ie We? 0 

Have overthrown my Truth: Ah, ws! 4 Villain, * | 
Mel. Why, thou wert better let me made che Forts” | 

Dotard, I will diſgrace thee thus for ever; Le. de. ; 

There ſhall no Credit lie upon thy Words; 

Think better, and deliver it. Cal. M rl, 

He's at me now again to do it; ſpe „ 

Deny it, if thou canſt; examine i —_ 

While he is hot, e 

He will forſwear it; This is L 


unacy, 
I hope, Melantizs, Aſel. He hath loft Maler e | 
Much, ice is Daughter mik'd the Happineſs | 


(59) Your Subjes, all are fed by virturaf my „ 32 cl 
Wit Saword of mins hath plow'd the Groumd,. 
. And reapt the Fruit in Peace, © 
And yourſelf have liv'd at home in Eaſe.) We have only 
ſomething li e Metreleft, and in the third Verſe as little Senſe. For 
Where is the Merit of reaping the Fruits of his own 'Valour ? He 
would fay juſt the contrary. The whole, I am well aſſur'd, originally 
But nn, as I have regulated it. Mr. Seward. 


F 2 My 


i * - 
* 
: - 
* 
* F . 


liands 


68 Le Maid's Tracey. 


M y Siſter gain'd; and though he call me Foe, - 
I pity him. Cal. Pity? A Pox upon you 
(60) Mel. Mark his order d Words, and at the Maſque, 
Diagoras knows, he rag d, and raibd at me, N 
And call'd a Lady Whore, ſo innocent 
She underſtood him not; but it becomes 
Both you and me too to forgive Diſtraction; 
Parden him, as I do. Cal. I'll not ſpeak for Fe, 
For alt thy Cunning; if. you will be ſaf,e 
Chop off *. Head, for th was never known 
So impudent a Raſcal. King. Some, that love hi, 
Get him to Bed: Why, Pity ſhould not let 
Age make it ſelf contemptible; we muſt be 
All Old, haye. him away. Mel. Calianax, 
The King believes you; come, you ſhall go home, 
And — you ha' done well; you'll give it up 
When I have us d you thus a Month, I hope. 
Cal. Now, now, tis plain, Sir, he does move me ſtill; 
He ſays, he knows I'll give him up the Fort, | 
When he has us'd me thus a Month : I am welt 
Am I not, ſtill? Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 
Cal. 1 ſhall be mad indeed, if you do thus 8 
Why would you truſt a ſturdy Fellow. there 
(That has no Virtue in him, all's in his * wks 
Before me? Do but take his Weapons Sy him, | Len 
And he's an Aſs, and ma very Fool. x 
Both with him, and without hin, as your: oſs nd 4% 
e 
King. Tis well, Calianar;ʒ; but if, you uſe. | 
This once again, I ſhall intreat ſome Other 21 of 125 | 
To ſee your Offices be well diſcharg dq. 
Be merry, Gentlemen, it grows ſomewhat late, Fa 
A. "thou would'ſt be a-bed again. 
Amin. Yes, Sir. King. And you, ee, [et me tk 
Thee in my Arms, Melantius, and believe © 
Thou art, as thou deſerveſt to be, my Friend 


(ze) kin Mark his Jiſerder'd Wards, and, at the We 
9 Diagoras knows, Kc. J I have affix'd the Lines 
to. the arg Characters, from the Authority of the DA Quaris. 
Mr. Seward likewiſe preſcrib'd this Alteration to me. Still 
z 


4 
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Sill, and for ever. Good Calianax, ;,; 
Sleep ſoundly, it will bring thee to thy E 
| [ Exeunt all but Mel. and Gal 
Cal. Sleep ſoundly ! I ſleep ſoundly now, 1 hope, . 
| cou'd not be thus elſe. - How dar*ſt thou ſtay 


| Alone with me, knowing how thou haſt us'd me? it 


Mel. You cannot blaſt me with your Tongue, and that s 
The ſtrongeſt Part you have about you. Cal. I 
Do look for ſome great Puniſhment for this, 5 
For I begin to forget all my Hate, 

And take't unkindly that mine Enemy 
Should uſe me ſo extremely ſcurvily. 

Mel. I ſhall melt too, if you begin to take 
Unkindneſſes: I never meant you Hurt. 

Cal. Thou'lt anger me again; thou wretched Rogue, 
Meant me no Hurt! Diſgrace me with the King; ; | 
Loſe all my Offices! This is no Hurt, 

Is it? I prithee, what doſt thou call Hurt? 11 7 

Mel. To poiſon Men, becauſe they love me nof:: 
To call the Credit of Mens Wives in queſtion; A * 
To murder Children betwixt me and Land 


= 


This is all Hurt. Cal. All this, thou think: ſt, is Sport 3 


For mine is worſe :. But uſe thy Will with me 5 
For betwixt Grief and Anger I cou'd cr. 

Mel. Be wiſe then, and be fafe; thou may ſt revenge. 

Cal. Ay, o' the King? I wou'd N o ee 

Mel. That you muſt plot your ſelf. | 

Cal. Im a fine Plotter. 

Mel. The Short is, I will hold thee with the s 
In this Perplexity, till Peeviſhneſs 5 0 
And thy Diſgrace have laid thee in thy Grave: 20 
But if thou wilt deliver up the Fort, 

Pll take thy trembling Body in my Arms, 

And bear thee over Dangers; thou ſhalt hold 

Thy wonted State. Cal. If I ſhould tell the King 
Can'ſt thou deny't again? Mel. Try and believe. 

Cal. Nay then, thou canſt bring any thing about? 
Melantius, thou ſhalt have the Fort. Mel. Ways wells 3 
Here let our Hate be buried, and this 1 


Shall right us Both; give nie thy aged Breaſt 
To compaſs. F 3 To 
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Cal. Nay, I do not love thee. yet: 1 Re 

LON well endure to look on thee : A 

„if I thought it were a Courteſy, Ti 

: 1285 ſhould'ſt not have it: But I am en N 

My Offices are to be ta en away; pe 4; Pl 
And if I did but hold this Fort a Day, 


do believe, the King would take it om me, 

And give it thee, things are ſo ſtrangely carried; 
Ne'ꝰer thank me for't; but yet the King ſhall know 

There was ſome ſuch thing in't I told him of; 

And that I was an honeſt Man, Mel. He'll buy 

That 38 xa rag dearly, Dipbilus, | 


Ener Diphilus. 


What News with thee! ? Diph. This were a Night indeed 
To doit in; the King hath ſent for her. 
Mel. She ſhall perform it then; go, Dipbilus, 
And take from this good Man, my worthy Friend, 
The Fort; he'll give it thee, Dipb. Ha? you got that? 
Cal. Art thou of the ſame Breed? canſt thou deny 
"This to the King too? Dipb. With a Confidence 
As great as his. Cal. Faith, like enough. Mel. ANT, 
And uſe him kindly. © Cal. Touch not me, I hate 
The whole Strain of you : if thou follow me 
A great way off, I'll give thee UP the Fort; 
And hang your ſelves. 
Mel. Be gone. Diph, He 5 finely wrought. | 
I [Exeunt Cal. and Diph. | 
Me. This is a Night, ſpite of Aſtronomers, 
To do the Deed in; I will Haſh the Stain, 
T hat reſts upon our Houſe, off with his Blood. 


Enter Amintor, 


r 


Td GG aa 
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| "Amin. Melantius, now aſſiſt me: if thou beſt 
That which thou fay'ſt, aſſiſt me: I have loſt 
All my Diſtempers, and have found a Rage 
So pleaſing; help me. Mel. Who can ſee him thus, 
And not ſwear Vengeance? What's the matter, Friend? 
Amin, Out with thy Sword; and, hand in hand with me, 


Ruſh 


De Maid's Tragedy. 
Ruſh to the Chamber of this hated King ; 
And ſink him with the Weight of all his Sins 
To Hell for ever. Mel. Twere a raſh Attempt, | 
Not to be done with Safety: Let your Reaſon” ot 
Plot your Revenge, and not your Paſſion. 1 

Amin. If thou refuſeſt me in theſe Extreams, 

Thou art no Friend: He ſent for her to me 
By Heav'n, to me; my ſelf; and, I muſt tell ye, 
| love her as a Stranger; there is Worth = 
In that vile Woman, worthy things, Melantius; 
And ſhe repents. I'll do't my ſelf alone. 
Though I be ſlain. Farewel. Mel. He'll overthrow 
My whole Deſign with Madneſs. #minror, think 
What tis thou doſt; I dare as much as Valour; 1 
But 'tis the King, the King, the King, Amutor, 
With whom thou fight'ſt ; I know, that he is honeſt, 


And this will work with him. Amin. I cannot tell 

What thou haſt ſaid ; but thou has charm*d my Sword 

Out of my Hand, and left me ſhaking here 

Defenceleſs. Mel. I will take it up for thee. . 
Amin. What a wild Beaſt is uncollected Man! 

(61) The Thing, that we call Honour, bears us al! 

Headlong to Sin, and yet it {elf is not-ohe. 
Mel. Alas, how variable are thy Thoughts! 
Amin. Juſt like my Fortunes: I was run to that 

purpos'd to have chid thee for. Some Plot 

did diſtruſt, i eee 01 

By that old Fellow's Carriage: but take heedʒ; 


(61) The Thing that aue call Honour, bears utall e 

Headlang unto Sin, and yet it 4 iz nothing.] This is One 

of thoſe Places, which was in danger of being irrecoverably ſpoilt 3 
becauſe, as it carries ſomething of with it, the exacteſt Reader, 
unleſs particularly attentive, (which no Man can be at all times) 
might overlook it. But what, can Amintor, who has ſo nice a Senſe 
of Honour, ſay, that tis nothing? Falfaffe in his Catechiſm might 
properly fay ſo; becauſe it was nothing he could either ſee, feel, eat, 
or drink: But a Man, who had ſo ſtrong a Feeling of it as Amintor, 
could not join with him. It was then very near hurrying him into 
Treaſon, a Crime his Conſcience, when awaken'd, ſtartled at. How 
beautiful therefore is the Sentiment, as the Poets — yr 5 
Seauvard. 


F 4 There's 


7T 
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There's not the leaſt Limb growing to a King, Ar 
But carries Thunder in it. Mel. J have none ths (6: 
Againſt him. Amin. Why? come then; and {till remem II 


We may not think Yr i Mel. I will remember. 11 
ban t = [Exeunt. Ar 
A C T V. SCENE I ha 
A 
45 Antechamber to the- King 5 Beltane. T 
b 1 
Euer Evadne, aud 4 Gentloman. T 
Evad. Q IR, is the King a-bed? | A 
8 Gent. . Hour ago. I 
Evad. Give me the Key then, and let none be nears l 
"Tis the King's Pleaſure. F 
Cent. I underſtand you, Madam, mo ; 
Would, it were mine. I muſt not wiſh good Reſt , 
Unto your Ladyſhip, Evad. You talk, you talk. \ 
Gent. Tis all I dare do; Madam; bur the King 0 
Will 8 25 and then, —— 
Evad: Saving your Imagination, pray, good Night, Sir, ; 
Gent. A DE i hw ml a Jong one, Madam, X 
Jam g — Hs | n 
Evad. The Nis ht grows horrible i 92 all about me 
Lie my black Natel O the re W 
Of a loſt Virgin! Whither wilt tic 221 


To what things diſmal, as the Dept 
(62) Wilt thou provoke me? Let no Woman dare 
From this Hour be diſloyal: If her Heart be 
Fleſh, if ſh' have Blood, 0 can fear; tis a Daring 
Above that 2 F ol that left his FOR 3 


. [ty | vin Let no Man 2 28 | 
fy rom this Hour be diſſenal: Tf her Heart 2 
Be Fleſh, &c.] Thus the Folio in 1679, and che „ 
ditions, to the Detriment both of the Number, and Grammar, 
Ma retriey'd the Reading of the old Quarto's in 1619, 1622, and 
630.3. Which cures the Lameneſs of the Metre, and the Defect in 
CR And 
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And went to Sea to fight: Tis ſo many Sins, 
(63) An Age cannot repent em; and fo great, | 
The Gods want Mercy for : Yer I muſt through 'em. 
have begun a Slaughter on my Honour, | 
And I muſt end it there: | 
[4 Door is open d, and the King diſcover'd Wee 45 
He ſleeps. Good Heav'ns! 
Why give you Peace to this untemperate Beaſt, 
That hath fo long tranſgreſs d you? I muſt kill him, 
And I will do it bravely : The meer Joy 
Tells me, J merit in it: Yet I muſt not | 
Thus tamely do it, as he ſleeps; that were 
To rock him to another World: My Vengeance = 
Shall take him waking, and then lay before him | 
The Number of his Wrongs and Puniſhments. 
PI ſhake his Sins like Furies, till I waken 
His evil Angel, his ſick Conſcience; 
And chen PI ſtrike him dead. King, by your Leave: 
[Ties his Arms to the Bed. 
dare not truſt your Strength. Your Grace and 1 
Muſt grapple upon even Terms no more. 
80, — if he rail me not from my Reſolution, 
I ſhall be ſtrong enough. My Lord the King 
My Lord !, he ſleeps, as if he meant to wake 
No more; my Lord; is he not dead _—_y* 1 
My Lord; 8 #- 'T 
King. Who's that? Evad. 0 you fleep fondly, 5 Sir! 
King. My dear Evadne, | 
[ tare been crexang of thee ; come to Bed. 


(63) — "tis fo many Sins, 

An Age cannot prevent en ;] If a Woman be Tilloyal, ind 
aually dares to commit the Sin, how can an Age, or twenty 
Ages, prevent it? Vet thus all the Editions, that I have ever ſeen, * 
without Regard to Common-ſenſe. The flight Emendation, that I have 
ventured at, departs but very little from the Traces of the Letters, 
but gives a very conſiderable Alteration" in Sentiment: Yiz. That a 

oman, who once tranſgreſſes againſt her conjugal Fidelity, plucks 
ſo many Sins on herſelf in Conſequence of it; that, if She were to 
bye an Hundred Years, She would not have ſufficient Time to repent 
of them. Both Mr. Seward and Mr. Sympſen concurr'd with me in 
E this Emendation. 70. 
Evad. 
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Evad. I am come at length, Sir, but how welcome? 

King. What pretty new Device is this, Evadne? 
(64) What, do you tie me to you? By my Life, 
This is a quaint one : Come, my Dear, and kiſs me; 
(65) I'll be thy Mars; to Bed, my Queen of Love : 
Let us be caught together, that the Gods 
May _ and envy our ee N 
Lou are too hot, and 1 Hr brought you Phyſick 
To temper your high Veins. 

King. Prithee, to Bed then; let me take it warm; 
There you ſhall know the State of my Body better. 

Evad. I know, 41 have a ſurfeited foul Body; ; 
And you muſt bleed. N 

King. Bleed! 

Evad Ay, you ſhall bleed: Lie ail; and if the Dei, 
Your Luſt, will give you Leave, repent ; This Steel 


Comes to redeem the Honour that you ſtole, 


King, my fair Name ; which nothing but thy Death 


Can anſwer to the World. King. How's this, Evadne? 


Evad. I am not ſhe; nor bear I in this Breaſt 
So much cold Spirit to be call'd a Woman : 
I ama Tiger; I am any thing, 
Eu wee not Pity. Stir not; if . doſt, 
I take un 'd; th Fears 
That make thy 8 double ; and fond thee _ 
(66) (By my Revenge, Iwill) to ſeek thoſe Torments 


(64) What do you tye me to you by my Lowe?) This is the Nonſenſ. 
cal Reading and Punctuation of all the Editions. I need not uſe any 


Words to juſtify the Alteration I have made: The Reaſon for it i 


ſelf- evident. 

(65) Tl be thy Mars;] The Allufion here is to the Words of Ovil 
in the fourth Book of his Metamorphoſes, where Mars and Venus are 
caught in Conjunction by a ſubtle Net which her Husband Vulcan had 
bound over ö and ex xpoſed them to the View of the Gods. 

— 5 Jacutre ligati 
Turp Turpitir, at argue 6 iguis de Diis non le optat 
Sic fieri turpis. | 
2 to. look thoſe Torments 
Propar' d for ſuch black Souls.) Look occurs i in the Line im- 
mediately preceding; and the Repetition of it is no manner of Ele 
ance. des, to lool thoſe Torments, is no Engl Expreſſion: ſt 
_ either be, /zek, or brook. | d 
Prepar 


8 


r 
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d for ſuch . e e = 4 
Kino. Thou doſt not mean tis impoſſible: 
Thou ar. too ſweet, and gentle. 
Evad. No, I am not: 
| am as foul as thou art, and can number 
As many ſuch Hells here. I was once fair, 
Once I was lovely; not a blowing Roſe 
More chaſtly ſweet, till thou, thou, thou, foul Canker, 
(Stir not) didſt poiſon me: I was a World of Virtue, 
Till your curſt Court and you (Hell bleſs you for'r!) 
With your Temptations on Temptations | 
Made ine il hes; King, N For which, ( (King) 
I'm come to kill thee Kang. No. Euad I am. 
Ling. Thou art not. 


| prithee, ſpeak not theſe things; ou art 2 78 | 
And wert not meant thus rugged. 
Evad. Peace, and hear me. "Pp 
Stir no but your Tongue, or 
To — — us; by whoſe Lights I vow, wy 
Thoſe bleſſed Fires that ſhot to ſee our Sin, 
If thy hot Soul had Subſtance with thy Blood, 
| would kill that too; which, being paſt my Steel, 
(67) My Tongue ſhall reach. Thou art a ſhameleſs Villain, 
A thing out of the Overcharge of Nature; 
dent, like a thick Cloud, to diſperſe a Plague 
15 weak catching Women; uc a Tyrant, 
That for his Luſt net. ſell away his 8 3 
Ay, all his Heav'n hereafter. 
King, Hear, Evadne, 
Thou Soul of "Sweetnels, hear! I: am thy King. en 
Evad. Thou art my We lie ſtill, there's none about 
Within your Cries; all Promiſes of Saf . 
Are but deluding Dreams. Thus, thus, foul Man, 
Thus I begin my Vengeance. | [Stabs bim. 
King. Hold, Kunde! 


(67) —— which, being paſ my Steel, 

My Tongue all teach] 1 evident from Common- ſenſe, 
that T have retriev'd the true Reading, here. A Corruption, ex- 
aftly the ſame, had poſſeſs'd a Paſſage in fhakeſpeare s Coriolanus, till 
pong it, Mr. "Seward likewile ſtarted this Emendation here 
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_ _ Cleon. How now, where's the Traitor? þ 


25 Where's the Body? 
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I do contin thee hold. 
Evad. I do not mean, Sir, 107 2 Set 60975 
To part ſo fairly with you; we 3 change, 
More of theſe Love-tricks yet, 7200 cr 
King. What bloody Villain 30 
Provck - d thee to this Murder? we #5] 
Evad. Thou, thou, Monſter. ' King. Oh! bow 1 
Evad. Thou 1 80 1 me brave at . — and bort 
me, King; | 
Then married me to a young Noble e ; 
And whor'd'ſt me ſtill. King. Evadue, pity me. 
Evad. Hell take me then! This for my Lord Aninr, 
This for my noble Brother ; and this Stroke | 


For the moſt wrong'd of Women 775 [Kill bin 


King. Oh! I die. 
Evad. Die all our Faults rogpther! Lforgive thee. [Exi 


Enter two of the Bedebamber. 2 
I; Come, now ſhe's gone, let's enter; the King erpecds 


Its _ will be angry. 


. *Tis a fine Wench; we'll have a map at ber one 

of theſe Nights, as ſhe goes from him. 

1. Content... How. quickly he had done with ber! 
8 5 Kings can wi no more. Wat: way than other mortal 

cople. | wants £ 

wg How faſt ha, 171 1 cannot hear ham . 
1. Either the Tapers give a feeble Light. 
Or he looks very pale. 2. And ſo he does 
Pray Heaven, he be well ! let's look: Alas 


N s ſtiff, wounded and dead ns: Loenſon, Treaſon! 


#7, Run forth and call. e vita" 
2. Treaſon, Treaſon! | [Exit Gm) 


1. This will be laid on us: Who can belevs, 4 211. 
A Woman cou'd do this? 13 20d? 


Enter Cleon and 151 plas, « 


A * 


3 


1. Fled, fled away; but there her woful Act lies an. 
Qieon. Her Act! a Woman! | 


1. There 


MI > x Has 
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L Farewed, thou _— Man! There; two o Bonds 
Ez our Loves, a. Brother and a er | 
The leaſt of which might fetch a Flood of Tears: 

But ſuch the Miſery of Greatneſs is, 

They have no time to mourn; on aalen me. 

drs, which way went ſne? uot! 
Euter Strato. 225 : 

Stra. Never follow. her; 0 5 

For ſhe, alas! was but the- Inſtrument... 

News is now brought i in, that Melantds, 2 

Has got the Fort, and ſtands upon eee 

And with a loud Voice calls thats f. few, e 

(68) At this dead time of ale ane 

The Innocence of this Ac. 
V Gentlemen, I am your King, © 

$4 We do acknowledge it. | 

Ly. I would, I were not! Follow, all; bor 9 

Muſt have a ſudden Stop. * Fee. 


Enter Melantius, Diphitus; and Clin, on the 
© Battlements of the Fort.” 


Mz. If the dul People can believe I am arm vd, 1 
(Be conſtant, Diphilus ;) now we have timea 
Either to bring our baniſh'd Honours . 

Or create new ones in our Ende. i: 

Dipb. 1 fear not; 

My Spirit lies not that way. Courage, Collchar, HET 
Ga Would, I had any! you ſhould quickly know it. 
Mel. Speak to the People; thou art eloquent. , 
Cal. Tis a fine Eloquence to come to the Gallows; 

* Toh born to 1 A End. 1 2 you! 
ow muſt I or Com *Tis e, 

[ ſhould be be ld, an neither wiſe nor ens 


„ 
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Mt 
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(68) — — — A . 


The innocent of this Aa.) Thus the Filio i in 1679, and the 
ſubſequent Editions from it. The true Reading I have- reſtored _ | 


the old Quarto s. And gs Mr. Saward and Mr. en ſaw the 
Corruption. 
Enter 
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A noble Maſter, which your Faith, Melantius, 


They had been laſting Monuments. Thy Brother, 


Enter Lyſippus, Diagoras, Cleon, Strato, and Guard. 
I/. See, where he ſtands, as boldly confident, 
As if he had his full Command about him. ws | 
Stra. He looks, as if he had the better Cauſe, Sir; 
Under your gracious Pardon, let me ſpeak it! 
Though he be -mighty-ſpirited, and forward 
To all great Things; to all TP of that Danger 
Worſe Men ſhake at the telling of; yet, certainly, 
I] do believe him noble; and this Action 
Rather pull'd on, than 92 his Mind was ever 
As worthy as his Hand. Lyſ. Tis my Fear too; 
Heaven forgive all! Summon him, Lord Clon. 
Cleon. Ho, from the Walls there. | 


Mel. Worthy Cleon, welcome; 


We could have wiſh*d you here, Lord; you are honeſt, 


Cal. Well, thou art as flattering a Knave, though I dar 
not tell you fo, ——Q< - (Afr. 
Lyſ. Melantius! | +. 
Ey. I am forry, that we meet thus; our old 
Never requir d ſuch Diſtance; pray Heav n, 
You have not left yourſelf, and ſought this Safety 
More out of Fear than Honour ; you have loſt 


® 
- 
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Some think, might have preſerv d; yet you know beſt. 
Cal. When time was, I was mad; fome, that dates fight, 
I hope, will pay this Raſcal. f 
Mel. Royal young Mar, whoſe Tears look lovely on 
Had they been ſhed for a deſerving One, I [ther! 


While he was good, I call'd him King; and ſerv'd hin 
With that ſtrong Faith, that moft unwearied Valour, 
(69) PulPd People from the fartheſt Sun to ſeek him, 


And beg his Friendſhip ; — I was then his Soldier. 


(69) Pull'd People from the fartheſt Sun to ſeek him; 
And by his Friendſhip, I was then his Soldier ; } Thus thi 
Paſſage has been moſt erroneouſly pointed thro' all the Editions, con- 
trary to Common · ſenſe, and the Author's Intentions. The Word beg 
is owing to the Authority of the Quart in 1619 z which happily help'd 
me to rectify the Pointing and Senſe: Tho' Mr. Seward likewiſe 
pointed out the true Reading. | But 
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But fince his hot Pride drew him to diſgrace me” © 
And brand my noble Actions with his. Luſt, 
(That never- cur d Diſhonour of my Siſter, 
Baſe Stain of Whore in her; and, which is worſe, 
The Joy to make it (till ſo) like myſelf, 
Thus have I flung him off with my ' Allegiance; | 
And ſtand. here mine own Juſtice, to revenge 
What I have ſuffer'd in him; and this old Man, 
Wrong' d almoſt to Lunacy. | 
Cal. Who I? You'd draw me in. I have had WI 
do diſclaim ye all. | 
Mel. The ſhort is this; 
'Tis no Ambition to lift up myſelf 
Urgeth me thus; I do defire again . 
To be a Subject, ſo I may be freed; _ 
If not, I know my Strength, and will unbuild 
This goodly Town; be peedy, and be wiſe, 
In a Reply. Stra. Be fadden, Sir, to tie 
All up again; what's done is Recall, 
And paſt you to revenge; and there are thouſands, 
That wait 12 ſuch a troubled Hour as this; 
Throw him the Blank. Lyſ. Melantius, write in that 
Thy Choice, my Seal is at it. 
Mel. It was our Honours drew us to this Act, 
Not Gam; and we will only work our Pardon. | 
Cal. Put my Name in too. 
Dipb. You diſclaim*d us bur now, Calinas. = 
Cal. That's all one; | 
I'll not be hang'd hereafter by a Trick; 
Pl have it in. 
Mel. You ſhall, you ſhall ; | 
Come to the back te, and well all you King, | 


e you up the Fort. 
H. Away, away. F [ Exeunt. 
S OE N E changes to Amintor's Houſe. - 
Enter Aſpatia in Man's Apparel. 


Ah. This is my fatal Hour; Heav'n may forgive 
8 0 raſh —— that cauſeleſſy hath laid 2 


That I have on me, and be patient too, 
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Griefs on me chat will never let me reſt: 
And put a Woman's Heart into my Brealt, 
It is more Honour for you, that I tie 3 22 
For ſhe, that can endure the Miſery p 


May live, and laugh at all that you can do. 
God fave you, Sir! 


Euter Servant. 


. And you, Sir; what's your Buſineſs ? 
Aſp. With you, Sir, now, to do me the fair Office 
To help me to your Lord. = 
Ser. What, wou'd you ſerve him? 
Ap. TN do him any Service; but, to haſte, 
For my Affairs are earneſt, I Tre | | 
To ſpeak with him. Ser. Sir, cauſe you're in fuch haſte, 
I would be loth delay you any longer- 
You cannot. 
Aſp. It ſhall become 725 tho', to tell your 1 DS | 
(70) Ser. Sir, he will peak with no Body : But in par- 
ticular I have in Charge, about no weighty Matters. 
Aſp. This is moſt . Art chou Gee ? there's 
Help me to him. [for thee; 
Ser. Pray, be not an 2 ; Pu x. my belt. 1 
Aſp. How ſtubbornly this Fellow ee me! 
There is a vile diſhoneſt Trick in Man. 
More than in Women: All the Men I meet 
Appear thus to me, are all harſh and rude; . 
And have a Subtilty in every 
Which Love could never know; but we fond Women 
Harbour the eaſieſt and the ſmootheſt Thoughts, 
And think, all ſhall go ſo; it is unjuſt, 
That Men and Women ſhould be match'd together, | 


Enter Amintor, and his. Man. 
Amin. Where i is he? Ser. There, my Lord. 


| (70) But in particular I have in Charge, about no weighty Matter. 

Theſe Words, which ſhew an Impertinence ſo common in all Servants, 

and a Defire of fifting into every Body's E are caly to be found 
in the firſt Quarto, in 1619, ; 

; | Amin, 
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Amin. What wou'd you, Sir? We hs 
Aſp. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip to 3 * your - Man 
Out " the Room; I ſhall deliver things 
Worthy your Hearing. Amin. Leave us. [Exit Ser. 
Aſp. O, that that Shape | 
Should bury Falſhood in it _ (Able. 
Amin, Now your Will, Sir. | 
Aſp. When you know me, my Lord; you needs muſt 
My Buſineſs; and I am not hard to know;  _ [gueſs 
77) For till the Chance of War marke d this ſmooth Face 
With theſe few Blemiſhes, People would call me 
My Siſter's Picture; and her, mine ; in ſhort, 
am the Brother to the wrong'd Apatia. 
Amin. The wrong' d Aſpatia! Would, thou wert fo to 
Unto the wrong'd Amintor Let me kiſs | 
That Hand of thine, in Honour that I bear 
Unto the wrong'd Aſpatia : Here 1 ſtand, 
That did it; would, he could not Gentle Youth, 
Leave me; for there is ſomething in thy Looks, 
That calls my Sins in a moſt hideous Form 
Into my Mind; and I have Grief enough 
Without thy Help. App. J would, I could with Ceedrl 
Since I was —— Years old, I had not ſeen 
My Siſter till this Hour; I now arriv'd; 
She ſent for me to ſee her Marriage, 
(72) A woful one: But They, that are above, 
Have Ends in every thing. She us'd few Words; * 
But yet enough to make me underſtandd 
The Baſeneſs of the Injury you did her; 
That little Training, I have had, is War; 
| may behave myſelf rudely in Peace; 
[ wou'd not though; I ſhall not need to tell you, 
(71) For till the Change of Var] Chance is a much more common 


ord, and more to the Purpoſe 4 Meaning of the 1 
(72) Mr. Seward. 
72 


But they that are above, 
Have Ends in every thing.] How nobly, and to what Ad- 
Rantage, has SHAKESPEARE exprels'd this Sentiment, in his Hamlet! 
—— —- And That ſhould teach us, | 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our Ends, 
Roug h- heau them how aue will. 


Vo. I. G I am 
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I am but young; and would be loth to loſe | 
Honour, that is not eaſily gain'd again; 
Fairly I mean to 1 a is ſtrict 
For ſingle Combats; be ſtop'd, 
If it be publiſh'd: um you like your Sword, 
Uſe it; if mine appear a better to you, 
Change; for the Ground is this, and this the time 
To end our Difference. 

Amin. Charitable Youth, N 
(If thou be*ſt ſuch,) think not, I will maintain 
So ſtrange a Wrong; and, for thy Siſter's ſake, 
Know, that I could not think that deſperate thing 
I durſt not do; yet, to enjoy this World, 
I would not fee her ; for, beholding thee, 
I am I know not what ; if I have aught, 
That may content thee, take it and be gone; 
For Death 1s not ſo terrible as thou ; 
Thine Eyes ſhoot Guilt into me. 

Aſp. Thus, ſhe ſwore, 

Thou wou' dſt behave thyſelf; and give me Words, 
That would fetch Tears into mine Eyes, and fo 
Thou doſt indeed; but yet ſhe bad me watch, 
Leſt I were oozen'd; and be ſure to hight, 
E'er I return'd. 
Amin. That muſt not be with me; 
For her I'll die directly, but againſt her 

Will never hazard it. Ap. — be urg'd; 

I do not deal uncivilly with thoſe 

That dare to fight ; but ſuch a one as you 


Muſt be us'd thus. - {She ftrikes bin. 


Amin, J prithee, Youth, take heed 
Thy Siſter is a thing to me ſo much 
Above mine Honour, that I can endure 
All this; good Gods! — a Blow I can endure ; 
But ſtay not, leſt thou draw a timeleſs Death | 
Upon thyſelf, Aſp. Thou art ſome prating Fellow; 
One, that hath ſtudied out a Trick to talk 
And move ſoft-hearted People; to be kick*d [She kicks bin 
Thus, to be kick d why ſhould he be ſo low ¶ Aſd. 


In giving me my Death ! Amin. A Man can bear 1 
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No more, and keep, his Fleſh; forgive me then; 
1 wou'd endure yet, if I could; now ſhew 
The Spirit _ N ad underſtand, _ tha k, 1 

Thou no Hour to , 

er doſt thou mean? k 1 
Thou canſt not fight: The Blows thou mak*f at me 
Are quite beſides; and thoſe 1 145 at thee, 
Thou ſpreadꝰſt thine Arms, and tak*ſt upon thy Bret, 
Alas! defenceleſs. Asp. I have got Fs 
And my Deſire; there is no Place fo fit 
For me to die as here. 


Enter Evadne, her Hands bloody, with a | Knife, 


* Il 


Fouad. Amintor, I am loaden with Events, 


That fly to make thee happy; I have Joys, 


| That in a Moment can call back thy Wrongs, 


And ſettle thee in thy free State again; 
It is Evadne ſtill that follows thee, 
But not her Miſchiefs. 

Amin. Thou canſt not fool me to ö believe again; 
But thou haft Looks and Things & full of wrong 
That I am ſtaid. 

Evad. Noble Amintor, put off thy Amaze Z 
Let thine Eyes loofe, and fpeak, am I not fair? 
Looks not Evadnue beauteous with theſe Rites now 2 
Were thoſe, Hours half ſo lovely in thine Eyes, 
When our Hands met before the Holy Man? 

I was too foul within to look fair then; 
Since I knew Il}, I was not free till now. 

Amin, There is Preſage of ſome im | 
About thee, which, it ſeems, thy Ta} hak loſt, 
Thy Hands are bloody, and in haſt a Knife. 

Evad. In this conſiſts thy Happineſs and mine. 


Joy to Amintor ! for the King is dead. 


Amin, Thoſe have moſt Pow*r to hurt us, that we love; 
We lay our ſleeping Lives within their Arms. 


(73) — ——— and underſtand, | 
Thou haft no Honour to live 1 This Nonſenſe, which is de- 
ſcended down to us from the Folio Edition in . [ have eorrected 
by the Authority of the three eldeſt 2uarto's 
ted to me the Emendation neceſſary, 


G 2 Why, 


Seward likewiſe © 
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Why, thou haſt rais'd up Miſchief to this height, 
And found out One to out-name thy other Faults ; 
Thou haſt no Intermiſſion of thy Sins, 

But all thy Life is a continued Ill. © 

Black is thy Colour now, Diſeaſe thy Nature. 
Joy to Amintor ! — Thou haſt touch'd a Life, 
The very Name of which had Pow'r to chain 
Up all my Rage, and calm my wildeſt Wrongs. 

Evad. Tis done; and fince I could not find a way 

To meet thy Love ſo clear as through his Life, 
I cannot now repent it. 


Amin. Cou'dſt thou procure the Gods to ſpeak to me, 


To bid me love this Woman, and forgive; 

I think, I ſhould fall out with them. Behold, 

Here lies a Youth, whoſe Wounds bleed in my Breaſt, 

Sent by his violent Fate to fetch his Death 

From my flow Hand: And to augment my Woe, 

You now are preſent ſtain'd with a King's Blood 

Moſt violently ſhed. This keeps Night here, 

(74) And throws an unknown Wildemnels about me. 
Aſp. Oh, oh, oh! [then, 
Amin. No more, purſue me not. Evad. Forgive me 

And take me to thy Bed: We may not part. 

Amin. Forbear, be wiſe, and let my Rage go this way. 
Exad. *Tis you that I wou'd ſtay, not it. 
Amin. Take heed, 
It will return with me. Evad. If it muſt be, 
1 ſhall not fear to meet it; take me home. 
Amin. Thou Monſter of all Cruelty, forbear. 
Evad. For Heav'n's fake look more calm; 
Thine Eyes are ſha 
Than thou canſt ——— thy nd 55 Away, 1 ; 


Thy Knees are more to me than Violence. 


m worſe than ſick to ſee Knees follow me 


For that I muſt not grant; for Heav'n's ſake, ſtand. 


| (74) ————— an unknown Wilderneſs] This is a Word here 
appropriated by the Poets to ſignify Vildneſs; from the Verb, beayilder. 
M1LToN ſeems to have been pleas'd with the Liberty of uſing it in 


this Senſe, as he has copied it in his Paradi/e Loft; B. ix. v. 245 


The Paths and Bowers doubt not but our joint Hand. 


Will keep from Wilderneſs with Eaſe; Fouad 
Dad. 


le 
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Exvad. Receive me then. F 
Amin. I dare not ſtay thy La 3 

Ich midſt of all m oy Anger and my Grief, 

Thou doſt awake ſomething that troubles me, 

And fays, I lov'd thee once; I dare not ſtay; 

There is no End of Women's Reaſoning. [Leaves ber. 
Evad. Amintor, thou ſhalt love me once againz 

Go, I am calm; farewel; and Peace for ever 

Evadne, whom thou har'ſt, will die for thee. LA * elf. 
Amin. T have a little human Nature yet, 


That's left for thee, that bids me ſtay thy Hand. * 


Evad. Thy Hand was welcome, but it came too late; 
Oh, Iam Joſt the heavy Sleep makes Haſte. 1 dies. 
Abb. Oh, oh, oh | | 
Amin, This Earth of mine doth tremble, and I fe 
A ſtark affrighted Motion in my Blood: ö 
My Soul grows weary of her Houſe, and - 
All over am a Trouble to my ſelf. 
There is fome hidden Pow' r in theſe dead Things, 
That calls my Fleſh unto em; I am cold; 
Be reſolute, and bear 'em Company : | 
There's ſomething yet, which I am loth to leave. 
There's Man enough in me to meet the Fears, | 
That Death can bring; and yet, *wou'd, it were done! 
can find nothing in the whole Diſcourſe 


Of Death, I durſt not meet the boldeſt Way; 


Yet fill, betwixt the Reaſon and the Act, 
The Wrong, I to Aſpatia did, ſtands up. 
(75) T have not ſuch another F ault to anſwer ;. 
Though ſhe may juſtly arm her ſelf with Scorn 
And Hate of me, my Soul will part leſs troubled, 
When I have paid to her in Tears my Sorrow. 
[ will not leave this Act unſatisfied, 
If all, that's left in me, can anfwer.i it. 
40. Was it a Dream? There ſtands Amintor fell : 1 5 


Or I dream ſtill. 


(75) 1 hawe not ſuch a Fault to anſwer, | 
Thy ſhe may juſtly arm with S corn] The Lameneſs of theſe two 
Verſes, both in Senie and Meaſure, 1 have cur'd from the Authority 
of the three eldeſt Quarto's. 
G 3 Amin. 
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Amin. How doſt thou? Speak, receive my Love, a 
Thy Blood climbs up to 1. 44 Place again < re 

There's Hope of thy Recovery. 

Aſp. Did you not name Afpatia? Amin. I did. 

Aſp. And talk'd of Tears and Sorrow unto her? 
Amin. is true, and till theſe happy Signs in thee 
Did ſtay my Courſe, twas thither T was going. 
App. Thou'rt there already, and theſe Wounds are hers: 
Thoſe Threats, I brought with me, ſought not Revenge; 
But came to fetch this Bleſſing from thy Hand, 
I am Aſbatia yet. | 

Amin. Dare my Soul ever look abroad again? 

Af. I ſhall, ſure, live, Amintor; I am well: 
A kind of healthful Joy wanders within me. 

(76) Amin. The World wants Lives to expiate thy Loſs; 
Come, let me bear thee to ſome Place of Help. 
Asp. Amintor, thou muſt ſtay, I muſt reſt here; 

My Strength begins to difobey my Will. 

How doſt thou, my beſt Soul? I wou'd fain hve + 

Now, if I cou'd: Wou'dſt thou have lov'd me then? 
Amin. Alas! 

All that I am's not worth a Hair from thee. 

App. Give me thy Hand, mine Hands grope 7 
And cannot find thee; Jam wondrous fick: {[down, 


(76) The World wwants Lines 10 excuſe thy Loſs: ] The Senſe and 
Verſe are both ſpoiPd ; I hope, I have reſtored Both. My Emends- 
tion gives this Meaning. All the Lives of all the Women in the 

World cannot to me attone for the Loſs of thine. I gueſs, that ſome 
Tranſcriber, or Editor, had firſt by meer Accident chang'd Lives to 
Lines; and the Word, /exptate, not making the leaſt Senſe with That, 
occaſion'd ſome future Editor, without Regard to the Metre, to ſub- 
ſtitute excu/e inſtead of it; which does carry ſome Shadow of Senſe, 
tho* but an empty ene. This is the Emendation and Comment 

of the ingenious Mr. Seward. Long before I receiv'd his 

1 upon this Paſſage, I had ſubſtituted with leſs Variation from 
e lext: 5 

The World wants Limits to excuſe thy Loſs. 


7. e. Were the World ever ſo wide and large, the Loſs of Thee is fo 
great, that its whole Yaftidity, as Shakeſpeare ſays, would not be ſuf 
ficient to excuſe, or compenſate for it. I have adopted my Friend's 
Conjecture into the Text, becauſe I would be always willing to ſhew# 
Diffidence of my on poor Efforts. The Readers will have the Bene- 


_ Have 


ft of both our Conjectures. 
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Have I thy Hand, Amintor? IK 
Amin. Thou greateſt Bleſſing of the World, thou haſt. 
Aſp. I do believe thee better than my Senſe. | 

Oh! I muſt go; farewell. | Dies. 
Amin. She ſwoons: Afpatia! help; for Heav'n's Sake, 

Such as may Chain Life ever to this Frame. [Water, 

Aſpatia, ſpeak ; What, no Help? yet I fool; | 

[| chafe her Temples; yet there's nothing firs ; 

Some hidden Pow'r tell her, Amntor calls; 

And let her anſwer me: Appatia, ſpeak. 

Pye heard, if there be any Life, but bow 

The Body thus, and it will ſhew it ſelf. 

Oh, ſhe is gone! I will not leave her yet. 

Since out of Juſtice we muſt challenge nothing. 

PII call it Mercy if you'll pity me, 

You heav'nly Powers! and lend, for ſome few Years, 

The bleſſed Soul to this fair Seat again. We 

No Comfort comes, the Gods deny me too. 

Pl bow the Body once again: A/patra ! 

The Soul is fled for ever; and I wrong 


My ſelf, fo long to loſe her Company. 


Muſt I talk now? Here's to be with thee, Love. | 
[Kills bimſelf. 

- Enter Servant. | 

Serv. This is a great Grace to my Lord, to have the 

new King come to him; I muſt tell him, he is entring. 


O Heav'n! help, help! [Seeing the dead Bodies. 
Enter Lyſippus, Melantius, Calianax, Cleon, Diphyus, 
| and Strato. | 
I/. Where's Amintor ? „ 

Stra. O there, there. | 
Ly. How is this! 


Cal. What ſhould we do here? 3 
Mel. Theſe Deaths are ſuch acquainted Things with me, 
That yet my Heart diſſolves not. May I ſtand | 
Stiff here for ever! Eyes, call up your Tears; 
This is Amintor: Heart! he was my Friend; 
Melt, now it flows; Amintor, give a Word 
To call me to thee. | | 
Amin. Oh G 4 Mel. 
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Mel. Melantius calls his Friend Amintor; Oh, 
Thy Arms are kinder to me than thy Tongue; 
Speak, ſpeax. 2 

Amin. What? 1 | 
Mel. That little Word was more worth all the Sounds 
That ever I ſhall hear again. Dzph. O Brother! 
Here lies our Siſter ſlain; you loſe your Self 
In Sorrow: there. Mel. Why, Diphilus, it is 
4 thing to laugh at in reſpect of this; 
Here was my Siſter, Father, Brother, Son; 
All that I had; ſpeak once again; what Youth 
Lies ſlain there by thee? Amin. Tis Aſpatia. 
(77) My Laſt is ſaid; let me give up my Soul 
Into thy Boſom. [ Dies, 

Cal. What's that? What's that? Aſpatia ! 

Mel. I never did repent the Greatneſs of 
My Heart till now; it will not burſt at need. 

Cal. My Daughter dead here too! and you have all 
fine new Tricks to grieve; but I ne'er knew any but direct 
Crying. | | 
Miel. I am a Pratler, but no more. 

- [ Offers to kill himſelf. 


Diph. Hold, | Brother. 
Lyſ. Stop him. | 


D:ph. Fie; how unmanly was this Offer in you! 
Does this become our Strain? | 
Cal. I know not what the Matter is, but I am groun 
very kind, and am Friends with you; you have given me 
that among you will kill me quickly; but I'll go home, 
and live as long as I can, 


(77) My Senſes fade,] This I take to be a Sophiſtication of the 
Players, who are fond of throwing in their Poetical Flowers where 
there is no Occaſion for them; A4mintor's Strength was certainly fa- 
ding; but he dies in ſound Mind and Memory: He does not appear 

to have any Wildneſs, or Delirium, upon him. I have retriev'd the 
Reading of the two eldeſt 2yarto's; and it ſeems to me, in Amzntor 5 
Death, that our Poets had a Deſire of imitating that of Hamlet in 
DHAKESPEARE. 
He has my dying Voice, 
So 1ell him, with th Occurrents more and leſs 


Which have ſollicited. The reſt is Silence. 


Mel. 
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Mel. His Spirit is but poor, that can be kept 
From Death for want of Weapons. 4 
Is not my Hand a Weapon good enough 1 
To ſtop my Breath? or, if you tie down thoſe 
| vow, Amintor, I will never eat, | 
Or drink, or ſleep, or have to do with that 
That may preſerve Life; this I ſwear to keep. 
Ly/. Look to him tho*, and bear thoſe Bodies in. 
May this a fair Example be to me, * os 
(78) To rule with Temper: For on luſtful Kings 
Unlook*d-for, ſudden, Deaths from Heav'n are ſent ; 
But curſt is He, that is their Inſtrument. [ Exeunt Omnes. 


(78) —— For on luſifull Kings,] Mr. Rhymer has very juſtly re- 
mark d in his Criticiſms on Tragedy, that as the Moral is a Leſſon on 
the Dangers attending Incontinence, the Play ought to take its Name 


from the King : Whereas the whole Diſtreſs ot the Story lying on 
Apatia being abandon'd, and the groſs Injury done to Amintor, the 
Moral, that we have, is in no kind to the Purpoſe. Amintor is eyery - 


where, indeed, condemning himſelf for his Perfidy to his betroth'd 
Milireſs ; and inculcating, that the Heavens are ſtrict in puniſhing 
him for that Crime; and ſo we have another Moral in the Body of 
the Fable. | . | 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


M EN. 


King of Sicily and Calabria, an Uſurper. 
Philaſter, rightful Heir to the Crown. 
Pharamond, Prince of Spain, 1 | 
Dion, a Lord. 
Cleremont, | 
Thraſiline, ty oble Gentlemen, his Aſſociates. | 
An old Captain. 
1 Ne Cues. 
[ * A Country Fellow. 
q Two Woodmen. 
The King's Guard and Train. 


W OM E N. 


| Arethuſa, the King's. Daughter. 

| Galatea, a wi/e modeſt Lady attending the Princeſs. 

11 _  Megra, à laſcivious Lady. | 

8 Another Lady attending the Princeſs, 

= Eufraſia, Daughter of Dion, but Galle like a Page, 
© and calld Bellario. 
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Love hes a BLEEDING. 
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C E N E, an Antecbamber in ibe Palace. 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſiline. 
, CLI RAMONT.. | 
A ERE's nor Lords, nor Ladies. | 
Dion. Credit me, Gentlemen, I wonder at it. 
They receiv'd ſtrict Charge from the King 
do attend here: (1) Beſides, it was loudly | 
SZ pyubliſh'd, that no Officer ſhould forbid an = 
Gentlemen that deſired to attend and hear. end 

Ce, Can you gueſs the Cauſe? 1 

Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Spaniſh Prince; that's 
come to marry our Kingdom's Heir, and be our Sovereign. 

Thra, Many, that will ſeem to know much, ſay, ſhe 
looks not on him like a Maid in Love. "IP 


(1) L wvas boldly publif'd,] This Adverb can have ho ſort of 
Fropriety here. What Baldneſs is there in publiſhing an Order from 
the King, that no Gentleman or Lady ſhould be refuſed Admittance ? 
| make no Doubt but it is an Error of the Preſs, and that the origi- 
al Word was what J have ſubſtituted for it. Mr. Seward. 


Dion. "0 


age, 
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Dion. O Sir, the Multitude (that ſeldom know ary 
thing but their own Opinions) ſpeak That they would 
have; but the Prince, before his own Approach, receiyd 
ſo many confident Meſſages from the State, that, I think, 
ſhe's refolv*d to be rul'd. { 

Ce. Sir, is it thought, with her he ſhall enjoy both theſe 
Kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria? | 

Dion. Sir, it is, without Controverſy, ſo meant, But 
*twill be a troubleſome Labour for him to enjoy both theſe 
Kingdoms, with Safety, the right Heir to one of them 
 hving, and living ſo virtuouſly; eſpecially, the People ad. 
miring the Bravery of his Mind, and lamenting his Injuries, 
Cle. Who, Philaſter ? 

Dion. Yes, whoſe Father, we all know, was by our late 
King of Calabria unrighteouſly depos'd from his fruitful 
Sicily, My ſelf drew ſome Blood in thoſe Wars, which 
I would give my Hand to be waſh'd from. : 

Cle. Sir, my Ignorance in State-Policy will not let me | 
know, why, Philaſter being Heir to one of theſe King- 
doms, the King ſhould ſuffer him to walk abroad with 
ſuch free Liberty. _ 

Dion. Sir, it ſeems, your Nature is more conſtant than WWF « 
to enquire after State-news. But the King, of late, madea WW ; 
Hazard of both the Kingdoms, of Sicily and his own, with 
offering but to impriſon Philaſter. At which the City wasn 
Arms, not to be charm'd down by any State-Order or Pro- 
clamation ; till they ſaw Philaſter ride through the Stretts 
pleas'd, and without a Guard; at which they threw ther ' 
Hats, and their Arms from them; ſome to make Bonfire, WM « 
ſome to drink, all for his Deliverance: Which, wiſe Men BW * 
7. is the Cauſe the King labours to bring in the Powe! f, 

a Foreign Nation to awe his own with. | p 


Enter Galatea, a Lady, and Megra. @ 


Thra. See, the Ladies; what's the firſt? {Prince Wl © 
Dion. A wiſe and modeſt Gentlewoman that attends tie . 
Cle. The Second ? I i 
Dion. She is one that may ſtand ſtill diſcreetly enoug i * 
and ill-favour'dly dance her Meaſure ; ſimper when ſhc 5 


courted by her Friend, and flight her Husband. 0 ; 


r #bo@ _ tA. Qawolk ys wma to 


Cle. The laſt? 11 | : 
Dion. Marry, I think, ſhe is one whom the State keeps 
for the Agents of our Confederate Princes; ſhe'll cog 
and lye with a whole Army before the League ſhall 
break: Her Name is common through the Kingdom, and 
the Trophies of her Diſhonour advanc'd beyond Hereules- 
Pillars. She loves to try the ſeveral Conſtitutions of 
Men's Bodies; and, indeed, has deſtroyed the Worth of 
her own Body, by making Experiment upon it, for the 
Good of the Common-wealth. -. | 

Cle, She's a profitable Member. | | 

(2) Meg. Peace, if you love me: You ſhall ſee theſe 
Gentlemen ſtand their Ground, and not court us. 

Gal. What if they ſhould ? Lady. What if they ſhould ? 

Meg. Nay, let her alone; what if they ſhould ? why, 
if they ſhould, I fay, they were never abroad; what 
Foreigner wou'd do ſo? it writes them directly untra- 
vell'd. | : 
al. Why, what if they be? Lady. What if they be? 

Meg. Good Madam, let her go on; what if they be? 
Why, if they be, I will juſtify, they cannot maintain Diſ- 
courſe with a judicious Lady, nor make a Leg, nor ſay, 
Excuſe me. = 

ao Ha, ha, ha. Meg. Do you laugh, Madam 


Dion. Your Deſires upon you, Ladies | 


(2) Peace, if you love me;] I have made a Tranſpoſition in the 
Speakers, here, from the following accurate Criticiſm of Mr. Sewarg. 

© The Character given of the laſt of theſe three Ladies ſo exactly D 
* ſuits Megra, and all the Speeches which the anonymous Lady ſpeaks, * 
her exceſſive Fondneſs for the Courtſhip of Men, and of Foreign- 
ers in particular, are ſo entirely in her Strain; that I am per- 
% ſuaded, ſhe has been unjuſtly deprived of them. It is not the 
* Cuſtom of any good Writer to give a long and diſtinguiſhing 
Character of, and to make a Perſon the chief Speaker in any Scene, 
„who is a meer Cypher in the whole Play beſides: Particularly, 
when there is another in the ſame Scene, to whom both the Cha- 
** rater and the Speeches exactly correſpond, I ſhould gueſs it to 
have been ſome Jumble of the Players; She, who acted Megra, 
having given up ſo much of her Part to initiate ſome younger 
P Actrels. The Entrance ſhould have been thus regulated: 


: Enter Galatea, a Lady, and Megra. 
And all the Speeches of the two latter tranſpoſed. Mr, Seward. 


: Meg. 
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In Princes find both Birth and Burial 


And I believe) though her tew Years and Sex _ 


Make her feel moderate Health; and, when ſhe ſleeps, 


That muſt mould up a Virgin, are put on 
To ſhew her fo, as borrow'd Ornaments ; 


Io ſpeak her perfect Love to you, or add 


A ſweeter Miſtreſs than the offer'd Language 
Of any Dame, were ſhe a Queen, whoſe Eye 


by Nobles, and the Gentry of theſe Kingdoms, 


_ Ate. Then you muſt ſit beſide us. SR + 5 
Dion. I ſhall fit near you then, Lady. | 
Meg. Near me, perhaps: But there's a Lady indure; 

no Stranger; and to me you appear a v ſtrange 

Fellow. - 5 

Laqh. Methinks, he's not ſo range, he would quickly 80 


be acquaneed. Thra, Peace, the King. 


> KR King, Pharamond, Arethuſa, and Train. 


King. To give a ſtronger Teſtimony of Love 
Than ſickly Promiſes (which commonly 


In one Breath) we have drawn you, worthy Sir, 
To make your fair Indearments to our Daughter, 
And worthy Services known to our Subjects, 

Now lov'd and wonder'd at: Next, our Intent 
To plant you deeply, our immediate Heir, 

Both to our Blood and Kingdoms. For this Lady, 
(The beſt part of your Life, as you confirm me, 


Yet teach her nothing but her Fears and Bluſhes ; 
Deſires without Deſire, Diſcourſe and Knowledge 
Only of what herſelf is to herſelf, 


In making no ill Day, know no ill Dreams. 
Think not, dear Sir, theſe undivided Parts, 


An artificial Shadow to her Nature: 
No, Sir; I boldly dare proclaim her yet no Woman. 
But woo her ſtill, and think her Modeſty - 


Speaks common Loves and Comforts to her Servants. 
Laſt, noble Son, (for ſo I now mult call you) 

What I have done thus publick, 1s not Ke 

To add a Comfort in particular 

To you or me, but all; and to confirm 


2 


s 
C . 


By 


By Oath to your ' Succeſſion, which ſhall be 
Within this Month at moſt. © 
Thra. This will be hardly done. | "DA 
Cl. It muſt be ill done, if it be done. {HAY 
Dion. When *tis at beſt, *twill be but half done, whilſt 
& brave a Gentleman's wrong'd and flung off. © | 
Tra. I fear. Cle. Who does not? 
Dion. I fear not for myſelf, and yet I fear too: 
Well, we ſhall ſee, we ſhall ſee: No more. | 
Pha. Kiſſing your white Hand, Miſtreſs, I take Leave, 
To thank your Royal Father; and thus far, 
To be my own free Trumpet. Underſtand, | 
Great King, and theſe your Subjects, mine that muſt be, 
(For ſo deſerving you have ſpoke me, Sir, L 
And ſo deſerving I dare ſpeak myſelf) i; bat 
To what a Perſon, of what Eminence, | 811 
Ripe Expectation of what Faculties, An Aur 
Manners and Virtues you would wed your Kingdoms: 
You in me have your Wiſhes. (3) Oh, this Country! 
By more than all my Hopes, I hold it happy ; 


* CC: „ 
. 781 F 


3) — —— Oh this Coun'ry, | RIO = 

By more than all my Hopes I hold it 81 A 

Happy, in their dear Memories that have been 7 

Kings great and good, happy in yours, that is, 

And from you (as a Chronicle to keep 

Your noble Name from eating Age) do J : | 

Opine myſelf moſt happy.] It is very plain, that this is ng 
u 2 ſet, formal, and precompoſed Speech, much ſuperior in - 
puaye to any thing that is afterwards put into the Mouth of Phara- 
mad; and agreeing with the reſt of his Character in Ne og 
its Oftentation and - Vain-glory. In ſuch a Speech it is not probable 
that the Authors left the firſt Verſe above ſo lame; eſpecially, as the 
Word, which naturally ſupplies it, renders the formal Flow of the 
Period as well as the Metre more beautifull. The laſt Line ſeems to 
ave loſt its Beauty, by a more material Omiſkon, which totally 
alters the Senſe, It is really no unhandſome Complement to the 
king, to tell him that he thinks himſelf happy in ſucceeding him; 
whom he ſhall ſo imitate in his Government, as to make himſelf a 
Chronicle to preſerve his Memory. This by no means agrees with 
al the reſt of his Speech, which is ſtuff d with the vaineſt Self-Ap- 
pauſe. He certainly therefore in the Original wound up the Period 
vith the ſame Arrogance; which the ſlight Addition, that I have 
given, will make him do. Mr. Seward. 


Var, E H Happy, 


- 


mo _ concurred 1 in OY this Emendation. 
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| Happy, i in their dear Memories that have been 


Kings great and good ; happy in yours, that is; 
And from you (as a Chronicle to keep 
Your noble Name from eating Age) do T _ 
Opine it in myſelf moſt happy. Gentlemen, 
Believe me in a Word, a Prince's Word, 
There ſhall be nothing to make up a Kingdom 
Mighty, and flouriſhing, defenced, fear d, 
Equal to be commanded and obey d, 
Ie: through the Travels of my Life Pl find it, 

nd tie it to this Country. And I vow, 
My Reign ſhall be ſo ealy to the Subject, 
ue ev'ry Man ſhall be his Prince himſelf, 

nd his own Law: (yet I his Prince, and Law.) 
And deareſt Lady, to your deareſt ſelf 
(Dear, in the Choice of him, whoſe Name and Luſtre 
Muſt make you more and mightier) let me ſay, 
You-are the bleſſed'ſt living; for, ſweet Princels, 


You ſhall enjoy a Man of Men to be 


Your Servant; you ſhall make him yours, for whom 
Great Queens muſt die. @Thra. Miraculous! 

Cle. This Speech calls him Spaniard, being nothing but 
A large Inventory of his own Commendations. 


Enter Philaſter. 


(4) Dion. I wonder what's his Price? For, certainly, 
He'll {ell himſelf, he has ſo prais'd his Shape: 
But here comes one more worthy thoſe large _— 
Than the large Speaker of them. 
Let me be ſwallow'd quick, if I can find, 
In all th* Anatomy of yon Man's Virtues, 
One Sinew ſound enough to promiſe for him, 
He ſhall be Conſtable. 
By this Sun, he'll ne er make King 
Unleſs it be of Trifles, in my poor Judgment. 


" (4) 1 wonder, what's his Price; For certainly 
Hell tell himſelf, he has fo 33 his Shape :] Four f of the 
old NQuarto's have it rightly, /ell himſelf; as 1 have reform'd the 


Text. I ought in juſtice to acknowledge, that both Mr. Seauard znd 
Phi, 


of the 
d the 
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Phi. Right noble Sir, as low as my Obedience, 
And with a Heart as loyal as __ Knee, | 
beg your Favour, 
King. Riſe, you have it, Sir. | | 
Dion. Mark but the King, how pale he looks ! He fears. 
() Oh! this ſame whorſon Conſcience, boi it r us! 
King. Speak your Intents, N. 
Phi. Shall I ſpeak 'em freely? 
Be ſtill my Royal Sovereign. King. As a Subject, 
We give you Freedom. Dion. Now it heats. 
Phi, Then thus I turn 
My Language to you, Prince; you, Foreign Man. 
Ne'er ſtare, nor put on Wonder, for you muſt 
Indure me, and you ſhall. (6) This Earth you tread on 
(A Dowry, as you hope, with this fair Princeſs,))) 
By my dead Father (Oh! I had a Father, 
Whoſe Memory I bow to) was not left - 
To your Inheritance, and I up and living; pity 
Hog myſelf about me and my Sword, 
The Souls of all my Name, and Memories 
Theſe Arms and ſome few Friends, beſides the Obs: 
To part ſo calinly with it, and fit ſtill, 


50 Oh! ebis ſame e Coniffones, 1 tt Tas wn! This 
— Shakeſpeare has finely, and as conciſely, expreſs'd in his 
amiet. 
"Tis e eee that makes Cowards of us _ 


This Earth you tread on 
(4 — as you hope, with this fair Prevesfs E 1 
Whoſe Memory 1 bow, to) was not left 
By my dead Father (Oh, I had a Father) 

To your Inheritance, &c.] To bow to the Memory of a Per: 
ſon preſent, is certainly not Senſe. I at firſt alter'd it, wvho/e Merits 
I d bow to; but obſerving afterwards, that a Tranſpoſition of two 
Lines, a Miſtake very common to Printers, was the moſt 
Corruption, I have replaced them in their natural Order. In Con» 
firmation of this Tranſpoſition, it will be very neceſſary, to obſerve. 
that our Authors have uſed the very ſame Expreſſion at the _—_ 
of their Tragedy call'd, The Falſe One. 

She being by her Father*s Te 23 | 
Whoſe Memory I bow to, Mr. Seward. 
I muſt do Juſtice to the Sagacity of my ingenious Friend Mr. Sympſon, 
in acknowſedging that he dictated the very ſame Tranſpoſition: 
indeed, I ha ſome Years ago made the Diſcovery. | 


H 2 And 


(6) 
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And ſay, I might have been, I tell thee, Pharamond, 
When thou art King, look, I be dead and rotten, 
And my Name Aſhes; For hear me, Pharamond, 
This very Ground thou goeſt on, this fat Earth, 

My Father's Friends made fertile with their Faiths, 


Before that Day of Shame, ſhall gape and ſwallow 


Thee and thy Nation, like a hungry Grave, 
Into her hidden Bowels: Prince, it ſnall; ä 
By Nemefis, it ſhall. Pha, He's mad beyond Cure, mad. 
Dion. Here is a Fellow has ſome Fire in's Veins ; 
Th' Outlandiſh Prince looks like a Tooth-Drawer. 
Phi. Sir, Prince of Popping jayes, I'll make it well appear 
To you, I am not mad. King. You do diſpleaſe us: 
You are too bold. Phi. No, Sir, I am too tame, 


- Too much a Turtle, a Thing born without Paſſion, 


A faint Shadow, that every drunken Cloud fails over, 
And maketh nothing. King. I do not fancy this; 
Call our Phyſicians; ſure, he is ſomewhat tainted. 

Thra. I do not think, *twill prove ſo. 

Dion. H'as giv'n him a general Purge already, for all 
the Right he has; and now he means to let him Blood: 
Be conſtant, Gentlemen; by theſe hilts, I'll run his Hazard, 
although I run my Name out of the Kingdom, 8 

Cie. Peace, we are one Soul. DH. 
Pha. What you have ſeen in me, to ſtir Offence, 
I cannot find; unleſs it be this Lady 
Offer'd into mine Arms, with the Succeſſion, 
Which I muſt keep, though it hath pleas'd your Fury 
To mutiny within you; without diſputing 
Your Genealogies, or taking Knowledge 
hoſe Branch you are. The King will leave it me; 


And I dare make it mine. You have your Anſwer. 


(/) Phi. If thou wert ſole Inheritor to him 


- (7) F thou wert ſole Inheritor to him 
Who made the World his.] i, e. Alexander the Great. 80 

Mr. Lee in his Tragedy of The Rival Queens, 

But fee, the Maſter of the World approaches. 

This is as fine an Introduction, as poſſibly can be, to the firſt Entrance 

of that Great Conquerour ; and raiſes the Expectation of the Audience 

to give a due Attention to every Line he ſpeaks. ' 


That 


— 


ance 
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That made the World his, and cou'dſt ſee no Sun 


Shine upon any Thing but thine; 3 were Pharamond 
As truly valiant, as I feel him cold, | 
And ring'd among the choiceſt of his F riends, 
(Such as would bluſh to talk ſuch ſerious Follies, 
Or back ſuch bellied Commendations,) 


(8) And from this Preſence, ſpite of all theſe Bugs, 


You ſhould hear further from me. 
King. Sir, you wrong the Prince: 
gave you not this Freedom to brave our beſt F Matin 
You do deſerve our Frown: Go to, be better temper'd. 
Phi. It muſt be, Sir, when Iam nobler us d. 
Cal. Ladies, 
(9) This would have been a Pattern of Succeſſion, 
Had he ne'er met this Miſchief. By my Life, 
He is the worthieſt the true Name of Man wr 7 
This Day within my Knowledge. Meg. I cannot tel! 
What you may call your Knowledge, but th' other is 
The Man ſet in mine Eye; Oh! *Tis a Prince 
Of Wax. Gal. A Dog it is. King. Philofter, tell me 
The Injuries you aim at, in your Riddles. | 
Phi. If you had my Eyes, Sir, and Sufferance, 
My Griefs upon you, and my broken Fortunes, 
My Wants great, and now nought but Hopes and Beats: 
My Wrongs would make ill Riddles to be laugh'd at. 
Dare you be ſtill my King, and right me not? 
King, Give me your Wrongs in private. LZ. bey whiſper 
Phi. Take them then, 
And eaſe me of a Load would bow ſtrong Atlas. 
Cle. He dares not ſtand the Shock. _ 
Dion, I cannot blame him, there's Danger in't. r 


(8) And from this preſent,] The old Quart, dictate, Preſence, e 
[ have reform'd the Text. The ingenious Mr. Seward likewiſe pre 
{crib'd this Alteration. 

(9) This would have been a Pattern of Succeſſion, 

Had he neer met this Miſchief.) My Friend Mr. 78 
cl.uſes to ſubſtitute Sabmiſſton for Succeſſon. I ſubmit his Cqnjecture 
o the Readers, tho? I have not ventured to diſturb the Text; becauſe 
he Poets, perhaps, might mean, that Philafter might have been a 
4 —2 to ſucceeding Kings, had not he fall'n under the Misfortune of 

| aving his Right to the 3 uſurp'd upon. V0 ) 
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Man in this Age has not a Soul of Cryſtal for all Men 


, (1) 


#2: this N. gative; both the ning and the Metre prove it to be 3 


ro read their Actions through: Mens Hearts and Faces 

are ſo far aſunder, that they hold no Intelligence. Do but 

view yon Stranger well, and you ſhall ſee a Fever through 

all his Bravery, (10) and feel him ſhake like a true Re. 

creant; if he give not back his Crown again, upon 

the Report of an Elder Gun, I have no Augury. 
King. Go to: n een 107 0 30 

Be more your Self, as you reſpect our Favour; 

Yow'll ſtir us elſe: Sir, I muſt have you know, 

That you're, and ſhall be, at our Pleaſure, what Faſhionwe 
Will put upon you: Smooth your Brow, or by the Gods 
Phi. I am dead, Sir, you're my Fate: It was not I 

(11) Said, I was wrong' d: I carry all about me 

My weak Stars led me to, all my weak Fortunes. 

Who dares in all this Preſence ſpeak (that is 

But Man of Fleſh and may be mortal) tell me, 

J do not moſt intirely love this Prince, 

And honour his full Virtues! King. Sure, he's poſſeſt. 
Phi. Yes, with my Father's Spirit: It's here, O King 

A dangerous Spirit; now he tells me, King, 

J was a King's Heir, bids me be a King; 

And whiſpers to me, theſe be all my Subjects. 

*Tis ſtrange, he will not let me ſleep, but dives 

Into my Fancy, and there gives me Shapes 


That kneel, and do me Service, cry me King: 


But PII fappreſs him, he's a factious Spirit, 
And will undo me: Noble Sir, your Hand; 
I am your Servant, e 2 


(10) and feel him fa le like a true Tenant ] This 15 as errant 
- Nonſenſe, as ever the Preſs was guilty of. Mr. S-award conjectures 


Truant; i. e. like a Boy who has play'd Truant, and is afraid of the 

Rod. The Word, which I have | blitutes, and which does not de- 
art far from the Traces of the Text, ſeems authoriz d by a fimilar 
aſſage of our Authors, in their omen pleas'd. 

| — Here I ſwear to ye, 

| | By the unvalued Lowe I bear this Beauty, 

And kiſs the Book too) neuer to be recreant, &c. 

; | It was not 


Said I was not wrong d:] The Duarto in 1628 juſtly thro# 


Co:ruption of the Text, ; 
J . : b 1 f LA King. 


* 


K. „ 


ant 


But add your Father to you: (13) In whoſe Name, 
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King. Away, I do not like this 
PII make you tamer, or Fl! diſpoſſeſs youhhk 
Both of your Life and Spirit: For this time 
| pardon your wild Speech, without ſo muß 
As your Impriſonment. [Ex. King, Pha. and Are. 
Dion. I thank you, Sir, you dare not for the People. 
Gal. Ladies, what think you now of this brave Fellow? 
Meg. A pretty talking Fellow, hot at Hand; but eye 
yon Stranger, is not he a fine compleat Gentleman? O 
theſe Strangers, I do affect them ſtrangely: They do the 
rareſt home things, and pleaſe the fulleſt! As I live, I 
could love all the Nation over and over for his fake.” © 
Gal. Gods comfort your poor Head-piece, Lady: Tis 
a weak one, and had need of a Night-cap. 
Dion. See, how his Fancy labours; has he not 
Spoke home, and bravely? What a dangerous Train 
Did he give fire to! How he ſhook the King, 
Made his Soul melt within him, and his Blood 
Run into Whey! It ſtood upon his Brow, A 
Like a cold Winter Dew. Phi. Gentlemen, 
You have no Suit to me? (12) I am no Minion: - 
You ſtand, methinks, like Men that would be Courtiers, 


4 


If you could well be flatter'd at a Price, 


Not to undo your Children: You're all honeſt :  _ 
Go get you home again, and make your County 
A virtuous Court; to which your Great ones may, 


In their diſeaſed Age, retire, and hve recluſe. 


Cl. How do you, worthy Sir? Phi. Well, very well; 
And ſo well, that if the King pleaſe, I find. 
| may live many Years. Dion. The King muſt pleaſe, 
Whilſt we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your Wrongs and Injuries : Shrink not, worthy Sir, 


We'll 


(12) J am „ Minics 1 5. e. No Favourite of In- 
Avence enough to carry any Suits at Court. The Word is frequently 


uſed by Shakeſpeare. | 


. - In whoſe Name | 
Neill waken all the Gods, and conjure 99 
' The Rods of Vengeance, the abuſed People This puts me in 
Mind of a Paſſage in II Ad, in his "Epya 5 HALERt v. 260. 
| 47 
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We'll waken all the Gods, and conjure up 
The Rods of Vengeance, the d People; 
Who, like to raging Torrents, ſhall ſwell high, 
And ſo begirt the Dens of theſe Male-Dragons, 
That, through the ſtrongeſt Safety, they ſhall beg 
For Mercy at your Sword's Point. Phi, (14) Friends, 
„ 90 mare; | | 
Our Ears may be corrupted : *Tis an Age 
Me dare not truſt our Wills to: Do you love me? 
-.' Thra. Do we love Heav'n and Honour? 

Phi. My Lord Dion, 8 4 | 
You had a virtuous Gentlewoman call'd you Father; 
Is ſhe yet alive? Dion. Moſt honour'd Sir, ſhe is: 
And for the Penance but of an idle Dream, 
Has undertook a tedious Pilgrimage. 

Nb Enter à Lady. 

Phi. Is it to me, or any of theſe Gentlemen you come? 
Lady. To you, brave Lord; the Princeſs would intreat 
Your preſent Company. 7 
 - Phi, The Princeſs ſend for me! You are miſtaken, 
Lady. If you be call'd Philaſter, tis to you. 
(15) Phi. Kiſs her fair Hand, and ſay, I will attend her. 
Dion. Do you know what you do? | 
Phi. Yes, go to ſee a Woman. 


1. 


| geb' dToTion 

An araSaaia; B 

This has been generally underſtood, as if the People ſhould ſuffer for 
_ Faults of their Prince; and Horace is quod: in Support of this 

nion. | 

P ee delirant Reges, plectuntur Achivi. 

But. would it not be better to underſtand it in Fletcher's Words, for 

the People to be rais'd up to puniſh the Crimes and Miſdemeanours of 


the Prince ? | Mr. Symp/on. 
m— Friends, no more; Wy 


1440 . 

Our Years may be corrupted: | This is certainly a typographi- 

cal Corruption, The Quarto's in 1628, and 1634, have it rightly, 
© Ears; and fo, Mr. Seward ſaw, the Text ought to be reſtored. 

(15) Kiſs her Hand, and ſay, I will attend her.) The halting 

Metre of this Verſe plainly ſhews an Omiſſion of a Monoſyllable at 

Preſs. I have reſtored the Epithet from the Quarto in 1628: and 


Mn. Seward directed the Inſertion of the Word, fair, to ſupport the 
"Verſification, | 8 


PHIL'ASTER. 10; 


Cle. But do you weigh the Danger you are in? 
Phi. Danger in a ſweet Face? + bf] 
By Jupiter, I muſt not fear a Woman. 
Thra. But are you ſure, it was the Princeſs ſent? 
t may be ſome foul Train to catch your Life. 
Phi. I do not think it, Gentlemen; ſhe's noble; 
Her Eye may ſhoot me dead, or thoſe true red 
And white Friends in her Face may ſteal my Soul out: 
There's all the Danger in't: But be what may, 
(16) Her ſingle Name hath armed me. [Ex. Phil. 
Dion. Go on: | | | | 
And be as truly happy as thou art fearleſs : | 
Come, Gentlemen, let's make our Friends acquainted, 
Leſt the King prove falſe. [ Ex. Gentlemen. 


ds, 


Enter Arethuſa and @ Lady. 


Are. Comes he not? Lady. Madam? 
Are. Will Philaſter come ? 
Lady. Dear Madam, you were wont 
To credit me at firſt. 
Are. But didſt thou tell me ſo? 
] am forgetful, and my Woman's Strength 
Is ſo 0'ercharg*d with Danger like to grow 
About my Marriage, that theſe under Things 
Dare not abide in ſuch a troubled Sea: 
How look*d he, when he told thee he would come ? 
Lady. Why, well. Are. And not a little fearfull ? 


** Lady. Fear, Madam? Sure, he knows not what it is. 
f this Are. Lou are all of his Faction; the whole Court 
Is bold in Praiſe of him; whilſt! 
* May live neglected, and do noble Things, 
5 of As Fools in Strife throw Gold into the Sea, 
n. Drown'd in the Doing: But, I know, he fears. 

1 Lady. Fear? Madam, methought, his Looks hid more 
dy, WY Of Love than Fear. 
ilting (16) Her fingle Name hath arm'd me. Dion, go on: ] The modern 
le at Editions, by a miſtaken. Comma here, have placed to Philafter what 
and ls not to be ſaid till he has left the Company. Tis Dion who is to 
rt the ſpeak, and makes a Remark on the Prince's Bravery. The Quarto's 
2 in 1628, 1634, and 1652, all concurr in the true Reading. 2 

| | | e. 
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Are, Of Love? To whom? to you? 

Did you deliver thoſe plain Words I ſent 
With ſuch a winning Geſture, and 2 Look, 
That you have caught him? 

Lady. Madam, I mean to you. 

Are. Of Love to me? Alas! thy Ignorance 
Lets thee not ſee the Croſſes of our Births. 
Nature, that loves not to be queſtionꝰd why 
She did or this, or that, but has her Ends, 

And knows ſhe does well, never gave the World 
Two s ſo oppoſite, ſo contrary, 

As . 25 I = a Bowl of Blood, 

Drawn from this Arm of mine, would poiſon thee, 

A Draught of his would cure thee. Of Love to me? 


Lady. Madam, I think, I hear him. Are. Bring him in: 


You Gods, that would not have your Dooms withſtood, 
Whoſe holy Wiſdoms at this time it is, 

To make the Paſſion of a feeble Maid 

The Way unto your Juſtice, I obey. 


Enter Philaſter, 


Lady. Here is my Lord Philaſter. Are. Oh! Newell 


Withdraw yourſelf, Phi. Madam, your ern, 2 
Made me believe, you wiſh'd to fj 2 
Are. Tis true, Philaſter, but hs — are ſuch 
T have to ſay, and do fo ill beſeem 
The Mouth of Woman, that I wiſh them ſaid, 
And yet am loth to ſpeak them. Have you known, 
That I have aught detracted from your Worth ? 
Have I in Perſon wrong'd you? Or have ſet 
My baſer Inſtruments to throw Diſgrace 
Upon your Virtues? Phi. Never, Madam, you. 
Are. Why then ſhould you, in ſuch a publick _ 
Injure a Princeſs, and a Scandal lay 
Upon my Fortunes, fam'd to be ſo great: 
Calling a great Part of my Dowry in Queſtion? 
- Phi. Madam, this Truth, which I ſhall ſpeak, will be 
Fooliſh : But for your fair and virtuous Self, 
I could afford myſelf to have no Right 
Kb any thing you wall rd. Are. Faun know, 


1 5 


CRO mz» —O . — 
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uſt 1 y theſe Kingdoms. Phi. Madam, Both? | 
1 T* or I die : By Fate, I die, Philaſter, 
I 1 not calmly may enjoy them Both. | | 
Phi. I would do much to ſave that noble Life: 
Yet would be loth to have Poſterity 
Find in our Stories, that Philaſter gave 
| His Right unto a Scepter, and a Crown, 
To fave a Lady's Longing. Are. Nay, then hear: 
| muſt, and will have them, and more. 
Phi, What more? Jo "= e 
Are. Or loſe that little Life the Gods prepar'd 
To trouble this poor Piece of Earth withal. 
Phi, Madam, what more ? CES 


? re. Turn then away thy Face. 
in: Phi, No. Are. Do. | 
d, Phi. I can't endure it: Turn away my Face? 


(17) I never yet ſaw Enemy that look*d 
do dreadfully, but that I thought myſelf 
As great a Baſilisk as he; or ſpake 
So horribly, but that I thought my Tongue 
Bore Thunder underneath, as much as hi: 
Nor Beaſt that I could turn from: Shall I then 
Begin to fear fweet Sounds? A Lady's Voice, 
Whom I do love? Say, you would have my Life; 
Why, I will give it you; for it is of me 
A Thing fo loath*d, and unto you that ask 
Of ſo poor Uſe, that I ſhall make no Price 
If you intreat, I will unmov*dly hear. | 
Are. Yet for my ſake a little bend thy Looks. 
Phi. I do. Are. Then know I muſt have them, and thee. 
Phi, And med 6n  OERTY . x7 
Are. Thy Love; without which, all the Land, 
re, Diſcover'd yet, will ſerve me for no Uſe, 
| But to be buried in. Phi. Is't poſſible ? 
Are, With it, it were too little to beſtow 


l be (17) I newer yet * Enemy that loo d | 
So dreadfull, but that I thought myſelf] The ſecond Verſe here 


muſt 


lame, and wants Crutches. The 2arto's in 1628, 1634, and 

1052, ſupport the Metre by turning the Adjective into an Adverb, as 
have reform'd the Text. 7 £948 

| On 
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| On thee Now, though thy Breath doth ſtrike TE dad, 


(Which, know, it may) I have unript my Breaſt. 
| Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble Thoughts, 
To lay a Train for this contemned Life 
Which you may have for asking: to ſuſpett 

Were baſe, where I deſerve no Ill: Love you! 
By all my Hopes, I do, above my Life: | 
But how this Paſſion ſhould proceed from you 
So violently, would amaze a Man, 
That would be jealous. | 

Are. Another Soul, into my Body ſhot, _ 
Could not have fill'd me with more Strength and Spirit, 
Than this thy Breath : But ſpend not haſty Time, 
In ſeeking how I came thus: *tis the Gods, 
The Gods, that make me ſo; and, ſure, our Love 
Will be the nobler, and the better bleſt, 
In that the ſecret Juſtice of the Gods 
Is mingled with it. Let us leave and kiſs; 
Leſt ſome unwelcome Gueſt ſhould fall betwixt us, 
And we ſhould part without it. Phi. * Twill be ill, 
J ſhould abide here long. Are. Tis true, and worſe, 
You ſhould come often: How ſhall we deviſe 
To hold Intelligence, (18) that our true Loves, 
On any new Occaſion may agree, 
What Path is beſt to tread? Phi. I have a Boy 
Sent by the Gods, 1 hope, to this Intent, 
Not yet ſeen in the Court. Hunting the Buck, 
found him fitting by a Fountain-{ide, - | 
Of which he borrow'd ſome to quench his Thirſt, 
And paid the Nymph again as much in Tears; 
A Garland lay by him, made by himſelf, 
Of many ſeveral Flowers, bred in the Bay, 
Stuck in that myſtick Order, that the Rareneſs 
Delighted me: But ever when he turned 
His tender Eyes upon 'em, he would weep, _ 
As if he meant to make em grow again, 


(18) . — That our true Lovers 5 
1 On any new Occaſion may agree, ] Here again the old Quaru 
come in to our Aſſiſtance, and clear us from the Nonſenſe of L 
inſtead of Loves, 2 4; e eee 07 
IP, | Seeing 


— — — DT — 22 2 — 2 — 


artis 
o 


geeing ſuch pretty helpleſs Innocen ee 
Dwell in his Face, I ask'd him all his Story; 
He told me, that his Parents gentle dy d, 
Leaving him to the Mercy of the Fields, 
Which gave him Roots; and of the cryſtal Springs, 
Which did not ſtop their Courſes; and the Sun, 
Which ſtill, he thank'd him, yielded him his Light; 
Then took he up his Garland, and did ſhew, 
What every Flower, , as Country People hold, 
Did ſignify z and how all, ordered thus, 
Expreſt his Grief ; and to my Thoughts did read 
The prettieſt Lecture of his Country Art 
That cou'd be wifh'd : So that, methought, I cou'd 
Have ſtudied it. (19) I gladly entertain'd him, 
Who was as glad to follow; and have got 
The truſtieſt, loving'ſt, and the gentleſt Boy, 
That ever Maſter kept: Him will I ſend - 
To wait on you, and bear our hidden Love. 
= Enter Lady. 
Are. *Tis well, no more. 1 Jo org 00 
Lady. Madam, the Prince is come to do his Service. 
Are. What will you do, Philaſter, with yourſelf? 
Phi, Nl that which all the Gods have appointed out 
ar:ane. Se 
Are, Dear, hide thyſelf. Bring in the Prince. 
Phi. Hide me from Pharamond ! 
When Thunder ſpeaks, which is the Voice of Jove, 
Though I do Reverence, yet I hide me not; 
And ſhall a ſtranger Prince have Leave to brag 
Unto a Foreign Nation, that he made 


(19) — — — 229 entertain'd eh, 
Wha wwas glad to fo low; ] Here again the Verſe halts for want 


of an innocent onoſyllable, which I have reſtored, and which 


Mr. Seward likewiſe pointed out to me. So our Authors in their Co- 
medy, call'd, The Women pleas'd: 

[ /hall ſoon waken, and as ſoon be with him. | 
Tam ſorry, I have Occaſion ſo often to trouble the Readers with theſe 


inutiæ Litterarum : I am very far from — any Merit in it; 
7 


> it is the dull Duty of an Editor to ſhew, at l 


his Induſtry in a 
athful Collation of the old Copies, 


Philaſter 
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Philaſter hide himſelf? | 
Are. He cannot know it. 
Phi. Though it ſhould ſleep for ever to the World, 

It is a ſimple Sin to hide myſelf, - 

Which will for ever on my Conſcience he. 
Are. Then, good Philafter, give him Scope and Wy 

In what he ſays; for he is apt to ſpeak. 

What you are loth to hear: For my — do. Phi, 1 will 


N Enter Pharamond. 


Pha. My Princely Miſtreſs, as true Lovers ought, 
I come to kiſs theſe fair Hands; and to ſhew, + 
In outward Ceremonies, the dear Love 
Writ in my Heart. 
Phi. If I ſhall have an Anſwer no directlier, 
Jam gone. Pha. To what would he have an Anſwer? 
Are. To his Claim unto the Kingdom. 
Pha. Sirrah, I forbare you before the King. 
Phi. Good Sir, do ſo ſtill, I would not talk with you, 
Pha. But now the Time is fitter, do but offer 
To make mention of your Right to any Kingdom, 
Though it be ſcarce habitable, Phi. Good ay et me gp, 
Pha. And by my Sword, —— 
Phi, Peace, Pharamond; if thou = (OY 
Are. Leave us, Philaſter. Phi. I hi dunes) 
Pha. You are gone; by Heav'n, I'll fetch you back. 
Phi. You ſhall not need. Pha. What Wor a 
Phi. Know, Pharamond, © . i 
J loath to brawl with ſuch a Blaſt as thaw, | 
Who art nought but a valiant Voice: But ij 
Thou ſhalt provoke me further, Men ſhall ſay, 
Thou wert, and not lament it. 
Pha. Do you ſlight 
My ore ſo, and in the Chamber of the Princeſs! 
| ph It is a Place, to which, I muſt confels, | 
I owe a Reverence : But were't the Church, 
Ay, at the Altar, there's no Place ſo ſafe, 


Where thou dar'ſt injure me, but I dare kill thee; b 
And for your Greatneſs, know, Sir, I can graſp 


You, and your Greatneſs _—_ thus into nothing : Gin ; 


PHILASTER ws 


Give not a Word, not a Word bucks! Farewel. [ 
ONES FEAR Philaſter. 
Pha. 'Tis an — — Fellow; Madam, we mult ſtop 
His Mouth with ſome Office, when we are — 
Are. You were beſt make him your Controuler. 
Pha. I think, he would diſcharge it well. But, Nane, 
[ hope, our Hearts are knit; and yet ſo lo 
The Ceremonies of State are, that *twill be long 
Before our Hands be ſo: If then you pleaſe, 
ing agreed in Heart, (20) let us not wait 
For dreaming Forme, but take a little ſtoln 
Delights, and ſo prevent our Joys to come. 
Are. If you dare ſpeak ſuch Thoughts, | 
I muſt withdraw in Honour. I Exit Are, 
Pha. The Conſtitution of my Body will never hold out 
till the Wedding; I muſt ſeek elſewhere. [ Exit. Pha. 
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Enter Philaſter, and Bellario. 


ND chou ſhalt find her honourable, Ber. 
Full of Regard unto thy tender Youth, 
For thine own Modelty; and for my fake, © 
Apter to give, than thou wilt be to ask, 5 
Ay, or deſerve. Bel. Sir, you did take me up 
When I was nothing; and only yet am 1 
By being yours; Vou truſted me unknown; 
And that which you are apt to conſtrue now 

A ſimple Innocence in me, perhaps, 


Phi, 


Might have been Craft ; the Cunning of a Boy 
Hardened in Lies and Theft ; yet ventur'd Lou 
To part my Miſeries and me: for which, 


20) — — [tt us not wait 
For dreaming for me,] Whatever Pharawend might 2 
the Princeſs had no fuch Fondneſs as to en ge her to dream for him. 
But the Corruption is to be laid to the Pre 5 
to the * as cheir undoubted Right. 


and Senſe to be reſtored 


I 
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I never can expect to ſerve a Lady, 
That bears more Honour in her Breast 50 You. ; 
Pz)bi. But, Boy, it will prefer thee; thou art young, | 

And bear'ſt a childiſh overflowing Lore 

To them that clap thy Cheeks, and ſpeak thee fair yet: 
But when thy Judgment comes to rule thoſe Paſſions, 
Thou wilt remember beſt thoſe careful Friends, 
That plac'd thee in the nobleſt way of Life. 

She is a Princeſs I 00 thee to. 

Bel. In that ſmall time that I have ſeen the World, 

I never knew a Man haſty to part with 

A Servant he thought nd gs ; I remember, 

My Father would prefer the Boys he kept 

To greater Men than he; but did it not, 

Till they were grown too ſawcy for himſelf. 

Phi. Why, gentle Boy, I find no Fault at all 
In thy Behaviour. Bel. Sir, if I have made 
A Fault of Ignorance, inſtruct my Youth; 

I ſhall be willing, if not apt, to learn; 

Age and Experience will adorn my Mind 

With larger Knowledge: And if I have done 

A wilful Fault, think me not paſt all hope 

For once. What Maſter holds ſo ſtrict a Hand 
Over his Boy, that —— with him 
Without one Warning? Let me be corrected, 

To break my Stubbornneſs, if it be ſo, 

Rather than turn me off, and I ſhall mend. 

Phi. Thy Love doth plead fo prettily to ſtay, 
That, truſt me, I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas! I do not turn thee off; thou know'ſt, 

It is my Buſineſs that doth call thee hence ; 
And, when thou art with her, thou dwell'ſt with me: 

= Think ſo, and tis ſo; and when time is full, 

x That thou haſt well diſcharg'd this heavy Truſt, 

4 ; Laid on fo weak a one, I will again 
With Joy receive thee ; as I live, I will. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Boy; tis more than time 
Thou didſt attend the Princeſs. Bel. I am gone; 
But ſince I am to part with you, my Lord, & 11] 
And none knows whether I * live to do 


More 


More Service for you; take this little Prayer. 

Heav'n bleſs your Loves, your Fights, all your Deſigns! 

May ſick Men, if they have your Wiſh, be well; | 

And Heav'n hate thoſe you curſe, though I be one! 

5 Exit. 
Phi. The Love of Boys unto their Lords is 4 

[ have read Wonders of it; yet this Boy 

For my fake (if a Man may judge by Looks, 

And Speech) would out-do Story. I may ſee 

A Day to pay him for his Loyalty. [Exit Phi. 


Enter Pharamond. 


Pha. Why ſhould theſe Ladies ſtay ſo long? They muſt 
come this way; I know, the Queen employs em not; 
for the reverend Mother ſent me Word, they would all 


be for the Garden. If they ſhould all prove honeſt now, 


| were in a fair Taking; I was never ſo long without 
Sport in my Late, and, in my Conſcience, *tis not my 
Fault: Oh, for our Country Ladies! Here's one boulted, 
Pl hound at her. 


Enter Galatea. 


Gal. Your Grace! Pha. Shall I not be a Trouble? 

Gal. Not to me, Sir. 5 

Pba. Nay, nay, you are too quick; by this ſweet 
Hand. i | 


Cal. You'll be forſworn, Sir, tis but an old Glove. 


It you will talk at diſtance, I am for you; 
But, good Prince, be not bawdy, nor do not brag ; 
Theſe two I bar; 
And then, I think, I ſhall have Senſe enough 
To anſwer all the weighty Apothegmes 
(21) Your Royal Blood ſhall manage. 
| Pha, Dear Lady, can you love? 
Gal, Dear, Prince, how dear! I ne'er coft you a 
Coach yet, nor put you to the dear Repentance of a Ban- 


(21) Your Royal Blood ſhall manage.] This Word is uſed as the 
French do their meſnager; and the Italians, maneggiare. So we 
likewiſe have adopted it, and ſay, manage (or, handle) a Diſpute or 


Argument. 


or. E | 3 quet; 
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quet; here's no Scarlet, Sir, to bluſh the Sin out it was 
given for: This Wire mine own Hair covers; and this 
Face has been fo far from being dear to any; that it ne 
coſt Penny painting: And for the reſt of my poor Warg. 


robe, ſuch as you ſee, it leaves no Hand behind it, to 


make the jealous Mercer's Wife curſe our good Doings, 
Pha. You miſtake me, Lady. 
Gal. Lord, I do fo; would, you or I could help it! 
Pha. Do Ladies of this Country uſe to give 
No more Reſpect to Men of my full Being? 0 
Gal. Full. Being! I underſtand you not, unleſs your 
Grace means growing to Fatneſs; and then your only 
Remedy (upon my Knowledge, Prince) is in a Morning 
a Cup of neat White-wine brew'd with Carduus; then 
faſt till Supper, about eight you may eat; uſe Exerciſe, 
and keep a Sparrow-hawk, (22) you can ſhoot in a Tiller, 
bur, of all, your Grace muſt fly Phlebotomy, freſh Pork, 
Conger, and clarified Whey: They are all Dullers of the 
vital Spirits. | 
Pha. Lady, you talk of nothing all this while. 
Gal. *Tis very true, Sir, I talk of you. 
Pha. This is a crafty Wench, I like her Wit well; 
_ ?twill be rare to ſtir up a leaden Appetite; ſhe's a Danue, 
and muſt be courted in a Show'r of Gold. Madam, look 
here, all theſe, and more, than | 
Gal. What have you there, my Lord? Gold ? Now, 
as I live, tis fair Gold; you would have Silver for it to 
play with the Pages; you could not have taken me in 
a worſe time; but if you have preſent Uſe, my Lord, 
I'll ſend my Man with Silver, and keep your Gold for 
ou. | | 
: Pha. Lady, Lady. 
Gal. She's coming, Sir, behind, will take white Money. 
Yet for all this I'll match ye. : 
Exit Gal. behind the Hanging. 


— 


(22) you can foot in a Jiller;] i. e. a Stand; a ſmall Tree left in 
in a Wood for Growth, till it is fellable: Or it may mean rather, in 
a Steel - bow; quaſi dicas, a Steeler: i, e. Arcus chalzbeatus, ® 

SKINNER fays in his Ertymologicum. | 
Pha. 


PI 


FAIL ASTER, veg 
Pha. If there be but two ſuch more in this Kingdom, 
and near the Court, we may even hang up our Harps. 
Ten ſuch Gamphire Conſtitutions, as this, would call the 
Golden Age again in Queſtion; and teach the old way 
for every ill- fac'd Husband to get his own Children; and 
what a Miſchief that will breed, let all conſiderl- 
Enter Megra. ET 
Here's another; if ſhe be of the fame Laſt, the Devil 
ſhall pluck her *n, Many fair Mornings, Lady. 
Meg. As many Mornings bring as many Days, 
Fair, ſweet, and hopeful to your Grace. | | 
Pha. * gives good Words yet; ſure, this Wench 
is free. 
f your more ſerious Buſineſs do not call you. 
Let me hold Quarter with you, we'll talk an Hour 
Out quickly. Meg. What would your Grace talk of? 
Pha. Of ſome ſuch pretty Subject as yourſelf. - | 
Il go no further than your Eye, or Lip; - 
There's Theme enough for one Man for an Age. 
Meg. Sir, they ſtand right, and my Lips are yet even, 
Smooth, young enough, ripe enough, red enough, 
Or my Glaſs wrongs me. | 
Pha. O, they are two twinn'd Cherries dyed in Bluſhes, 
Which thoſe fair Suns above with their bright Beams 
Reflect upon and ripen. Sweeteſt Beauty, 
Bow down thoſe Branches, that the longing Taſte 
Of the faint Looker-on may meet thoſe Bleſſings, 
And taſte and live. Meg. O delicate ſweet Prince ! 
She that hath Snow enough about her Heart, 
To take the wanton Spring of ten ſuch Lines off, 
May be a Nun without Probation. 
| Sir, you've, in ſuch neat Poetry, gather'd a kiſs, 
That if J had but five Lines. of that Number, 
Such pretty begging Blanks, I ſhould commend 
Your Fore-head, or your Checks, and kiſs you too. 
Pha. Do it in Proſe z you cannot miſs it, Madam. 
„Meg. I ſhall, I ſhall. Pha. By my Life, you ſhall not. 
Il prompt you firſt: Can you do it now? 
Meg. Methinks, tis eaſy, now I ha* don't before a . 
| . ut 
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But yet I ſhould ſtick at it. Pha. Stick till To-morrow; 
Fl ne'er on you, Sweeteſt, But we loſe time, 
Can you love me ? | | 
Meg. Love you, my Lord? How would you have me 
love you? 2 07-2900 | 
Pha. I'll teach you in a ſhort Sentence, cauſe I wil 
not load your Memory ; this is all, Love me, and lie 


8 with me. | 


Meg. Was it lie with you, that you ſaid? Tis im- 

poſſible. EVE | = 

Pha. Not to a willing Mind, that will endeavour, if 

I do not teach you to do it as eaſily in one Night, as 
you'll go to Bed, I'll loſe my Royal Blood for't. 

Meg. Why, Prince, you have a Lady of your own, 

that yet wants teaching. | 

Pha, I'Il ſooner teach a Mare the old Meaſures, than 
teach her any thing belonging to the Function; ſhe's 
afraid to lie with herſelf if ſhe have but any maſculine 
Imaginations about her ; I know, when we are marned, 
I mult raviſh her. | 

Meg. By my Honour, that's a foul Fault, indeed ; but 
Time and your good Help will wear it out, Sir. 

Pha. And for any other I ſee, excepting your dear 
Self, deareſt Lady, I had rather be Sir Tim the School- 
maſter, and leap a Dairy-maid. 

Meg. Has your Grace ſeen the Court-ſtar Galatea? 

Pha. Out upon her! She's as cold of her Favour as 
an Apoplex: She ſail'd by but now. 

Meg. And how do you hold her Wit, Sir? 

Pha. J hold her Wit? The Strength of all the Guard 
cannot hold it, if they were tied to it; ſhe would blow 
em out of the Kingdom; they talk of Jupiter, he's but 

a Squib-cracker to her: Look well about you, and you 


may find a Tongue-bolt. But ſpeak, fweet Lady, ſhall 
I be freely welcome ? N | 3 


Meg. Whither? 5 

Pha. To your Bed; if you miſtruſt my Faith, you do 
me the unnobleſt Wrong. | 

Meg. I dare not, Prince, I dare not. 


Pha. Make your own Conditions, my Purſe ſhall ſeal 
'em; 


your Virtues? Well, if I do not lay a Train to blow your 


Tl fit you fort. 


Dictionaries. I think, by the Change of a fingle Letter, I have re- 


em; and what you dare imagine you can want, I'll fur- 
niſh you withal : Give two Hours to your Thoughts every 
Morning about it. Come, I know, you are baſhful 
ſpeak in my Ear, will you be mine? Keep this, and with 
it me: Soon I will viſit you. DYC a. 

Meg. My Lord, my Chamber's moſt unſafe; but when 
'tis Night, I'll find ſome means to ſlip into your Lodging: 
till when — 11 00 22 7 

Pha. Till when, this, and my Heart go with thee! 

| [ Exeunt ſeveral ways. 


Enter Galatea from behind the Hangings. 
Gal. Oh, thou pernicious Petticoat-Prince! Are theſe 


Sport up, I am no Woman: (23) And, Lady Dowſabel, 
"11 bg I Exit. 
Enter Arethuſa and a Lady. | 


Are. Where's the Boy? Lady. Within, Madam. 

Are. Gave you him Gold to buy him Cloaths ? | 
Lady. I did. Are. And has he don't? 

Lady. Yes, Madam. | | 
Are. Tis a pretty ſad-talking Boy, is it not? 
Ask'd you his Name? Lady. No, Madam. 


Enter Galatea. 


Are. O, you are welcome; what good News? 

Gal. As good as any one can tell your Grace, | 
That ſays, ſhe hath done that you would have wiſh'd. 

Are. Haſt thou diſcover'd ? | 1 5 

Gal. J have ſtrain'd a Point of Modeſty for you. 
Are. prithee, how? Sw; 

Gal. In lining after Bawdry I ſee, let a Lady live 
never ſo modeſtly, ſhe ſhall be ſure to find a lawful time 


(23) and, Lady Towſabel, 11I fit you for't.] There's no ſuch Word 
as Towſabel, that I know, or that is acknowledged by any of the 


triev'd the genuine Word of our Poets, Doauſabel. This is of French 
Extraction, Douce et belle; i. e. Sweet, and fair: Bubdrit is here inten» 
ded ironically, and in Deriſion. 


= 
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to hearken after Bawdry ; your Prince, brave Param 


Was ſo hot owt. © Ae. With whom? Fs 


Gal Why, with the NAGY 1 _— Te can tell the 
Time and ace. 

Are. O when, and where ? 

Gal. To Night, his Lodging. 

Are. Run thyſelf into the — iningle 4 again 
With other Ladies; leave the reſt to me: 
If Deſtiny (to whom we dare not ſay, 
Why did p/ thou this?) have not decreed it ſo 
In laſting Leaves (whoſe ſmalleſt Characters 
Were never altered ;) yet, this Match ſhall — 
Whete' 8 os Boy? Lady. Here, Madam. 


5 Euter Bellario. 


2 Sir, you are ſad to change your Service, i 15't not {o? 
Bel. Madam, I have not chang'd ; I wait on you, 
To do him Service. _ Are. Thou diſclaim'ſt in me; 
Tell me thy Name, Bel. Bellario. 
Are. Thou can'ſt ſing, and play? 
Bel. If Grief will give me Leave, Madam, I can. 
Are. Alas! What kind of Grief can thy Years know? 
Had'ſt thou a curſt Maſter when thou went'ſt to School? 
Thou art not capable of other Grief ; 
Thy Brows and Cheeks are ſmooth as Waters be, 
When no Breath troubles them : Believe me, Boy, 
Care ſecks out wrinkled Brows and hollow Eyes, 
And builds himſelf Caves to abide in them. 
Come, Sir, tell me truly, does your Lord love me? 
Bel. Love, Madam? I know not what it is. 
Are. Can'ſt thou know Grief, and never yet knew'ſt 
8 
Thon att deceiv'd, Boy; does he ſpeak of me, 
As if he wiſh'd me well? Bel. If it be Love, 
To forget all Reſpect of his own Friends, 
In thinking on your Face; if it be Love, 
To ſit croſs- arm'd, and ſigh away the Day, 
Mingled with Starts, e crying your Name as loud 
And haftily, as Men i' th' Streets do Fire: 
If it be Love, to weep himſelf away, 


When 


DD 
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When he but hears of any Lady dead, OT e 
Or kill'd, becauſe it might have been your Chance; 
If, when he goes to Reſt (which will not be) | 
'Twixt ev'ry Prayer he ſays, he names you once 
As others drop a Bead, be to be in Love | 
Then, Madam, I date ſwear he loves you. Are. ol 
You are a cunning Boy, and taught to lie, 
For your Lord's Credit; but thou knoweſt, a Lye, | 
That bears this Sound, is welcomer to me, 
Than any Truth, that ſays, he loves me not. 
Lead the Wa Boy : Do you attend me too; 
'Tis thy Lords 's Buſineſs haftes me thys; Away. 
[ Excunt. 


Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline, Megra, ard, 
Galatea. _ 


Dien. Come, Ladies, ſhall we talk a Round? As Men 
Do walk a Mile, Women ſhould talk an Hou. 
After Supper : *Tis their Exerciſe. Gal. *Tis late. 
Meg. Tis all 
My Eyes will do to lead me to my Bed. 
Gal. I fear, they are ſo heavy, you'll ſcarce find 
The Way to your Lodging with em to Night. 


Enter Pharamond. 


Thra. The Prince 
Pha. Not a-bed, Ladies? You're good Sitters up Z 

What think you of a m Dream to laſt 

Till Morning ? 118 , 
Meg. I ſhould chuſe, my Lord, a pleaſing Wake betore 


Enter Arethuſa and Bellario. 


Are. "Tis well, my Lord, you're courting of the Ladies. 
Ist not late, Gentlemen! ? 5 | 

Cle. Yes, Madam. | 

Are, Wait you there. [Exit Arethulſa. | 

Meg. She's jealous, as I live; look you, my Lord, 
The Princeſs has a Hilas, an Adonis. 

Pha. His Form is Angel- like. 

Meg. Why, this is he muſt, when you once are wed, 

I 4 | | it 
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Sit by your Pillow, like young Apollo, with = 
His Hand and Voice, binding your Thoughts in Sleep, 


'The Princeſs does r ovide him for you, and for herſelf, | 
Pha. I find no Muſick in theſe Boys. Meg. Nor I. 

They can do little, and that ſmall they dogs” * 

They have not Wit to hide. 


Dion. Serves he the Princeſs? Thra. Yes. | 

Dion. Tis a ſweet Boy, how brave ſhe keeps him! 

Pha. Ladies all, good Reſt ; I mean to kill a Buck 
To-morrow Morning, ere you've done your Dreams, 


[ Exit Phar. 
Mag. All Happineſs attend your Grace! Gentlemen, 
good Reſt ; 
Come, ſhall we to Bed! Fx, 
Gal. Yes, all good Night. [Fx. Gal. and Meg. 


Dion. May your Dreams be true to you; 
What ſhall we do, Gallants? Tis late, the King 


Is up ſtill, 25 he comes, a Guard along 
Wi him. . 


Enter King, A and Guard, 


King. Look, your Intelligence be true, 
Are. Upon my Life, it is: And I do hope, 
Your Highneſs will not tie me to a Man, 
That in the Heat of Wooing throws me off, 
And takes another. Dion. What ſhould this mean? 
King. If it be true, 
That Lady had much better have embrac'd 
Cureleſs Diſeaſes; get you to your Reſt. Ex. Are. and Bel. 
You ſhall be righted : Gentlemen, draw near, 
We ſhall imploy you: Is young Pharamond 
Come to his Lodging? Dion. I ſaw him enter there. | 


King. Haſte, ſome of you, and cunningly diſcover | 
If Megra be in her Lodging. Cle. Sir, our 


She parted hence but now with other Ladies. _ 
King, If ſhe be there, we ſhall not need to make 

A vain Diſcovery of our Suſpicion. 

You Gods, I ſee, that who unrighteouſly 

Holds Wealth, or State from others, ſhall be curſt 

In that, which meaner Men are bleſt withal: | 

Ages to come ſhall know no Male of him Left 
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Left to inherit; and his Name ſhall bo 


Blotted from the Earth: If he have any Child. 
It ſhall be croſsly match*d; the Gods themſelves 

Shall ſow wild Strife betwixt her Lord and her. 

Yet, if it be your Wills, forgive the Sin 

| have committed; let it not fall 

Upon this underſtanding Child of mine; 

She has not broke your Laws; (24) but how can I 

Look to be heard of Gods, that muſt be juſt, 

Praying upon the Ground I hold by Wrong ? 


Enter Dion. 


Dion. Sir, I have asked, and her Women ſwear, ſhe is 
within; but they, I think, are Bawds; I told em, I muſt 
ſpeak with her: They laugh'd, and faid, their Lady lay 
ſpeechleſs. I ſaid, my Buſineſs was important; they ſaid, 
their Lady was about it: I grew hot, and cned, my Buſi- 
nefs was a matter that concern'd Lite and Death; they 
anſwer d, ſo was Sleeping, at which their Lady was; I 
urg'd again, ſhe had ſcarce time to be ſo ſince laſt J faw 
her; they ſmil'd again, and ſeem'd to inſtruct me, that 
Sleping was nothing but lying down and winking: An- 
ſwers more direct I could not get: In ſhort, Sir, I think, 
ſhe is not there. | 1 — 

King. Tis then no time to dally: You o'th* Guard, 
Wait at the Back-door of the Prince's Lodging; 

And ſee that none paſs thence, upon your Lives. 
Knock, Gentlemen: Knock louder: louder yet: 
What, has their Pleaſure taken off their Hearing? 
[|] break your Meditations. Knock again: 


(24) — —.— but how can I | 
Look'to be heard of Gods, that muff be juff, 
Praying upon the Ground I hold by Wrong? In this Sentiment 
5 N ſeem. to be copying Shakeſpeare, in a noble Paſſage of his 
an el. , * | 
— Forgive me my foul Murther ! 
That cannot be, fince I am fill poſſeſi'd 
Of thoſe Effects for which I did the Murther ; 
My Crown, my own Ambition, and 8 Queen. 
May one be pardin d, and retain th Offence? &e. 


Not 


3 
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Not yet? I do not think, he ſleeps, having this 
Larum by him; ance more; Pharamond,” Prince. 
g oF 151 Pharamond above. | 7 
P! ba. What ſawcy Groom knocks at this Dead of Night? 
Where be our Waiters? By my vexed Soul, 
He meets his Death, that meets me, for this Boldneſs. 


your Friends; 
Come down. Pba. The King? 
King. The ſame, Sir, come down, 
We have Cauſe of preſent Counſel with you. c 
©: > Pha. If your Grace pleaſe to uſe me, Vl attend you 
To your Chamber. Pha. beloto, 
King. No, *tis too late, Prince, I'll make bold with yours, 
. Pha. I have ſome private Reaſons to myſelf, 
Make me unmannerly, and ſay, you cannot ; 
_ Nay, preſs not forward, Gentlemen, he muſt 
Come through my Life, that comes here. [ Enters, 
King. Sir, be reſolv'd, e ee 
I muſt and will come. 
Pha. I' not be diſhonour'd; 
He chat enters here, enters upon his Death. 
Sir, *tis a Sign you make no Stranger of me, 
To bring theſe Renegadoes to my Chamber, 
At theſe unſeaſon'd Hours. King. Why do you 
Chafe yourſelf ſo? You are not wrong'd, nor ſhall be; 
Only 1'll ſearch your Lodging, for ſome Cauſe 
To ourſelf known: Enter, I-fay. —— | 
Pha. I fay, no. Meg. abort. 
Meg. Let em enter, Prince, let em enter, 
I am up, and ready; I do know their Buſineſs, 
Iis the poor breaking of a Lady's Honour, 
They hunt ſo hotly after; let em enjoy it. 
You have your Buſineſs, Gentlemen, I lay here. 
My Lord the King, this is not noble in you 
To make publick the Weakneſs of a Woman. 
King. Come down. [Clan 
Meg. I dare, my Lord; your Whootings and 05 


ur 


King. Prince, you do wrong your Thoughts, we ate 
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Your private Whiſpers, and your broader Fleerings, 
5 no more vex my Soul, than this baſe Carriage; 
But I have Vengeance yet in Store for ſome,” © 
Stall, in the moſt Contempt you can haye of me, 


7 


gde joy and Nouriſnment. 
Ling. Will you come donn? 
(26) Meg. Yes, to laugh at your Worſt: But I hall 
4 BEE, a a 
If. my Skill fail me not. * 3 Uabt0t 
King, Sir, I muſt dearly chide you for this Looſeneſs, 
You have wrong'd a worthy Lady; but, no more, 
Conduct him to my Lodging, and to Bet. 


1 * 
- AY 1 ; : T2 - 
% . 


1 


| Cx. Get him another Wench, and you bring him to ; 
b. Bed indeed. i n 
Is, l | | 


25 Hur private Whiſpers and your broad e inge, ] This is no 
BY 2 it has —— paſs'd the Ears of all the Editors. 
The Addition, which I have made, of a ſingle Syllable both improves 
the Senſe and retrieves the Metre. 4 
ers, | | 3 

| (26) Yes, to laugh at your worſt ; but I ſhall wrong you,] Megra de- 
ſpn''d to accuſe the Princeſs of a Fact, which ſhe had a itrong Suſpi- 
cion of her being really guilty of. She had mentian'd it before to the 
Prince; and there were -Circumſtances enough to make a Woman, 
who was bad herſelf, believe the Princeſs ſo. How then could ſhe 
fay, ſhe would <vrong the King, when ſhe believ'd what ſhe was to 
ſpeak ? ; Beſides, it is not a true ſcolding Word, I would ſubſtitute, 
worſl; which differs but in two Letters, and is an excellent one ter 4 
the purpoſe. The Jingle and Reduplication of the ſame Word is 


re- 
; _ praftis'd by our Poets. So in Rule a Wife, and bave.a 
ife, g 1 ; P 2 
rd thee à wile young Wife. Eſti. Lil wiſe your | 
Worſhip... Mx. Seward.) || 
det. BY Notnihfanding. this: iogenions Conjeftaie] L ge rte comin chit -_ 
the Word, which I have inſerted, is the true Reading: becauſe it 
has the Authority of the Quarto's in 1628, and 1634 and is likewiſe "po 
uſed in the ſame Senſe by our Poets in other Paſſages. So, in tze YG 
Elder Brother; | a _— 
er Poe the: Doutets of his Gravity | 
Faſt in a String, and will ſo pinch and wring him. 
And por Humourous Lieutenant; 63 
ill Nothing wring you, | then, d'ye think ? 
uy And ſo in Women pliasdi 1 , 4 21 16 t 
yas 285 Wringing aud kicking up to th' Ears in Love gander. 
Xe. 


Your Dion. 


Dion. (27) Tis ſtrange, a Man can't ride a $ 
To 3 without a Warrant for't: amen 86 
If this Geer hold, that Lodgings be ſearch'd thus, M* 
Pray Heav'n, we may lie with our own Wives in 8 | 

That they be not by ſome Trick of State miſtaken. * 


, | Di 
| Enter Megra. | 

5 King Now, Lady of Honour, where's your Honour now? 
No Man can fit your Palate, but the Prince. wins IL 
Thou moſt ill-ſhrowded Rottenneſs; thou Piece A 
Made by a Painter and a *Pothecary ; 0 
Thou troubled Sea of Luſt; thou Wilderneſs, . 
Inhabited by wild Thoughts; thou ſwoln Cloud of 
Infection; thou ripe Mine of all Diſcaſes; 7 : 


Thou all Sin, all Hell, laſt, all Devils, tell me, A 
Had you none to pull on with your Courteſies, 
But he that muſt be mine, and wrong my Daughter? " 
By all the Gods, all theſe, and all the Pages, 
And all the Court, ſhall hoot thee through the Court; A; 
Fling rotten Oranges, make ribald Rhymes, 
And ſear thy Name with Candles upon Walls : 
Do you laugh, Lady Venus? | 


Meg. Faith, Sir, you muſt pardon me; bs 
1 cannot chuſe but laugh to ſee you merry. _ Fo 
If you do this, O King; nay, if you dare do it; 
By all thoſe Gods you ſwore by, and as many SY £7 
More of my own; I will have Fellows, and | 
Such Fellows in it, as ſhall make noble Mirth. the 
The Princeſs, your dear Daughter, ſhall ſtand by me 40 
On Walls, and ſung in Ballads, any thing 
Urge me no more, I know her and her Haunts, ſhe 
Her Layes, Leaps, and Outlays, and will diſcover al; I k. 
: Nay, will diſhonour her. I know the Boy w 
WF | | "28 
2 "T; ranpe a n cannot ride a Stag] 'Tis ve unuſual, [ 
| belies, ec? a on "Nor is the er that gn cha. 
to ride a Stag, meaning, 'to ride after, or hunt down one My ken 
teration reſtores the true Reading of the Poets. So, in the ſame dense, But 
in the Cufom of the Country; | 7 


Five Dames to Day; this was but a ſmall Stage. 


two, WY che keeps, a handſome Boy; about eighteen : - 
Know what ſhe does with him, and where, and when, 
come, Sir, you put me to a Woman's Madneſs, 
ty, WW The Glory of a Fury; and if I do noet 
No it to the height > SE : 
King. What Boy is this ſhe raves at?  - [things?, 
Meg. Alas! good-minded Prince, you know not theſe 
10%! WF am ſoth to reveal em. Keep this Fault. 
As you would keep your Health, from the hot Air 
Of the corrupted People; or, by Heav*n, 
will not fall alone: What I have known, 
Shall be as publick as a Print; all Tongues 
Shall ſpeak it, as they do the Language they 
Are born in, free and commonly; I'll ſet it 
Like a prodigious Star for all to gaze at, * 
$0 high and glowing, that Kingdoms far and foreign 
Shall read it there, nay, travel with it, till they find 
No Tongue to make it more, nor no more People; 
And then behold the Fall of your fair Princeſs. 

King. Has ſhe a Boy? | 

Cl. So pleaſe your Grace, I have ſeen a Boy wait 
On her, a fair Boy. S 

King. Go, get you to your Quarter : 

For this time I'll ſtudy to forget you. 

Meg. Do you ſtudy to forget me, and I' ſtudy -  - 
To forget you. [Ex. King, Meg. and Guard. 

Ce, Why, here's a Male Spirit for Hercules; if ever 
there be nine Worthies of Women, this Wench ſhall ride 
aide, and be their Captain. 

Dion. Sure, ſhe has a Garriſon of Devils in her Tongue, 
ſhe uttereth ſuch Balls of W ild- fire. She has ſo nettled the 
King, that all the Doctors in the Country will ſcarce cure 
tim, That Boy was a ſtrange- found · out Antidote to cure 
her Infection: that Boy, that Princeſs? Boy; that brave, 
chaſte, virtuous Lady's Boy; and a fair Boy, a well ſpo- 
ken Boy: All theſe conſider d, can make nothing elſe — 
But there I leave you, Gentlemen. 4 | 

Tra. Nay, we'll go wander with you. [Exeunt. 
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EY Cleremont, Dion, TO T hrafline. F 7 If 


Cle. N A . doubtleſs, tis true. 

Dion. AY; and tis the Gods, | 
That rais d this Puniſhment to Comes the King - 
With his own Iſſue: Is it not a Shame T ſl 
For us, that ſhould write Noble in the Land, 
Fox. us, that ſhould be Freemen, to behold 
A Man, that is the Bravery of his Age, 
Philaſter, preſt down from his Royal Right, 
By this regardleſs King? and only look, 
And ſee the Scepter ready to be caſt 
Into the Hands of that laſcivious Lady, 

That lives in Luft with a ſmooth Boy, now to be 
Married to yon ſtrange Prince, who, but that People 
Pleaſe to let him be a Prince, is born a Slave 
In that which ſhould be his moſt Noble Part, 

His Mind? Tyra. That Man, that would not ſtir with you 
To aid Philaſter, let the Gods forget 
That ſuch a Creature walks upon the Earth, 
Cle. Philaſter is too backward in't himſelf; 
The Gentry do await it, (28) and the People, 
_ Againſt their Nature, are all bent for him, 


And like a Field of ſtanding Corn, that's mov'd | To 
With a ſtiff Gale, their Heads bow all one way. Y 
Dion, The only Cauſe, that draws Philaſter back W 
From this Attempt, is the fair Princeſs* Love, Ti 
Which he admires, and we can now confute. | Ar 
(28) r — and the People, | 5 


Again their Nature, are all bent for him.) This ſeems, it 
firſt View, an odd Paſſage. How are the People againſt their Nature! | 
for Philafler® What, was there never any People unanimous in their Th 
Choice of a Governor? I take it, he muſt be underſtood, as mean By 
ing, the People (whoſe Nature for the moſt part is unconſtant, 1 41 y 

and wavering) are now ſo well aſſured of Philaſter's Worth, ar 0 
Right to the Crown, join'd to his preſent 5 Ukes, that they are ie. 
ſoly'd and ſteady to do him Juſtice. This is * ſtyled, again 


their Nats re, or Cuſtom, Mr. 1 * 


brd. Perhaps, he'll not believe it. wt 
Dion. Why, Gentlemen. n 3g 9 AN 
Tis without queſtion ſo. Cle. Ay, tis paſt Speech, 
che lives diſhoneſtly, But how ſhall we, 3 
If he be curious, work upon his Faith? 
pra. We all are ſatisfied within ourſelves. | 
Dion. Since it is true, and tends to his own Good,. 
pl make this new. Report to be my Knowledge, ? 
Pl fay, I know it; nay, PII fwear, I faw it. | 
CK. It will be beſt. Thra. Twill move him. 
Enter Philaſter. 
Dion. Here he comes. 
Good-morrow to your Honour, we have ſpent _ 
dome time in ſeeking you. Phi. My worthy Friends, 
You that can keep your Memories to know 
Your Friend in Miſeries, and cannot frown 
On Men diſgrac'd for Virtue, a good Day 
Attend you all. What Service may Ido 
Worthy your Acceptation? Dion. my good Lord, 
We come to urge that Virtue, which we know | 
Lives in your Breaſt, forth; riſe, and make a Head; 
The Nobles and the People are all dull'd | | 
With this uſurping King; and not a Man, | 
That ever Kong 4 or knew ſuch Thing 
As Virtue, but will ſecond your Attempts. | 
Phi, How honourable is this Love in you 
To me, that have deſerv'd none? Know, my Friends, 
(You, that were born to ſhame your poor Pbilaſter 
With too much Courteſy) I cou'd afford 
To melt myſelf in Thanks; but my Deſigns 
Are not yet ripe; ſuffice it, that ere long 
| ſhall imploy your Loves: but yet the Time 
ls ſhort of what I wou'd. | | 
Dion. The Time is fuller, Sir, than you expect; 
That which hereafter will not, perhaps, be reach d 
By Violence, may now. be caught, As for the King, 
You know, the People have long hated him; 
But now the Princeſs, whom they loy'd. —— 
Phi. Why, what of her? | * 
| ion. 


Dion. Is loath'd as much as ghee. 
Phi. By what ſtrange Mean? 
Dion. She's known a Whore. Phi. Thou lyeſt. 
Dion. My Lord —— __._ N 
; Phi. Thou lyeſt, [Offers to draw, and is heli 
And thou ſhalt feel it; J had thought, thy Mind 
Had been of Honour, Thus to rob a Lady _ 
Of her good Name, is an infectious Sin, 1 
Not to be pardon*d; be it falſe as Hell, 
*T'will never be redeem'd, if it be ſown 15 
Amongſt the People, fruitful to increaſe p 


All Evil they ſhall hear. Let me alone, I 
That I may cut off Falſhood, whilſt it ſprings. T 
Set Hills on Hills betwixt me-and the Man 8 
That utters this, and J will ſcale them all, 1 
And from the utmoſt Top fall on his Neck, Y, 
Like Thunder from a Cloud. Dion. This is moſt ſtrange; 
Sure, he does love her. Phi. ] do love fair Truth: | 
She is my Miſtreſs, and who injures her, * In 
Draws Vengeance from me. Sirs, let go my Arms, Wc; 
Tra. Nay, good my Lord, be patient. In 
Cle. Sir, remember 5 
This is your honour'd Friend, that comes to do y 
His Service, and will ſhew you why he utter'd this. WI 
Phil. I ask you pardon, Sir, my Zeal to Truth Ss Ui" 
Made me unmannerly : Should I have heard Wh 
Diſhonour ſpoke of you, behind your Back For 
Untruly, I had been as much diſtemper'd, Wis 
Enrag'd, as now. Dion. But this, my Lord, is Truth. 7 
Phi. O, ſay not ſo; good Sir, forbear to ſay fo; Fror 
(29) Tis Truth then, that all Womankind is falſe; And 
Urge it no more, it is impoſſible ; Kis 
Why ſhould you think the Princeſs light ? Tor 
Dion. Why, ſhe was taken at it. | D 
Phi. Tis falſe; by Heav'n, '*tis falſe; it cannot be, Pl 
Can it? Speak, Gentlemen; for Love of Truth, ſpeak; har 


(29) is the Truth that all Womankind is falſe 10 There is here 
very little Remains of either Senſe, or Meaſure. The Addition of one 
Letter will reſtore the Former, and the Tranſpoſition of two 


the Latter. This Emendation is authoriz'd by the beſt old 9uarte's, 
R fo Mr. Seward. 
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Bt -ofſible? can Women all be . l 9 1 

Dion. Why, no, my Lord. 1 
Phi. Why, then it cannot be rave bn the) 
Dion. And ſhe was taken with hen Boy, 
. Phi. What Boy? 


Dion. A Page, a Boy that ſerves + her, WE 
Phi. O good Gods, ft 08 kw 51 0 


A little Boy 

Dion. Ay, know you him, my 113 AA 

Phi. Hell and Sin know him! Sir, you are deci; ;Þ 
Il reaſon it a little coldly with you wt: nar 7 


If ſhe were luſtful, would ſhe take a Bo. 
That knows not yet Deſire? ſhe would have One 
Should meet her Thoughts, and know the Sin he *. i 


Which is the go Delight of 5 F 
You are abus'd, and 15 is ſhe; and I. n 4.24 


Dion. How you, my Lordꝰ?e D 2683 02 
Phi, Why, all the World's abus cc 
In an unjuſt Report. Dion. Oh, noble Sir, your Virees 

Cannot look into the ſubtle Thoughts of Woman. 
In ſhort, my Lord, I took them: I myſelt. 
Phi. Now, all the Devils thou didſt; fly from my Rage: 
Would, thou hadſt'ta'en Devils ingendring Plagues, 
When thou didſt take them ; hide thee from my Eyes. 
Would, thou hadſt taken Thunder on thy 3 
When thou didſt take them; or been ſtrucken dumb 
For ever ; that this foul Deed might have ſlept | 
In Silence. 7hra. Have you known him ſo ill-temper'd ? 


e; 


th, (le, Never before. Phi. The Winds, that are let 11 
From the four ſeveral Corners of the Earth; 22/1215 30 
And ſpread themſelves all over Sea and Land, 201 1 
Kis not a chaſte one. What Friend bears a Sword. 
Io nn me through? © Q 
Dion. Why, my Lord, are you ſo d at his?) 
ö, Phi, When any falls from 1 of T am ae, 
Ik 3 WP have an Intereſt in't. I IA Wort 
here . Dion. But, good my Lord; recall ks, 
— and think, what's beſt to be done. | > 190 
„ . I thank you, I will do it; 1 
nord, {© you to 2 me, I'll conſider of it: 3 
1m Vor. I. K 290 


ww, 3% LAS TE K. 
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To morrow I wil find your Lodging forh, 

(30) And give you Anſwer, 
Dion, All the Gods direct you 

The readieſt Way | 0 
Tra. He was extream impatient. ac 
Ce. It was his Virtue, and his noble Mind. 

[ Exeunt Dion, Cleo. and EY 

Phi. I had forgot to ask him, where he took them; 

III follow him. —— O, that I had a Sea 

Within my Breaſt, to quench the Fire I feel! 

| More Circumſtances. will but. fan this F. ire; 

It more afflicts me now, to know by whom; 

This Deed is done, than ſimply that tis done : 

And he, that tells me this; is honourable, 

As far from Lies, as ſhe is far from Truth. 

O, that like Beaſts, we could not grieve: ourkelyes, 

With that we ſee not! Bulls and Rams will fight, 

To keep their Females ſtanding in their Sight; 

But take *em from them, and you take at once 

Their Spleens away; and they will fall again 

: Unto their Paſtures, growing > Freſh and fat.; 

And taſte the Water of the Springs as ſweet 

As twas before, finding no Start in Sleep, 

But e Man — See, ſee, you Gods, 


er Exer Bellario. 


He ks lil, and, the Face,) you let 
When be was innocent, is ſtill 5 fame, 
Not blaſted; Is this Juſtice? Do you mean 


To intrap Mortality, that you allow a e 


1 1 


Treaſon ſo ſmooth a Brow? 1 cannot now... F 
Think, he is guilty. Bel. Health to you, my Lord! N 
Thie-Princeſs doth commend her Love, her Life, I 
And this unto you. Phi. Oh Bellaria, 

Now I perceive ſhe loves — ſhe does ſhew | i A 


4 221 CI 'v 118 wy 
(30) And give you Anſwer... — 
The readieſi Way. Dion. All hi Gids 77 you. ] This' 
the nonſenſical Collocation of all the priated Copies. The Tranſpo 
or, which I have made, is ſelf- * and deſerves no ſurtbe 
Proo | 7 | 


d! 


This b 
[ ranſp# 
> farth 


So ſhe does uſe me. 
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in loving thee, my Boy; ſh' as made thee brave. 
Bel. My Lord, the has acurect me paſt my Wilk. 
Paſt my Deſert; more fit for her Attendant, b W 
Though far unfit for me, who do attend. n 

bi. Thou art grown courtly, Boy. O, let al Women, 
That love black: Deeds, ee to diſſemble here! . d. 
Here, by this Paper ſhe does write to me, 

As if her Heart were Mines of Adamant 

To all the World beſides; but, unto me, 

A Maiden- now that melted with my Looks. $26 
Tell me, my Boy, how doth the Princeſs uſe thee? 

For I ſhall gueſs her Love to me by that. 

Bel. Scarce like her Servant, bat as if I were 
Something ally'd to her; or had preſervd 
Her Life three times by my Fidelity, - 

As Mothers fond do ule their only Sons; © 

As I'd uſe one, that's left unto my Truſt, 

For whom my Life ſhould pay, if he met — | 
Phi, Why, this is wondrous well: 
But what kind Language does ſhe'feed thee with? 

Bel. Why, the does tell me,” ſhe will truſt my Youth 
With all her loving Secrets; and does call me 
Her pretty Servant, - bids me weep no more 
For Lots you ;*ſheIl ſee my Services 
Regarded ; and ſuch Words of that ſoft Strain, 

That I am nearer weeping when ſhe ends 
Than &er-ſhe ſpake. Phi. This E er nal, 

Bel. Are you he ul, my Lord? | 

Phi, Ill? No, Bellario. - 

Bel. Methinks, your Words 
Fall not from off your Tongue fo evenly, 

Nor is there in your. Looks that Quietneſs, 
That I was wont to ſee. 

Phi. Thou art deceiv'd, Boy: 

And ſhe ſtroaks thy Head! ? 

Bel. Yes. Phi. And does clap thy Checks? : 

Bel. She does, my Lord. 

Phi. And ſhe does kiſs thee, Boy? ha! 

Bel. How, my Lord? a; : 
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Phi. She kiſſes thee? Bel. Never, my Lord, by 
Phi. Come, come, I know ſhe does. | Heay n. 


Bel. No, by my Life. 


Phi. Why, then, ſhe does not love me; come, ſhe does, 


bad her do it; I charg'd her by all Charms 

Of Love between us, by the Hope of Peace 

We ſhould enjoy, to yield thee a} Delights 
Naked, as to her Bed: I took her Oath, 

Thou ſhould'ſt N 75 her: Tell me, gentle Boy, 

Is ſhe not paralleleſs? Is not her Breath 

Sweet as Arabian Winds, when Fruits are ripe! ? 
Are not her Breaſts two liquid Ivory Balls ? 

Is ſhe not all a laſting Mine of Joy? 

Bel. Ay, now I fee, why my diſturbed Thoughts 
Were ſo perplext. W hen firſt I went to her, | 
My Heart held Augury; you are abus'd, 

Some Villain has abus'd you; I do ſee, 
Whereto you tepd ; Fall Rocks upon his Head, 
That put this to you! *tis ſome ſubtle Train, 

To bring that noble Frame of yours to nought. 


Phi. Thou think'ſt, I will be angry with thee; Come, 


Thou ſhalt know all my Drift; I hate her more, 

Than I love Happineſs; and plac d thee there, 

To pry with narrow Eyes into her Deeds. 

Haſt thou diſcover'd ? Is ſhe faln to Luſt, . _ 

As I would wiſh her? Speak ſome Comfort to me. 
Bel. My Lord, you did miſtake the Boy you ſent: 

Had ſhe the Luſt of Sparrows, or of Goats; 

Had ſhe a Sin that way, hid from the World, 

Beyond the Name of Luſt, I would not aid 

Her baſe Deſires; but what I came to know. 

As Servant to her, I would not reveal, 

To make my Life laſt Ages. Phi. Oh, my Heart! 
This is a Salve worſe than the main Diſeaſe. _ 
Tell me thy Thoughts; for I will know the leaſt 
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy Heart 
To know it; I will fee thy Thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy Face: "Bel Why, ſo you do. 
. is (for avght I know) * all the Gods, 


A 
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As chaſte as Ice; but were ſhe foul as Hell, 

And I did know it, thus; the Breath of Kings,” 

The Points of Swords, Tortures, nor Bulls of Bra! 

Should draw it from me. Phi. Then it is no time 

To dally with thee; I will take thy Life, 

For I do hate thee; I cou'd curſe thee now. 
Bel. If you do hate, you could not curſe me worlez 

The Gods have not a Puniſhment in Store © 

Greater for me, than is your Hate. Phi. Fie, fie” 

So young and fo diſſembling! Tell me wen 

And where thou didſt enjoy her, or let Plagues 

Fall on me ſtrait, if I deſtroy thee noet! 

Bel. Heav'n knows never did: and when I lie 

To fave my Life, may I live long and loath' d! 

Hew me aſunder, 2 whilſt I can think, | 

I'll love thoſe Pieces you have cutaway, 

Better than thoſe that grow; and kiſs thoſe Limbs, 

Becauſe you made *em ſo. 

Phi. Fear'ſt thou not Death? 6 

Can Boys contemn that? Bel. Oh, what Boy is * 

Can be content to live to be a Man, 

That ſees the beſt of Men thus paſſionate, 

Thus, without Reaſon? 

Phi. Oh, but thou doſt not know 

What *tis to die. 

Bel. Yes, I do know, my bunk | 

is lefs than to be born; a. laſting Sleep, 

A quiet Reſting from all Jealouſy; - 

A Thing we all purſue; I ns beſides, ve} 00 

lt is but giving over of a Game | Fer RF: | 

That muſt be loſt. 

Phi. But there are Pains, | falſe Boy, 
For perjur*d Souls; think but on theſe, and then 
15 ow will melt, and thou wilt utter all. Wow: ts. 
el. May fall all upon me whilſt live, + HR of 

If I be pe or ee oe > 2 1993 

Of that you charge me with! If I be falſe, ' 

_2 me to ſuffer in thoſe nien e F481 al 
Lou ſpeak of; nnr : 3.1123 D142 
Phi, Oh, what ſhou'd I do? 

K 3 | Why, 
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Why, who can but believe him? He does ſwear 
So earneſtly; that if it were not true, 

The Gods would: not endure him. Riſe, Bellaris * 
Thy Proteſtations are ſo deep, and thou | 

Dot look fo truly, when thou uttereſt them, 

That though I: — em falſe, as were my 0 

I cannot urge thee further; but thou wert 

To blame to injure me, for I muſt lore 

Thy honeſt Looks, and take no Vengeance on 

Thy tender Youth: A Love from me to thee 

Is firm whate'*er thou doſt: It troubles me, 

That I have call'd the Blood out of thy Cheeks, 
That did ſo well become thee: But, good Boy, 

Let me not ſee thee more; Something is done, 

That will diſtract me, that will make me mad, 

If I behold thee if thou tender'ſt me, 

Let me not ſee thee. Bel. I will fly as far 

As there is Morning, e' er I give Diſtaſte 

To that moſt honour'd Mind. But through theſe Teas 
Shed at my hopeleſs Parting, I can ſee 

A World of Treaſon pra&tis*d- upon you, 

And Her, and Me. F arewel, or evermore 

If you ſhall hear, that Sorrow ſtruck me dead, 

And after find me loyal, let there be 

A Tear ſhed from you in my Memory, 


And I ſhall reſt at Peace. Worry [Exit Bel. 


Phi. Bleſſing be with thee, 
Whatever thou deſerv*{t! Oh, where ſhall I 
Go bathe this Body? Nature, too unkmd, 
That made no Medicine for a troubled Mind ! 
[Exit Philaſter. 


Enter Arethuſa. 


Are. 1 marvel, my Boy comes not back again. 
But that, I know, my Love will 28 him 
Over and over; how I ſlept, wak'd, talk d; 
How I remembred him when his dear Name 
Was laſt ſpoke, and how, when I ſigh'd, wept, ſung, 
And cen Thouſand ſuch ; I ſhould be angry e 


Enter 


WE 


Enter 
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Enter King. 


(31) King. What, at your Meditations? Who attends 
you 5 
Are. Nene but my ſingle Self, ! [ need, no Guard ; 


do no Wrong, nor fear none. 
King. Tell me: Have you not a Roy? ? arg. v Sir. 
King. What kind of Boy? 
Are. A Page, a waiting Boy. 
King. A handſome Boy? © 
Are. I think, he be not ugly: | 

Well qualified, and. dutiful, I know hm; 

I took him * for Beauty. ö 
King. He 8, and ſings, an oy? 
4 Ves, . King. Frets Eig ny ? : 
Are. I never ask'd his A jo Hh he 1 of Service? 


4 


Are. Good Sir, let me 8 you. King It you * | 
Shew it in Duty ; put away that Boy. ame, £© 
Are. Let me 1 Reaſon for 5 Sir, and den 
Your Will is my Command. | 
King. Do —4 you bluſh to ask it ? Caſt Ton off.” 
Or I ſhall do the ſame to you. You're one 
Shame with me, and ſo near unto myſelf, 
That by my Life, I dare not tell wel, 
What bu myſelf, have done. 
Are. What have I done, my Lord? a 
King. Tis a new Language, that all love to learn, 
The common People ks it well already, 
They need no Grammar; underſtand me well, 
There be foul Whiſpers ſtirring 3 caſt him off; 
And ſuddenly do it: Farewel. A [Exit King. 
Are. Where may a Maiden live ſecurely free, | 
Keeping her Honour ſafe? Not with the Living, 
They feed upon Opinions, Errors, Dreams, 


(31) What are your Meditations?) I have reſtor'd the Reading of . 
the elder Duarte. 5 here, becauſe I take it to be the righteſt. | 


0 ws v4 — 
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And make em Truths: They draw a Nouriſhment 
' - Out of Defamings, grow upon Diſgraces 
And when they ſee a Virtue fortified Ie; 
_ Strongly above the Battery of their Tongues ; 
Oh, how they caſt to fink it; and defeated 
(Soul- ſick with Poiſon) ſtrike the Monuments 
Where noble Names lie ſleeping; till they ſweat, 
And the cold Marble met. 


Enter Philaſter. 


| Phi, Peace to your faireſt Thoughts, my deareſt 
Miſtreſs! E 

Are. Oh, my deareſt Servant, I have a War within me, 
_ Phi, He muſt be more than Man, that makes theſe 
Run into Rivers; ſweeteſt Fair, the Cauſe ; [Cryſtals 
And as I am your Slave, ty'd to your Goodneſs, 

Your Creature made again from what I was, 
And newly ſpirited, rl right your Honours.” 

Are. Oh, my beſt Love; that Boy! Phi, What Boy? 
Are. The pretty Boy you gave me,. Phi. What of 
Are. Muſt be no more mine. Phi. Why? ſhim? 

Are. They are jealous of him. Phi. Jealous, who? 

Are. The King. Phi. Oh, my Fortune! 3 
Then *tis'no idle Jealouſy, Let him go, 

. We nn | 
Are you hard-hearted too? Who ſhall now tell you, 
How much I lov'd you? Who ſhall fwear it to you, 
And weep the Tears I ſend? Who ſhall now bring you 
Letters, Rings, Bracelets, loſe his Health in Service? 
Wake tedious Nights in Stories of your Praiſe? © 
Who now ſhall ſing your crying Elegies ? 

And ſtrike a fad Soul into ſenſeleſs Pictures, 

And make them mourn? Who ſhall take up his Lute, 
And touch it, till he crown a filent Sleep 

Upon my Eyelid, Phi me dream and cry, 


Oh my dear, dear Philaſter. Phi. Oh my Heart 
Would he had broken thee, that made thee know 
This Lady was not Loyal! Miſtreſs, forget 
The Boy, I'll get thee a far better one. 


Are. Oh never, never, ſuch a Boy again, As 
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As my Bellario. _ : * ; 
Phi, Tis but your fond Affection. 
Are. With thee,, my Boy, farewel for ever 
Aly Secrecy in Servants: Farewel F aith, 
And all Deſire to do well for itſelf : ts 
Let all that ſhall ſucceed thee, for IF e | 
Sell and betray chaſt Love! 
Pbi. And all this Paſſion for a Boy ? „ 
Are. He was your Boy, you put him to me, and | 
The Loſs of ſuch muſt have a Mourning for. 
Phi. O thou forgetful Woman! fre, How, my Lord! ? 
Phi. Falſe Arethuſa ! 
e. Haſt thou a Medicine to reſtore my Wits, 
. When J have loſt em? If not, leave to talk, 
ls And to do thus. Are. Do what, Sir?” Would you ſleep? 
| Phi. For ever, Arethuſa. Oh you Gods, | 
Give me a worthy Patience; Have I ſtood _ 
Naked, alone, the-Shock of many Fortunes? 
Have I ſeen Miſchiefs numberleſs, and mighty, 
Grow: like a Sea upon me? Have I taken T* 
Danger as ſtern as Death into my Boſom, 
And laugh'd upon it, made it but a Mirth, 
And 2— it by? Do 1 live now like him, 
Under this Tyrant King, that langui 
Hears his ſad Bell, and ſees his Mourners ? Do 3 
Bear all this bravely, and muſt ſink at length 
Under a Woman's Falſhood ? Oh that Boy), 
The curſed Boy ! None but a villain . . 
To eaſe your Luſt? Are. Nay, then I am beray'd, vin 
| feel the Plot caſt for my Overthrow ; _ =, 
Oh, I am wretched. _ 
Ph. Now you may take that little Right I have 
To this poor Kingdom; give it to your Joy) 
For I have no Joy in it. Some far Place, 
Where never Womankind durſt ſet her Foot, 
For burſting with her Tonen. mult I ſeek, 
And live to curſe you: 
There dig a Cave, — reach to Birds and Beaſts; 
What Woman i is, and 15 Ip to ſave them from you. 
How Heav'n is in your Ves, but, in your — Y 
Ore 
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| More Hell than Hell has; how your Tongues, like 
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| Scorpions, 

Both heal and poiſon; how your Thoughts are woven 
With thouſand Changes 1 in one ſubtle Web, 
And worn ſo by you. How that fooliſh Man, 
That reads the Story of a Woman's 5 
And dies bell rng! it, is loſt for ever. 
How all the Good you have, is but a Shadow, 
I' th* Morning With you, and at Night behind you, 
Paſt and dne. How your Vows are Froſts, 
Paſt for a Night, and with the next Sun gone. 
How you are, being taken all together, fo 
A meer Confuſion, and ſo dead a Chaos, 
That Love cannot diſtinguiſh.” Theſe fad Texts, 
Till my laſt Hour, I am bound to utter of you. 
So farewel all ry Woe, all my. Delight! [Exit Phi, 

Are. Be me. ye Gods, and rike me dead; 
What way have I deſerv'd this? Make my Breaſt 
Taran as pure Cryſtal, that the World, 
Jealous of me, may ſee the foulelt Thought 
My Heart holds, WO ſhall a Woman turn her Eyes, 
(32) To find out, Co nſtancy : ? Save 1 me, me, how black, 


Enter Bellatia. | 


And guiltily, e that Boy looks now? 
Oh thou Diſſembler, chat, dente thou ſpak'ſt, 
Wert in thy Cradle falſe! Sent to make Lyes, 
5 irene _—_ ts; thy Lord and thou, | 

ay, glory ſhes o a MViate ' $500 
Pe by 1 aſſion; but the Conqueſt i is 
Nothing ſo great as wicked. Fly away, 
Let my, Command force thee to that, which Shame 
Would do without it. If thou underſtoodſt | 
The loathed e haſt undergone, 


Why, thou wo hide thee under heaps of Hill, 


(32) — me, how Black 

And guilty, methinks, that Boy looks now?) Nothin bam 
a Corruption ſo evidently at the firſt Glance, as a Lamen Xi in the 
Metre. The Epithet — muſt neceſſarily be turn'd i into an Aduerb, 
and that ſupports the be deter agg 140 
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Leſt Men ſhould dig and find thee, Bel. Oh what God, 
with Men, hath ſent this ſtrange Diſeaſe 

Into the nobleſt Minds? Madam, this Grief = 

You add unto me is no more than Drops 

To Seas, for which they are not ſeen to ſwell; - 

My Lord hath ſtruck his Anger through my HR. 

And let out all the Hope of future Joys: 

You need not bid me fly, I came to part, 

To take my lateſt Leave; Farewel for ever l. 

durſt not run away in Honeſty, 

From ſuch a Lady, like a Boy that ſtole, - 

Or made ſome grievous: Fault; the Pow'r of Gods 

Aſſiſt you in your Suff rings! haſty: Time. © 

Reveal the Truth to your abuſed Lord., 

And mine; that he may know your Worth! Whilſt E 

Go ſeek out ſome forgotten Place to die. Exit Bel. 
Are. Peace guide thee, thou haſt overthrown, me once, 

33) Yet if I had another Troy to loſe, 

Thou, or another Villan, with thy Looks, 

Might talk me out of it, and ſend me naked, 

My Hair diſhevel'd through the fiery Streets, 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Madam, the King would hunt, and calls for you 
With Earneſtnels, Are. I am in tune to hunt 1 n 
Diana, if thou canſt rage with a Maid, 
As with a Man, let me diſcover then 
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful Hind, 

That I may die purſu*d by cruel Hounds | 

And have my Story written in oy Wounds, Zreunt. 


(33) Yet if I had another Troy to loſe, &c.] The Image ſcems 
here ah ag be ſhadow'd from the Picture of Hecaba, drawn by 
SHAKESPEARE in his Hamlet, as running about the Streets of Troy 
in the midſt of the Flames. 

But who, oh, who had ſeen the mobled Queen, 

Run bart -foot up and down, threatning the Flames 
With bigſon Rheum ; a Clout * that Head 
Where late the Diadem K. & | 
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ACT. W. SCENE'L 


Enter King, Pharamond, Arethuſa, Galatea, TIO 
Dion, C leremont, Thraſiline, and Attendants. 


King. W HAT, are the Hounds before, and al the 
Woodmen? 
Our Horſes ready, and our Bows bent ? ty 
Dion. All, Sir. | [gotten 
King. You're cloudy, Sir; come, come, we have for- 
Your venial Treſpaſs, let not that fit Berry 
Upon your Spirit; none dare utter it. 
Dion. He looks like an old ſurfeited Stallion after his 
Leaping, dull as a Dormouſe: See how he ſinks ; the 
Wench has ſhot him betwixt Wind and Water, and, [ 


hope, ſprung a Lea. 
Thra. He needs no zeaching; he ſtrikes ſure enough; 


his greateſt Fault is, he hunts too much in the Purlues; 


*would, he would leave off Poaching ! ++ 

Dion. And for his Horn, Was left it at the Lodge 
where he lay late; Oh, he's a precious Lime-hound; tum 
him looſe upon tlie Purſuit of a Lady, and if he Joſe 
her, hang him up i' th? Slip; When my F ar bitch N72 
grows proud, I'II borrow him. 

King. Is your Boy turn'd away? ꝰ⸗- 

Are. You did command it, Sir, and I obey'd you. 

King. Tis well done: Hark ye further. 

Cle. Is't poſſible, this Fellow ſhould repent? M ethinks, 


| that'were not noble in him; (34) and yet he looks like a 


mortified Member, as if he had a ſick Man's Slayer in's 
Mouth, If a worſe Man had done this Fault now, ſome 
Phyſical Juſtice or other, would preſently (without the 
- of an Almanack) have opened the Obſtructions of 
his Liver, and let him blood with a Dog- hip. 
Dion. Sce, ſee, how modeſtly yon Lady looks, as if 


(34) 4nd yet he looks like a mortified Member, as if ht had a fick 
Man's. Slave in his Mouth ] We muſt, ſurely, read Slawer. Every 
Body muſt, I think, aſſent to this; and therelore it needs no Note in 
Confirmation. Mr. Sear 1 
A of | c 


the came from Churching with her - Neighbour; Why, 
what a Devil can a Man tee in her Face, but that ſhe's 
honeſt? | EE „ 
(35) Thra. Troth, no great matter to ſpeak of, a fooliſh 
twinkling with the Eye, that ſpoils her Coat; but he 
muſt be a cunning Herald, that finds it. 

Dion. See how they muſter one another! O there's a 
rank Regiment where the Devil carries the Colours, and 
his Dam is Drum- major. Now the World and the Fleſh 
come behind with the Carriage. 

' Cle. Sure, this Lady has a good Tum done her againſt 
her Will ; Before, ſhe was common talk ; now none dare 
ſay, Cantharides can ſtir her; her Face looks like a War- 
rant, willing and commanding all Tongues, as they will 
anſwer it, to be tied up and bolted when this Lady means 
to let herſelf looſe, As I live, ſhe has got her a goodly 
Protection, and a gracious ; and may uſe. her Body diſ- 
crectly, for her Health's fake, once a Week, excepting 
Lent and Dog-days: Oh, if they were to be got for 
Money, what a great Sum would come out of the City 
for theſe Licence + of rs 
King. To Horſe, to Horſe, we loſe the Morning, 
Gentlemen. 5c. I.'sxExeun.. 

| Enter two Woodmen. 

1 Wood. What, have you lodg'd the Deer? 
2 Wood, Yes, they are ready for the Bow. 

1 Wood. Who ſhoots ? . 2 

2 Mood. The Princeſs. 8 | 

1 Wood, No, ſhe'll hunt. 2237 
2 Wood, She'll take a Stand, I fay. 

1 Wood. Who elſe? 8 
2 Wood. Why, the young ſtranger Prince. 


(35) Pha. Troth, no great Matter to ſpeak of, c.] How comes 
haramond to interpoſe in this Argument, and reply to what Dios, 
Cleremont, and thoſe whom he knew to be of Phi laſter's Party, are 
talking of, and that, under the Roſe. as we ſay? The Speech muſt 
certainly be placed to Thrafiline, Pha. and Thra. (The Abbrevia- 
tion of the CharaRers ſpeaking) might eaſily be miſtaken at Preſs. 


1 Wood. 
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1 Mold. He ſhall ſhoot in a Stone- bow for me. 6360 


never low'd his beyond-ſea-ſhip, fince he forſdok the Say, 


for paying Ten Shillings : He was there at the Fall of 2 


Deer, and would needs (out of his Mightineſs) give Ten 


Groits for the Dowcets; (37) marry, the Steward would 
have had the Velvet-Head into the bargain, to' tuft his 
Hat withal: I think, he ſhould love Venery; he is an 
old Sir Triſtram; for if you be remember'd, (38) he for- 
ook the Stag once to ſtrike a Raſcal mitching in a Mea- 
dow, and her he kill'd in the Eye. Who ſhoots elſe ? 
2 Wood, The Lady Galatea. SRD OS Ih 
'1 Mood. That's a good Wench, an ſhe would not 
chide us for tumbling of her Women in the Brakes. 
She's liberal, and, by my Bow, they ſay, ſhe's honeſt; 
and whether that be a Fault, I have nothing to do. 


There's all? 


2 food. No, one more, Megra. es 
1 Mood. That's a firker; I faith, Boy; there's a Wench 


# 


will ride her Haunces as hard after a Kennel of Hounds, 


as a Hunting-faddle ;' and when ſhe comes home, get em 
clapt, and all is well again. I have known her loſe herſclf 
three times in one Afternoon (if the Woods have been 
anſwerable) and it has been Work enough for one Man 


(36 I newer uh his Beyond. ea-ſhip, ſince 10 forſook the 8 ay, for 


| paying Ten Shillings wen a Deer is hunted down, and to be cut 


up, it is a Ceremony for. the Keeper to offer his Knife to a Man of 
the firſt Diſtinction in the Field, that he may rip up the Belly, and 
take an 4/ay of the Plight and Fatneſs of the ms: But this, 
as the 2 ſays, Pharamond declined, to ſave the cuſtomary 
Fee of Ten Shillings. 7 2 | "7G 

(37) marry, the Steward would have had the'Velvet-Head into 
the Bargain to turf his Hat abithal:] What Conſonancy is there be- 
twixt Values and Turf? The original Word muſt certainly have been, 
tuft ; which correſponds with the ſoft Pile of the Velvet. Veloutt, 


' tufted, as the French Dictionaries explain it to us. 


25 


(38) he forſoot the Stag once to flirike a Raſcal milking in 4 
»Meadow, and her he kill'd in the Eye.] A Raſcal is a lean Deer, 


or Doe; But what Senſe is there in a Deer milking in a Meadow? I 
hope, I have retriev'd the true Reading, mitching ; i. e. creeping, ſoli- 
erd. 


tary, and withdrawn from the H To kill her in the Eye is a 
Sarcaſm' on Pharamond as a bad Shooter; for all good Ones levell 


at the Heart, 


to 


R my 
| to find her, and he has ſweat for i = She rides Well, OY 
ſhe pays well. Hark, let's go. 8550 e 


Enter Philaſter, V; 3 144 


Phi. Oh, that I had been nourlff{ d in theſe wee 
With Milk of Goats, and Acorns, and not known | 
The Right of Crowns, nor the diffemnb bling Trans | 
of Womens Looks; but dig'd thyſelf” 1 Cave, 
Where I, my Fire, my Catel, and my Bed. 
Might have been ſhut together in ohe Shed, 
And then had taken me ſome mountain Girl. | 
Beaten with Winds, chaſt as the harden'd Rocks = 
Whereon ſhe dwells; that might haye'ftrew'd my _ f 
With Leaves, and Reeds, 0 With the Skins of Beaſts 
Our Neighbours; and have borne at her big Breaſts ü 
My large coarſe ite. A had been q Life bs 
Free from Vexation. | 4 — 


; Eur Belluno, 


gn, Sig Oh wicked Men! | 
An Innocent may walk ſafe among Beaſts, 
Nothing aſſaults me here. See, my griev d Lord 
Sits as his Soul were ſearching out the _— 
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To leave his Body. Pardon me, that m ile 
ol Break thro* thy laſt, Command; for T inuſt 12 
"f You, that are griev'd, can pity ; hear, my rd, 
nd Phi. Is there a Gr yet ſo miſerable,” 
is, That I can pity? Bel, Oh, my noble Lord, he ; 
uy View my ſtrange F *ortune, and beſtow on me, e 
* According to your Bounty (if my Service 
be- Can merit nothing) ſo much as may ſerve 
n, Io keep that little Piece I hold of Life 
From Cold and Hunger. Phi. Is it thou? Be 
a Go, {ell thoſe misbeſceming Cloaths thou wear' ft, 
cr, , 
1 (39) 0b wicked Nen | | 
li- An innocent Man may walk Ee amon — But Bella 
2 rio, who ſpeaks this, was no Man. It is a Fault of the modern Edi - 
ell tions. Man i F miltakenly repeated, from Men occurring in the prece- 

— Line. I have regulate the Text by the Authority of the * 

varto's. 
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And feed thyſelf with them. 


Bel Alas! my Lord, I can get nothing for them: 61 


The filly Country People think, tis Treaſon 
To touch ſuch gay Things. | 

Phi. Now, by my Lite, this is 
Unkindly done, to vex me with thy Sight, 
Thou'rt "ln again to thy diſſembling T rade: 


' How ſhouldſt thou think to cozen me again? 


Remains there yet a Plague untry' d for me? 
(40) EA ſo thou wept'ſt, and look'd'ft, and ſpok'ſt, 
when 
I took thee up; Curſe on the Time! If thy 
Commanding Tears can work on any other, 
Uſe thy old Art, I'Il not betray it. Which 
Way wilt thou take, that I may ſhun thee; for 
Thine Eyes are Poiſon unto mine; and I | 
Am loth to grow in Rage. This way, or that way? 
Bel. Any will ſerve. But I will chuſe to have 
That Path in Chaſe that leads unto. my Grave. 
[ Exeunt Phil. and Bel. ſeveralh. 


Euter Dion and tbe Woodmen. 


Dion. This is the ſtrangeſt ſudden Chance! Tou, 


Woodman, —— 

1 Wood. My Low Dion. 

(41) Dion. Saw you a [avs come ins way on a cue 
Horſe ſtudded with Stars of white? 

2 Wood. Was ſhe not young and tall? 

Dion. Yes; Rode ſhe to the Wood, or to the Pin? 

2 Wood. F hy BY, Lord, we ſaw none, 

[ Exeunt Wool 


ts Cleremonmt. 5 


Dion. 95 of your Queſtions then! What, is 0. 
found? 


(40) Ev'n fo thog wept'ft, and ſpolſt, when firſt] This Verſe is de- 


fective in a whole Foot. I have fill'd up the Chaſm by the Authority 


of the old Quarto in 1628. 
(41) Saw you a Lady come this way on a ſable Horſe ſtubbed with 


Stars of white? ] Stubbed, as 1 apprehend, is Nonſenſe ; Studded [ 
have ellored from the beſt Ruarto' 5. ö 
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Cx. Nor will be, I think. 

Dion. Let him ſcek his DP him, 1 8 
ſtray about a little neceſſary natural Buſineſs, but the whole 
Court muſt be in Arms; when ſhe has done, we ſhall 
have Peace, 

Cle; There's already a thouſand fatherleſs Tales amongſt 
us; ſome fay, her Horſe run away with her; ſome a Wolf 
purſued her; others, it was a Plot to kill her; and that 
armed Men were ſeen in the Wood: but, prada the | 


rode away willingly. 
Enter King, and Thraſiline. 


King. Where is ſhe? Cie. Sir, I cannot tell. / 
King. How is that? Anſwer me ſe again. | 
Cle. Sir, ſhall Ilye? | 
King. Yes, lye and damn, rather than tell me that; 
I fay again, where is ſhe ? Mutter not; | 
Sir, ſpeak you where is ſhe? Dion. Sir, I do not know. 
King. Speak that again ſo boldly, and, by Heav'n, 
lt is thy laſt, You Fellows, anſwer me; | 
Where is ſhe? Mark me all, I am your King. 
I wiſh to ſee my Daughter, ſhew her me; p 
do command you all, as you are Subjects, 
To ſhew her me: What, am I not your King ? = 
(42) If, ay; then am I not to be obeyed ? : | 
Dion. Yes, if you command things was and honeſt, 
King. Things poſſible, and honeſt! Hear me, thou, 
Thou Traitor, that dar*ſt confine thy King to things 
Poſſible and honeſt ; ſhew her me, 
Or let me periſh, if I cover not 
All Sicily with Blood. | 
Dion, Indeed I cannot, RW" you tell me where-ſhe is. 
King. You have betray*d me, y' have let me loſe | 
The Jewel of my Life; go, bring her me, 
And ſet her here before me; ; 'tis the King 


(42) IF I, then am not I to be obey'd?] The Repetition of the two 
Ps, here, is very abſurd. But, as I f ave remark'd in my Notes upon 


SHAKESPBARE, it was frequent, at that time of Day, to expreſs the 8 
Particle Ay by the Vowel J. | 
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Will have it ſo, whoſe Breath can ſtill the Winds, 


Uneloud the Sun, charm down the ſwelling Sea, 


And ſtop the Floods of Heav'n; ar can it not? 


Dion. No. King. No! cannot the Breath of King 


do this? 
Dion. No; nor ſmell ſweet itſelf, if once the Lungs | 
Be but corrupted. Xing. Is it ſo? Take Heed. 
Dion. Sir, take you Heed; how you do dare the Pow'rs 


= That muſt be juſt King. Alas! ee rep 


Why do you, Gods, place us above the reſt; 
To be ſerv'd, flatter d, and ador'd, till we 
Believe, we hold within our Hands your Thunder; 
And when we come to try the Pow'r we have, 
There's not a Leaf ſhakes at our Threatnings. 
I have ſin'd, tis true, and here ſtand to be puniſh'd 
Yet would not thus be puniſh*d; let me chuſe 
My way, and lay it on. 

Dion. He articles with the Gods; would, ſome body 
would draw Bonds, for the Performance of Covenants "5 
twixt them 


Enter Pharamond, Galatea, and Megra 


King. What, is ſhe found ? 

Pha. No, we have ta'en her Horſe. 
He gallop'd empty by: There is ſome Treaſon; 
You, Galatea, rode with her into the Wood z _ left 


you her? 


Gal. She did command me. | 

King. Command ! you ſhould not. 

Gal. *T would ill become my Fortunes and my Birth 
To diſobey the Daughter of my King. 

King. You're all cunning to obey us for our Hurt, 


But I will have her. Phe If I have her not, 


By this Hand, there ſhall be no more Sicih. 
Dion. What, will he carry it to Spain in's Pocket? 
Pha. I will not leave one Man alive, but the King, 


| (43) Yet you may do well to fpare your Lady's Bedfellow, and htr 


jon /may heep for a Spawner.] The Addition of a lingle E 


RTT TNT N. Thy 
To ſpare your Lady-Bedfellow, and her [vat nth -5 
You may keep for a Spawner. DR. ot 
King. 1 ſee, the Injuries I have done muſt be reveng d. 
Dion. Sir, this is not the way to find her out; 
King. Run all, diſperſe your ſelves: the Man that 
finds her, , 
Or (if ſhe be kill'd) the Traitor; Ill make him great. 
Dion. I know ſome would give five thouſand Pounds 
to find her. EP 5 1 
Pha. Come, let us ſeek. 1 
King. Each Man a ſeveral Way, here I myſelf. 
Dion. Come, Gentlemen, we here. 


Cle, Lady, you muſt go ſearch too. | : 
Meg. I had rather be ſearch'd myſelf. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Arethuſa. 


Are. Where am I now? Feet, find me out a Way, 
Without the Counſel of my troubled Head ; 
II follow you boldly about theſe Woods, | 
O'er Mountains, thorow Brambles, Pits, and Floods : 
Heaven, I hope, will eaſe me. Lam ſick. 


Enter Bellario. | | 


Bel. Yonder's my Lady; Heav'n knows, I want nothing, 
Becauſe I do not wiſh to live, yet I 1 
Will try her Charity. O hear, you that have Plenty, 
And from that flowing Store, drop ſome on dry Ground; ſee, 
The lively Red is gone to guard her Heart; | 
| fear, ſhe faints, Madam, look up; ſhe breathes not; 
Open once more thoſe roſy Twins, and ſend 


made ſad Nonſenſe. of this. His Lady's Bedfellow can mean none 
but Bellario; whom Dion, indeed, beliey'd to be the Princeſs's Gal- 
lant, and therefore might ſpeak tauntingly of both of them. But, as 


he thought him a Man, how would he have him kept for a Spawner ? 
It ſhould bez; $ 


You may do well 

To ſpare your Lady Bedfellow, and her 

| You may heep for a Spawner, | | 

ning, Mepra. Mr. Seward. 
This Emendation is authoriz d by the old Qgarto in 1628, and ſeve- 

ral others of the beſt Zuarto's 


L 2 Unto | 
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Unto my Lord, your lateſt Farewell ; Oh, ſhe ſtirs : 
How 1s it, Madam? Speak Comfort. 

Are. *Tis not gently done, 
To put me in a miſerable Life, 


And hold me there; I pray thee, let me go, | 
I ſhall do beſt without thee; I am well. 


Enter Philaſter. 


Phi, I am to blame to be ſo much in Rage, 
PII tell her cooly, when, and where, I heard 
This killing Truth. I will be temperate 

In ſpeaking, and as juſt in hearing it. 

Oh monſtrous! Tempt me not, ye Gods! good Gods, 
Tempt not a frail Man ! what's he, that has a Heart, 
But he muſt eaſe it here ? 

Bel. My Lord, help the Princeſs. 

Are. Tam well, forbear. 

44) Phi. Let me love Lightning, let me be embrac'd 
And -d by Scorpions, or adore the Eyes 
Of Baſilisks, rather than truſt the Tongues, 
Of Hell- bred Women: Some good Gods look down, 
And ſhrink theſe Veins up; ſtick me here a Stone, 
Laſting to Ages in the Memory 
Of this damn'd Act. Hear 5 8 wicked Ones; 
You have put Hills of Fire into this Breaſt, 
Not to be quench'd with Tears; for which may Guilt 
Sit on your Boſoms! at your M eals, and Beds, 
Deſpair await you! What, before my Face? 
Poiſon of Aſps between your Lips! Diſeaſes 
Be your beſt Ifſnes! Nature make a Curſe, 
And throw it on you! Are. Dear Philaſter, leave 

To be enrag*d, and hear me. Phi. I have done; 
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(44) Let me love Lightning, let me be embrac'd 
And kiſs d by Scorpions, or adore the Eyes 
Of Bafilisks, rather than truſt to Tongues 
And ſhrink theſe Veins u 75 35 But how nw truſting to Tongut! 
ſhrink Philaſter's Veins up? This is abſolute Nonſenſe ; and never 
could have been remedied but by the Aſſiſtance of the old uarto's 
which are worth their Weight in Gold, and from which 1 have 
— the Line ſunk by the * of the more modern Editors. 
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RR HETLAHSTER 0 
Forgive my Paſſion. Not the calmed Sea, Dis 
When Aolus locks up his windy Brood, 

Is leſs diſturb'd than I; I'll make you know it. 

Dear Aretbuſa, do but take this Sword, 

And ſearch how temperate a Heart I have; 

Then you, and this your Boy, may live and reign 


In Luſt, without Controul. Wilt thou, Bellaris ? 


[ prithee, kill me; thou art poor, and may ſt 

Nouriſh 'ambitious Thoughts, when I am dead : 

This Way were freer; Am I raging now? 

If I were mad, I ſhould defire to live; 

dirs, feel my Pulſe ; where ever have you known 

A Man in a more equal Tune to die? 2 88 
Bel. Alas, my Lord, your Pulſe keeps Madman's time, 

So does your Tongue. Phi. Vou will not kill me then? 
Are. Kill you? Bel. Not for a World. 
Phi. I blame not thee, 

Bellario; thou haſt done but that, which Gods 


Would have transform'd themſelves to do; be gone, 


Leave me without Reply; this is the laſt 
Of all our Meeting. Kill me with this Sword ; _ 
Be wiſe, or worſe will follow: we are TWO 
Earth cannot bear at once. _ Reſolve to do, or fuffer. 
Are. If my Fortunes be ſo good to let me fall 
Upon thy Hand, I ſhall have Peace in Death. 
Yet tell me this, will there be no Slanders, | 
No Jealouſies in the other World, no Ill there? 
Phi. No. | 
Are. Shew me then the way. Phi. Then guide 
My feeble Hand, you that have Pow'r to do it, 
For I muſt perform a piece of Juſtice. If your Youth 
Have any way offended Heav'n, let Pray'rs 
Short and effectual reconcile you to it. 
Are. I am prepar'd. 


Enter a Country Fellow. 


Coun. I'll ſee the King if he be in the Foreſt, I have 
hunted him theſe two Hours; if I ſhould come home and 
not ſee him, my Siſters would laugh at me; I can fee no- 
thing but People better hors'd than myſelf, that out- 

8: ride 


2 
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ride me; I can hear nothing but Shouting. Theſe Kings 
had need of good Brains, this Whooping is able to put 


a mean Man out of his Wits. There's a Courtier with 
his Sword drawn; by this Hand, upon a Woman, 1 


Phi. Are you at Peace? 
Are. With Heav'ns and Earth. 
Phi. May they divide thy Soul and Body 
Coun. Hold, Daſtard, ſtrike a Woman! thou'rt 2 
a Craven, I warrant theez (45) thou would'ſt be loth to 
lay half a Dozen of Venies at Waſters with a good Fel- 
a. for a broken Head. 
Phi. Leave us, good Friend, - 
Are. What ill-bred Man art thou, to intrude thyſelf 
Upon our private Sports, our Recreations ? 
| Coun, Gad *uds me, I underſtand you not; but, 1 
know, the Rogue has hurt you. 
Phi. Purſue thy own Affairs: It will be ill 
To multiply Blood upon my Head ; which thou wilt force 


me to. 12 | 
Coun, I know not your Rhetorick ; but I can lay it on, 
if you touch the Woman, [T hey fight. 


Phi. Slave, take what thou deſerv'ſt. 
Are, Heav'ns guard my Lord! 
Coun. Oh, do you breathe? 
Phi. I hear the Tread of People: I am hurt. 
The Gods take part againſt me, cou'd this Boor 
Have held me thus elſe? I muſt ſhift for Life, 
Though I do loath it. I would find a Courſe 
To loſe it rather by my Will, than Force. [Exit Phi. 


(45) Thou would'fi be loth to play half a' Dozen of Venies at 
Waſters] i. e. Cudgels. Minsxew, in his Dictionary of Eleven 
Languages, has given us a moſt ridiculous Reaſon for the Etymology 
of this Word: that Cudgels were call'd Vaſters, becauſe, in frequent- 
ly _— againſt each other, they ſplinter'd and waſted. I'll ven- 
ture to advance a more probable Conjecture. We find in our old Law- 
Books, that the Statute of Weftlminfter (5 Edwardi tertii, cap. 14 ) 
was made _— Night-walkers, and ſuſpected Perſons calld Ro- 
berdeſmen, Waſtours, and Draw-latches, Theſe Maſtours, or Plun- 
derers, derived their Name from the Latine Terme, Vaſtatores; and 
thence the miſchievous Weapons, or Bludgeons, with which they 
went arm'd, were call'd Vaſters; i. e. Deſtroyers. 


Coun. 
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Coun; I cannot follow the Nett 1 * ted, Weich, 
come and kiſs me now. \ 


Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, Then, \ 
and Waoodmen. Fi 


Pha. What art thou? __ 7 
Coun. Almoſt kill'd I am for : a fooliſh Woman; a Knave 
has hurt he. 5 [ Madam? 
Pha. The Princeſs, 8 Where s the Wound, 
Is it dangerous Are. He has not hurt me. 
Coun. I'faith, ſhe lyes; Has hurt her in the Breaſt, | 
look elle. | 
Pha. O ſacred Spring of infiocens Blood! -.. 
Dion. *Tis above Wonder! Who ſhould dare do this? 
Are, I felt it not. | 
Pha. Speak, Villain, who has hurt the Princeſs? 
Coun. Is it the Princeſs? Dion. Ay. 
Coun. Then J have ſeen Something yet. 
Pha. But who has hurt her? | 
Coun. I told you, a Rogue; I n&er ſaw him bes 
fore, I. 
Pha. Madam, who did it ? 
Are. Some diſhoneſt Wretch ; 
Alas! I know him not, and do forgive him. 
Coun. He's hurt too, he cannot go far; 1 made my Fa 
ther's old Fox fly about his Ears. 
Pha, How will you have me kill him ? 
Are. Not at all, 
'Tis ſome diſtracted Fellow. Pha. By this Hand, 
I'll leave neer a Piece of him bigger than a Nut, 
And bring him all in my Hat to you. 
Are. Nay, good Sir; 
If you do take him, bring him quick-to me, 
And I will ſtudy for a Puniſhment, 
Great as his Fault. Pha. I will. Are. But fear. | 
Pha. By all my Love, I will: Woodmen, conduct 
the Princeſs to the King, and bear that wounded Fel- 
low to Dreſſing: Come, Gentlemen, we'll follow che 
Chaſe cloſe. 
[Ex. Are. Pha. Dion, Cle. Thra. and 1 Woodman 
„„ Coun. 
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Coun. I pray you, Friend, let me ſee the King: 
2 Wood. That you ſhall, and receive Thanks. 

Coun, If I get clear of this, I'll go ſee no more gay 

Sights, Dy 15 

Enter Bellario. 


Biel. A Heavineſs near Death fits on my Brow, 
And I muſt ſleep: Bear me, thou gentle Bank, 
For ever, if thou wilt: You ſweet Ones all, 

Let me unworthy preſs you : I cou'd wiſh, 

I rather were a Corſe ſtrew'd o'er with you, 

Than quick above you. Dulneſs ſhuts mine Eyes, 
And I am giddy. Oh! that I could take | 
So ſound a Sleep, that I might never wake. 


Enter Philaſter. 


Phi. T have done ill, my Conſcience calls me falſe, 
To ſtrike at her, that would not ſtrike at me. 
When I did fight, methought, I heard her pray 

The Gods to guard me. She may be abus'd, 
And I a loathed Villain: If ſhe be, 
She will conceal who hurt her; He has Wounds, 
And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 
Who's this? Bellario ſleeping? If thou beeſt 
Guilty, there is no Juſtice that thy Sle [Cry withis, 
Should be ſo found; and mine, whom . haſt wrong d, 
So broken. Hark! I am purſued. You Gods, 
I'Il take this offer'd Means of my Eſcape : 
They have no Mark to know me, but my Wounds, 
If ſhe be true; if falſe, let Miſchief light | 
On all the World at once! Sword, print my Wounds, 
Upon this ſleeping Boy: I ha' none, I think, 
Are mortal, nor would I lay greater on thee. [J/ounds him. 
Bel. Oh! Death, I hope, is come; bleſt be the Hand! 
It meant me well; again, for Pity's ſake. | 
Phi. I have caught myſelf, [Phi. falls. 
The Loſs of Blood hath ſtayed my Flight. Here, here, 
Is he that ſtruck thee : Take thy full Revenge, 
Uſe me, as I did mean thee, worſe than Death: 


Pll 
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y teach thee to revenge: This luckleſs Hang 
| Wounded the Princeſs ; (46) tell my Followers, 

t, Thou didſt receive theſe Hurts in ſtaying me, 

y And I will ſecond thee: Get a Reward. 8 

Bel. Fly, fly, my Lord, and fave yourſelf. - 

Phi. How's this?: ya _ * 100 
Wouldſt thou, I ſhould be ſafe? Bel. Elſe it were vain 
For me to live, Theſe little Wounds, I have, * 
Ha! not bled much, reach me that noble Hand, 

[Il help to cover you. Phi. Art thou true to me?? 
Bel. Or let me periſh loath'd! Come, my good Lord, 

Creep in amongſt thoſe Buſhes : Who does know. 

But that the Gods may ſave your much-lov'd Breath? 
Phi. Then I ſhall die for Grief, if not for this, 

That I have wounded: thee: What wilt thou do? 

Hel. Shift for myſelf well: Peace! I hear em come. 
Within, Follow, follow, follow ; that way they went. 
Bel. With my own Wounds Fll bloody my own Sword. 

need not counterfeit to fall; Heav'n knows, 

That I can ſtand no longer. 


Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont and Thraſiline. 


Pha. To this Place we have track d him by his Blood. 
Ck. Yonder, my Lord, creeps one away. 
Dion. Stay, Sir, what are you? 
Bel. A wretched Creature wounded in theſe Woods 
By Beaſts; relieve me, if your Names be Men, 
Or I ſhall periſh. Dion. This is he, my Lord, 
Upon my Soul, that hurt her; tis the Boy, 
That wicked Boy that ſerv'd her. 1 
Pha. O thou damn'd | 11m 5 
In thy Creation! What Cauſe could ſt thou ſhape 
To hurt the Princeſs? Bel. Then I am betray d. 


— 
— 


n, Dion. Betray'd! no, apprehended. Bel. I confeſs; 
1 Urge it no more, that, big with evil Thoughts, 
ſs, tel] my Followers] We are 1 under- 


(46) — - 
and this Word here for his Retinue, his Friends, or thoſe that fol - 
, low'd him as Seryants ; but his Purſuers, | 


I ſet 


i 


1 
ok. 
* 
* 
Fl 
*7 
+ 
5 
- 
\ 
. 
4 
4 - 
9 
£3 
LOT. 
A 
* 
12 
r 
4 
„ . 
LES 
* 
Sa 
s. 4 
"3X 
8 
> 
v8.5 & 
= e. 
We; 
P 
= 3 
Fob F- 
L 4 U 
41 
2423 'F 
"HF $ 
Z * = 
3 
2 oy 
1 
1 
1 
13 
5 Lo 8 . 
3% 87! 4 
3 . 
19 4 =; 
"2 
7 N 
2 =. 
830-4 ; 
NES . 
2 R . 4 
VES =: : 
* 2 
3 I 
2 F 
7 
| * ö 
NI. 8 
11. 
oy 4 — 
r F . \ 
1777 
of N 
11 
1 
1 
1 85 4 
- © 
i; f ' 
1 
1.8 . 
4+ 4 
þ 1 
0 g Fa 
1 5 
1 
1 
e 
1 4 4 
LES 
[ 7 5 
1555 
1 
REEL 
1 FF 
#8 
Tz j 
T 3+ 5% 
z CI 17% 
IE 
0 & 3.54 13 
9 
1 1 l 
1 
34.195 
4% 1 & 
=> 
FITS 
bo * 4+ 
by 18 
1 4 
4. 730 
13 1 
1 
—— 4 
7 
6 54 
1 
F 
[ 
Ct £ 
= 711 
437 
by l | l 
3 11 
3 4 2 
Ie 
CT  * 
X* 7 2 
4 
A 8 2 
5 I 
- * 
F : 
. 31 
1 
; 
z F< 


—_— CITI —_ 
8 5 5 
— ” 5 = o - v4 As ww OI 
r * a 
— , 
2 — — — * 


154 PHILASTER 


1 ſet upon her, and did make my Aim 


Her Death. For Charity, let fall at once 
The Puniſhment you mean, and do not load 
This weary Fleſh with Tortures. Pha. I will know, 


Who hir'd thee to this Deed. Bel. Mine own Revenge. 


| Pha. Revenge, for what? 
Bel. It pleas'd her to receive 


Me as her Page, and, when my Fortunes ebb'd, 


(47) That Men ſtrid o'er them careleſs, ſhe did ſhower 

Her welcome Graces on me, and did ſwell 

My Fortunes, till they overflow'd their Banks, 

Threatning the Men thi: croſt em; when, as Gift 

As Storms ariſe at Sea, ſhe turn'd her Eyes 

To burning Suns upon me, and did dry 

The Streams ſhe had beſtow'd ; leaving me n 

And more contemn'd than other little Brooks, 

Becauſe I had been great: In ſhort, I knew 

J could not live, and therefore did deſire 

To die reveng'd. Pha. If Tortures can be found, 

Long as thy natural Life, reſolve to feel 

* he utmoſt Rigour. [Philaſter creeps out of a Buſs, 
Cl. Help to lead him hence. 


* -Phz. Turn back, you Raviſhers of Innocence, 


Know ye the Price of that you bear . 

So rudely? _ 
Pha, Who's that? Dion. *Tis the Lord Philaſter. | 
Phi. *Tis not the Treaſure of all Kings in one, 

The Wealth of Tagus, nor the Rocks of Pearl 

That pave the Court of Neptune, can weigh down 

That Virtue, It was I, that hurt the Princeſs. 

Place me, ſome God, upon a Piramis, 

Higher than Hills of Earth, and lend a Voice 

Loud as your Thunder to me, that from thence 

I may diſcourſe to all the Under- world 

The Worth that dwells in him, Ph. How's this? 


(47) That Men firid vr them careleſly, r did per]! The 01 
 Ouarto in 1628, to the Improvement of the Metre, has it, carelſ: 
by the Authority of which I have reform'd the Text. 


1 


„ —— _ 
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Bel. My Lord, ſome Man | 9 
Weary of Life, that would be glad to FR 
Phi. Leave theſe untimely Courteſies, Bellario. 
Bel. Alas! he's mad; come, will you lead me on? 
Phi. By all the Oaths that Men ought moſt to keep, 
And Gods do puniſh moſt, when Men do break, 
He touch'd her not. Take heed, Bellario, 
How thou doſt drown the Virtues, thou haſt ſhown, 
With Perjury. By all that's good, *twas I : 
You know, ſhe ſtood betwixt me and my Right. 
Pha. Thy own Tongue be thy Judge. 
Cle. It was Philaſter. Dion. Is't not a brave Boy? 
Well, Sirs, I fear me, we are all decery*d. 
Phi. Have I no Friend here? Dion. Yes. 
Phi. Then ſhew it; ſome 
Good Body lend a Hand to draw us nearer. 
Would you have Tears ſhed for you when you die ? 
Then lay me gently on his Neck, that there 
| may weep Floods, and breathe out my Spirit: 
'Tis not the Wealth of Plutus, nor the Gold 
Lock'd in the Heart of Earth can buy away 
This Arm-full from me ; this had been a Ranſom 
To have redeem'd the great Auguſtus Ceſar, 
Had he been taken: You hard-hearted Men, 
More ſtony than theſe Mountains, can you ſee 
Such clear pure Blood drop, and not cut your Fleſh 
(48) To ſtop his Life? To bind whoſe bitter Wounds, 
Queens ought to tear their Hair, and with their Tears, 
Bath em. Forgive me, thou that art the Wealth 
Of poor Philaſter. 


Enter King, Arethufa and a Guard. 


King, Is the Villain ta'en ? 


Pha. Sir, here be two confeſs the Deed; but kit v was 
Philaſter, 


Phi, Queſtion it no more, it was. 


e old 

. wvbeſe better Wound: 
| Pueens ought to tear their Hair,] Better than what ? ak 1 

| Mair of Queens? But, here again, the old Vario of 1628 comes in 

Bel, our Afliltance, and reſcues the Text from this Nenſenſe. 


King. 
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King. The Fellow, that did fight With him, will tell us 

Are. Ay me! I know, he will. 

King. Did not you know him? 

Are. No, Sir; if it was he, he was diſguiſed, 

Phi, I was ſo. Oh my Stars! that I ſhould live ſtill. 

King. Thou ambitious Fool! | 
Thou, that haſt laid a Train for thy own Life ; 

Now I do mean to do, I'll leave to talk. 11; 

Bear him to Priſon. - | 
Altre. Sir, they did plot together to take hence 
This harmleſs Life; ſhould it paſs. unreveng'd, 

I ſhould to Earth go weeping: Grant me then 

(By all the Love a Father bears his Child) 
Their Cuſtodies, and that I may appoint | | 
Their Tortures, and their Death. 

Dion. Death? ſoft ! our Law 
Will not reach that, for this F ault. 

King. Tis granted, tabe em to you, with a Guard. 
Come, Princely Pharamond, this Bulineſs paſt, 
We may with more Security go on 
To your intended Match. 

Cl. I pray, that this Action loſe not Philaſter the Heart 
of the People. _ 

Dion. Fe. ear it not, their overwiſe Heads will think it 
but a Trick. [ Exeunt, 


Es — 


F "_ 


t 
Euter Dion, Cleremont and Thraſiline. 


Thra, AS the King ſent for him to Death? 
Dion. Yes, but the King muſt know, tts not 

in his Pow'r to war with Hcav'n for Phila a 
e linger Time; the ſent for Philaſter 

the Headſman an Hour ago. hs 

Thra. Are all his Wounds well? 

Dion. All, they were but Scratches; but the Loſs of 
Blood made him faint. Cle. We dally, Gentlemen. 


— — 


Tyra. 


ot 


Yb, 


PHILASTER wy 
Thra. Away. CC * 84 
Dion. We'll ſcuffle hard before he periſn. ¶ Exeunt. 
Enter Philaſter, Arethuſa and Bellario. 


Are. Nay, dear Philaſter, grieve not; we are well. 
Bel. As good my Lord, forbear; we are wondrous 
well. + # rr 

Phi. Oh Arethuſa! O Bellario! leave to be kind: 

I ſhall be ſhot from Heav'n, as now from Earth, 

If you continue ſo; I am a Man, 

Falſe to a Pair of the moſt truſty ones 

That ever Earth bore; can it bear us all? 

Forgive and leave me, but the King hath fent 

To call me to my Death, Oh ſhew it me, 


And then forget me: And for thee, my Boy, 


I ſhall deliver Words will mollify * 
The Hearts of Beaſts, to ſpare thy Innocence. - 
Bel. Alas, my Lord, my Life is not a thing 
Worthy your noble Thoughts; tis not a Life, 
'Tis but a Piece of Childhobd thrown away : 
Should I out-live you, I ſhould then out- live 
Virtue and Honour : and, when that Day comes, 
If ever I ſhall cloſe theſe Eyes but once, 
May I live ſpotted for my Perjury, 
And waſte my Limbs to nothing ! _ 
Are. And I (the woful'ſt Maid that ever was, 
Forc'd with my Hands to bring my Lord to Death) 
Do by the Honour of a Virgin ſwear, 
To tell no Hours beyond it. | 
Phi. Make me not hated fo. a 
Are. Come from this Priſon, all joyful to our Deaths. 
Phi, People will tear me, when they find you true 


To ſuch a Wretch as I; I ſhall die loath' d. 


Ioy your Kingdoms peaceably, whilſt I 

For ever ſleep forgotten with my Faults : 

Ev'ry juſt Servant, ev'ry Maid in Love, 
Will have a Piece of me, if you be true. | 


Are. My dear Lord, ſay not ſo. Bel. A Piece of you? 
He was not born of Women that can cut 


It and look on. Phi. Take me in Tears betwixt * 
gh or 
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For my Heart will break with Shame and Sorrow, 
Are, Why, tis well. done 
Bel. Lament no more. Phi. What would you haye 
If you had wrong'd me baſely, and had found 
My Life no Price, compar'd to yours? For Love, Sirs, 
Deal with me plainly. 
Bel. Twas miſtaken, Sir. Phi. Why, if it were? 
Bel. Then Sir, we would have ask'd you Pardon. 
Phi. And have hope to enjoy it? Are. Exyoy it? ay, 
Phi. Would you, indeed? be plain. 
Bel. We would, my Lord. 
Phi. Forgive me then. Are. So, hs: 
Bel. Tis as it ſhould be now. 
_ Phi. Lead to my Death.  - _[Exemt, 


Enter King, Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſiline. 


King. Gentlemen, who ſaw the Prince? © 
Cle. So pleaſe you, Sir, he's gone to ſee the City, 
And the new Platform, with ſome Gentlemen 
Attending on him. King. 1s the Princeſs ready 
To bring her Priſoner out? Thra, She waits your Grace. 
King, Tell her, we ſtay. 
Dion. King, you may be deceiv'd yet: ; 
The Head, you aim at, coſt more ſetting on 
Than to be loſt ſo lightly : If it muſt off, 
Like a wild Overflow, that ſwoo s before him 
A Golden Stack, and with it ſhakes down Bridges, 
Cracks the ſtrong Hearts of Pines, whoſe Cable Roots 
Held out a Thouſand Storms, a Thouſand Thunders, 
And, ſo made mightier, takes whole Villages 
Upon his Back, and in that Heat of Pride, 
Charges ſtrong Towns, Tow'rs, Caſtles, Palaces, 
And lays them deſolate ; fo ſhall thy Head, 
Thy Noble Head, bury the Lives of Thouſands, 
That muſt bleed with thee like a Sacrifice, 
In thy red Ruins. | 


Enter Philaſter, Arethuſa, and Bellario in a Robe 
and Garland. 


King. How now, what Maſque is this? 


| Bel 


> — —— — 
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Bel. Right Royal Sir, I ſhould XA AA 
Sing you an Epithalamium of theſe — ih 24 na A 
But having loſt my beſt Airs with my Fortunes 
And wanting a Celeſtial Harp to ſtrike 

This bleſſed Union on, thus in glad Story B r bak 
I give you all. Theſe two fair Cedar- branches 
The nobleſt of the Mountain, where they grew, 
Straiteſt and talleſt, under whoſe (till Shades . | 
The worthier Beaſts have made their Layers, and ſlept - 
Free from the Sirian Star, and the fell len te: 
Free from the Clouds, when they were big with Humour, 
And delivered in Thouſand Spouts, their Iſſues to the 
0! there was none but ſilent Quiet there Earth: 
Till never-pleaſed Fortune ſhot up Shrubs, 

Baſe Under unte to divorce theſe Branches 3 

And for a while they did ſo; and did reign 

Over the Mountain, and choak' d up his Br Beauty 

With Brakes, rude Thorns and Thifiles, till the Sun 
Scorch'd them ev'n to the Roots, and dry d them there: | 
And now a gentle Gale hath blown again 
That made theſe Branches meet, and twine werder, 90 
Never to be divided: The God, that lings V 
His holy Numbers over Marriage-Beds, ; 

Hath knit their noble Hearts, and here- they ſand 

Your Children, mighty King; and I have e 

King. How, how? | 104 1 a\ 

Are. Sir, if you love it in plain Truth, 

For now there is no Maſquing in't; This Gentleman, 
The Priſoner, that you gave me, is become 

My Keeper, and through all the bitter Throes 
Your Jealouſies and his ill Fate have wrought him, 
Thus nobly hath he ſtruggled, and at length _ 
Ard here my dear Husband. 

King, Your dear Husband ! Call in Donn nag 
The Captain of the Citadel ; there you ſhall ke | 
Your Wedding. I'll provide a Maſque ſhall => | 
— turn his Saffron into a — | 

ing R ms to your parting Sou 
Blood ſhall 2 your Torches, and, inſtead _ 
Of gaudy Flow'rs about your wanton Necks, 
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An Ax ſhall hang like a prodigious Meteor, rH e 
Ready to crop your Loves' Sweets, Hear, you Gods: 
From this Time do I ſhake all Title of 
Of Father to this Woman, this baſe Woman; 
And what there is of Vengeance, in a Lion 
Caſt amongſt Dogs, or robb'd of his dear rang 
The fame inforc d more Terrible, more Mighty, 
Expect from me. Are. Sir. 
By hl little Life J have left to ſwear by, 
There” s nothing that can ſtir me from myſelf. 

t I have done, I've done without Repentance 
For Death can be no Bugbear unto me, | 
So long as Pharamond is not my Headſman. 


Dion. Sweet Peace upon thy Soul, thou worthy Maid 


Whene' er thou dieſt! For this time rl excule thee, 
Or be thy Prologue. 
Phi. Sir, let me ſpeak next; 
And let my dying Words be better wich you 
Than my du living Actions; If you aim 
At the _ Life of this ſweet Innocent, 
You are a Tyrant and a ſavage Monſter; 
| Your Memory ſhall be as foul behind you, 
(49) As you are, living; all your better Deeds 
Shall be in Water writ, but this in Marble: | 
No Chronicle ſhall ſpeak” you, though your own, 
(50) But for * Nd of Men. No Manument 


| (Though 
(49) —— — all your better Deeds 
Shall be in Water writ, 5 this in Marble: ] This Sentiment 
ſeems to have been ſhadow'd out from SrarzsyzaRE in his King 
Henry the Eighth. 
Mens evil Manners live in Braſs, their Virtues 
We write in Water.] 
200 8 our ſeveral Poets might have bad C ATULLUS far thei 
rigina 
In vento & rapids ſcribere oportet aqua. | 


(50) — — No Monument 


(Tho? high and big as Pelion) c.] Some of the old Quart! 
ridiculouſly have it Pelican; (as, I remember, ſome of the old Edi 
tions of SuAK RSE ARE read Politician inſtead of Pelican. ) The true 
Reading, undoubtedly, is Pelion, a Mountain very amply celebrated 

and mentioned by our own choiſeſt laſſick in by 


"New 


*by the Claflicks;. 
. 0 


. rr I SER SO WIE COP = 8 Te is 
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(Though high, and big, a8 Felton) ſhall be able 
To cover this baſe Murder; make it rich A al 
With Braſs, with pureſt Gold, and AMhinin 

Like to the Pyramids; lay 158 Epitaphs, 8 Jobs, 5 
Such as make great Men Gods; my little Marble a 
Bee only cloaths my, Aſhes, not my, Faults) * DK 
hall far „ It, And, for after Iſſues 


Think not ſo madly of the heay” nly Wiſdotris,.” tr 2 | 
That they will give you more for your mad Rage FE 


To cut off, leſs it be 5 Abe or Al Karo ol 
of Jon: | 1 


To love this * If you have a Soul.. er [1 
Think, fave her, op be ſaved; for myſelk, 7 9 

have fo long expetted this glad 0 Wn 5 
So languiſh d under you, and daily wither d, 0 


That, Heaven knows, it is my Joy. to die: bed * 
I find a Ne r wk Bin. 
, Enter a; Meſtnger, its > 3602 belag 
Me 10 Whos s.the King? e. Here! | n 
. Meſ.. Get you to your 5 F tad W 8 «FP 
And reſcue the Prince Pharamond from Danger an von 
He's taken Priſoner b 50 Sb E | 2 W 


bilo 855 Mittteſts 11 191 Us N — 
| Enter another a2 £ 55 AER 
Meſ. Th arm, arm. 
King. A Thouſand Devils take mn 

Dion, A Thouſand Bleſſings n mi 
Meſ. Arm, arm, O King, the City is in Ware . 

Led by an old grey Rufhan, who comes on = 


0 3 


Now pile your Duſt upon Ms quick and dead, 
Till of this Flat a Mountain pon have _ 
* oer-top old Pelion, or the 9% Head 
Of blue Olympus. 
Vor. I, M 
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In Reſcue of the Lord Philafter. 
[ Exit with Are. Phi, Bd 

King. Away to Citadel; 17 ſee them ſafe, 
And 1 cope 1 theſe Burgers: Let the Guard 
And all the Eaidlewden give ſtrong Attendance. ¶ Exit King, 

Mayent Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, 

1 3 The Cit! up! This was above our Wiſhes. 

on. Ay, d the e too; now, by . Life, 
This nol Pay has deceiv d us all. A Plagu ague upon my 
ſelf; a Koufand Plagues, for having fuch unworthy 
| Thoughts of her dear Honour! O I could beat myſelf, 
or do you beat me and FI! beat you, for we had all one 
Thought. 

Cle. No, no, *twill but loſs Time. 

Dion, You fay true, are your Swords ſharp? Well my 
dear Countrymen, What ye lack, —If. you continue and fal 
not back upon the firſt broken Skin, (51) Pll have you 
chronicled, and chronicled, and cut 400 chronicled, od 
ſung in all-to-be-prais'd Sonnets, and grav*d in new brave 
Ballads, that all Tongues ſhall troule you in Sæcula Sz 
cularum, my kind Can-carriers, 

Thra. What if a Toy take em i ' thi Een now, ind 
they run all away, (32) and cry, tbe Devil take the bind 

moſt ? 


% Dien. Then the ſame Devil take the foremoſt 8 
ſowce him for his Breakfaſt! If they all prove Se 
my 5 fly amongſt herb and be f ſpeeding May they 
have Murrains re the Gentlemen at home, 
unbound in eafy 3 1.5 the Moths branch their 


Velvets, and mil Silks only be worn before ſore Eyes 


( 11), PII have you chronitltd; 4 chroni «ltd, abs cut a chro 
nicled, and all- to. be prais 755 and ſung in Sonnets, and bath'd in new 
ew Ballads, that all 
lorum, % kind Car-cartiers } 1 thought this for a long Time to be 
ſuch deſperate Nonſenſe, that t Meaning of the Poets would be quite 
irretrievable, as no one of the Editions give the leaſt Glimpſe of Light 

or Aſſiſtance. But (Thanks to plodding Induſtry !) I hope, I have 
found the certain Cure. 

(52) and cry, the Devil take the Hindmoſt?] Occupet 2 
Scabies, ſays Hoxnace: To which Execration, no Doubt, our Au- 

thor's had an Eye. 
May 


ongues ſhall trouble you in Szcala Szcu- 


—_ — © wu ww .. 
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May their falſe Lights undo em, and diſcover Preſſes, 
Holes, Stains, and Oldneſs in their Stuffs, and make them 
Shop- rid] May they keep Whores and Horſes, and break; 
and live mewed up with Necks of Beef and Turnips! May 
they have many Children, and none like the Father! 
May they know no Language but that Gibberiſh they 
prattle to their Parcels; (33) unleſs it be the Gothic La- 
tine they write in their Bonds, and may they write that 
falſe, and loſe their Debts! L oHg 


Enter the King, 


King. Now the Vengeance of all the Gods confound 
them; how they ſwarm together! What a Hum they raiſe? 
Devils choak your wild Throats; if a Man had need to 
uſe their Valours, he muſt pay a Brokage for it, and then 
bring em on, they will fight like Sheep. *Tis Philaſter, 
none but Philaſter, muſt allay this Heat: They will not 
hear me ſpeak, but fling Dirt at me, and call me Tyrant. 
Oh run, dear Friend, and bring the Lord Philaſter ;, ſpeak 
him fair, call him Prince, do him all the Courteſy you 
can, commend. me to him. Oh my Wits, my Wits! 

8 a es 

Dion, Oh my brave Countrymen! as I live, I will not 
buy a Pin out of your Walls for this; Nay, you ſhall 
cozen me, and I'll thank you; and ſend you Braun and 
Bacon, and ſoil you every long Vacation a Brace of 
2 that at Michaehnas come up fat and 

icking. | 

King. What they will do with this poor Prince, the 
Gods know, and I fear. | | 


(53) Unleſs it be the goariſh Latine] Thus the Folio Edition in 
1679; but there is no ſuch Word in Exgliſb, and, conſequently, it is 
ſtark Nonſenſe. The Quarto of 1628 has it, goati/h; but there is 
nothing wanton, or laſcivious, in a Bond; therefore, this Reading is 
as unmeaning as the other. I dare warrant, that I have retriev'd 
the Authors genuine Text, in the Word Gathick; i. e. barbarous : 
— greater Barbariſins than in Law-Latine. So, in Wit witbout 

ny, ES | 

No more Senſe ſpoken, all Things Goth and Vandal. ] 


"Ms - Dion; 
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Dion. Why, Sir, They?ll flea him, and make Church. 
Buckets on's Skin to quench Rebellion, then clap a Rivet 
in e and en * for a Sign. 


Enter Cleremont with Philaſter. 
ng O worthy Sir, forgive me; do not make 


Your Miſeries and my Faults meet together, 


10 bring a greater Danger. Be yourſelf, 

Still ſound amongſt Diſeaſes, I have wrong' d you, 
And though I find it laſt, and beaten to it, 

Let firſt your Goodneſs know it. Calm the People, 
And be what you were born to: Take your Love, 


And with her my Repentance, and my Wiſhes, 


And all my Pray'rs; by th* Gods, my Heart ſpeaks this: 
And if the leaſt fall from me not perform'd, 
ph I be ſtruck with Thunder! 
Phi. Mighty Sir, 
will not do your Greatneſs ſo much Wrong, 
As not to wa your Word Truth; free the Princeſs, 
And the poor Boy, and let me ſtand the Shock 
Of this mad Sea- breach, which Pl! either turn | 
Or periſh with it. King. Let your own Word free them, 
Phi. Then thus I take my Leave, kiſſing your Hand, 


And hanging on your Royal Word: Be kingly, 


And be not mov*d, Sir; I ſhall bring you Peace, 
Or never bring myſelf back. Wo 
King. All the Gods go with thee! * [Exeunt. 


Enter an old Captain and Citizens with Pharamond. | 
Cap. Come, my brave Myrmidons, let us fall on, 


Let our Caps ſwarm; my Boys, 


And your nimble Tongues forget your Mothers 
Gibberiſh, of what do you lack, and ſet your Mouths 
Up, Children, till your Pallats fall frighted half a 
Fathom, paſt the Cure of Bay: ſalt and groſs Pepper. 
And then cry Philafter, brave Philaſter, 

Let Philaſter be deeper in Requeſt, my Ding dongs, 
* pairs of dear Indentures, Kings of —— 


. Ab Ys 
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54) Than your cold Water Camblets or your Paintings 
Spotted with Copper; let not your haſty Silks, 
Or your branch'd Cloath of Bodkin, or your THINS 
Dearly belov'd of ſpiced Cake and Cuſtard,  - 
(55) You Robbin-hoods, S OS and Jobns, tie your 
AﬀeCtions ; 3 
In Durance to your Shops; no, dainty Due | 
Up with your three-piPd Spirits, your wrought V alours; ; 
And let your uncut Choler make the King fecl " 
The Meaſure: of your Mightineſs. 'Philaſter !._ "enact © 
Cry, my Roſe-nobles, cry. All. Philaſter! Philaſter!. 
Cap. How do you like this, my Lord Prince? theſe are 
mad Boys, I tell you; theſe are Things that will nat ſtrike 
their Top- ſails to a Foiſt: and let a Man of War, (56) an 
Argoſy, hull and cry Cockles. 
Pha. Why, you rude Slave, do you know what you dof ? 
Cap. My pretty Prince of Puppets, we do weng 
And give your Greatneſs Warning, that you talk 
No more ſuch Bug- words, or that ſoldred Crown . - 
Shall be ſcratch*d with a Musket : Dear Prince oo 
Down with your noble Blood; or, as I live, \ 
I'll have you codled : Let him looſe, my Spirits, 
Make us a round Ring with your Bills, my Hetors, 
And let us ſee what this trim Man dares do. _ 
Now, Sir, have at you; here I lie, 
(57) And with this NY Blow, (do you been, Prine 85) 


(54) — - or your Paintings 
Spitted with Copper,] This to. me is quite aingelligibles I 
have ventured co ſubſtitute, ſpotted; i. e. ſprinkled with Copper, as 
we Nee Papers for Hangings are, to reſemble Gold, and look 
gaudy 

(5 ' Robin-hoods. Scarlets, and Fohns,] All, who know any thing 
of the Story of -Robin-hood, muſt know 2 Scarlet and FJ ibs were 
two of his Favourite Dependants. 

(56) an Argoſie, hull and cry Cock/es.] Avy large Veſſel; ſo called 
from Jaſon's large- Ship Argo. A Veſlel is ſaid to bull, when ſhe 
floats, or rides idle to and fro upon the Water, 

(57) Do your ſwear, Prince ?] If he did fevear, it muſt be to him- 
ſelf; for he was too much intimidated to venture to ſwear at the 
ſwaggering Rout who had incircled him, and were at the very Point 
of knocking out his Brains. But I have reform'd the ＋ ext by the 
Authority of ſeveral of the old 2uarto's. 


M 3 = | I could 
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I could hulk your Grace, and hang you up croſs-legg'd, 
Like a Hare at a Poulterer's, and do this with this wiper, 
Pha, You will not ſee me murder'd, wicked Villains? 
(58) 1 Cz. Yes, indeed, will we, Sir; we have not ſeen 
one ſo a great while. 
Cap. He would have Weapons, would he? Give him 
a Broad- ſide, my brave Boys, with your Pikes; branch 
me his Skin in Flowers like a Satin, and between every 
Flower a mortal Cut; your Royalty ſhall ravel ; jag 
him, Gentlemen; I'll have him cut to the Kell, 1 
down the Seams; oh, for a Whip to make him Galoone- 
I'll have a Coach-whip. 
Pha. O ſpare me, Gentlemen. [himſelf, 
Cap. Hold, hold, the Man begins to fear and know 
(39) He ſhall for this time only be ſeed up 
With a Feather through his Noſe, that he may only 
See Heaven, and think whither he is going. 
Nay, beyond-Sea Sir, we will proclaim you, you'd 
Be King, thou tender Heir apparent to 
A Church-Ale, thou ſlight Prince of ſingle Sarcenet 
(60) Thou royal Ring- tail, fit to fly at nothing 
But poor Men's Poultry, and have every Boy 
Beat thee from that too with his Bread and Butter. 
Pha. Gods keep me from theſe Hell-hounds ! 
2 Cit. Shall's geld him, Captain? 
Cap. No, you ſhall ſpare his Dowcets, my dear Donſels, 
As you reſpect the Ladies, let them flouriſn; 
The Curſes of a longing Woman kill 
As ſpeedy as a Plague, Boys. 


(58) Yes, indeed, will we, Sir; We have not ſeen one Foe a great 
'«uhile.] This is a typographical Error, which, however, makes Non- 
Senſe of the Paſſage. Foe is miſiakenly put for ſo, Mr. Sympſon. 

(59) He ball for this time only be ſeal'd up 

with a Feather thro'the Neſe,) There is a Difference, which 

the Printers did not know, betwixt ſeal d and ſeel d; the Latter is 

u Term in Faltonry; When a Hawk is firſt taken, a Thread is run 

through its Eye-lids, ſo that ſhe may ſee very little, to make her 
0 agg the — 5 5 

( 7 ing-tail,] A Ring-tail is a ſort of a Kite with a 
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1 Cit. I'll have a Leg, that's certain, 
2 Cit. PI! have an Arm. 


30 have his Noſe, and at mine own Charge 
build a College, and clap'd upon the Gate. 
4 Cit. III have his lietle Gur to ſtring a Kit with, 

For, certainly, a royal Gut, would ſound like Silyer. 
Pha, Would, they were in thy Belly, 4 and 1 ral — 
Pain once a 

5 Cit. Good Captain, let me have his Liver to. ford Fer By 
| Cap. Who will have Parcels elſe? Speak. | 
Pha. Good Gods, conſider, me, I ſhall be tortur'd. 
1 Cit. Captain, I'll give you the Trimming of your two- 
hand Sword, | 
And let me have his Skin to make falſe Scabhards. 
2 Cit, He had no Horns, Sir, had he? 825 
(61) Cap. No, Sir, he's a Pollard; 
What would'ſt thou do with Horns? 2 Cit. O, if he had, 
I would have made rare Hafts and Whiſtles of ? _._. 
But his Shin-bones, if they be ſound, ſhall ſerve me. 


Enter Philaſter. 

All. Long live Philaſter, the brave Prince Philaſter ! 
Phi, I thank you, Gentlemen but why are theſe 
Rude Weapons brought abroad, to teach your Hands 

 Uncivil Trades? Cap. My Royal Raſiclear, 
We are thy Myrmidons, thy Guanh thy Roarers; 
And when thy noble Body is in Durance, 
Thus do we clap our muſty Murrions on, 
And trace the Streets in Terror: Is it Peace, 
Thou Mars of Men; Is the King ſociable, 
And bids thee live? Art thou above thy Foemen, 
And free as Phæbus? Speak; if not, this Stand 
Of Royal Blood ſhall be abroach, a-tilt, and run 
Even to the Lees of Honour. 
Phi, Hold and be ſatisfied, I am myſelf 
Free as my Thoughts are ; by the Gods, I am. 
Cap. Art thou the dainty Darling of the King? 


(61) No, Sir, he's a Pollard ] A Pollard, amongſt Gardiners, 19 
an old Tree which has been often lopp'd ; but, amongſt Hunters, a 
IM or Male-Deer, which has caſt its Head, or Horns, | 
M 4 Art 
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on A the Flas to our Hercules? 
Do the Lords bow, and the regarded Scarlets, | 


Kiſs the gum<gols, and cry, "we are your Servants? | | 
Is the Court navigable, and the Preſence ſtuck | . 
With Flags of Friendſhip? If not, we are thy Caſtle, 
And this Man . ö 
' Phi. Tam what I deſire to be, your Friend; 
I am what I was born to be, your Prince. godly 
Pha. Sir, there is ſome Humanity i in you, 

Lou haye a noble Soul, forget my Name, 
And know my Miſery; ſet me ſafe aboard 
From theſe wild Contbats. and; as 1 live, 50 
PII quit this Land for ever: There is nothing, 
(62) Perpetual Priſonment, Cold, Hunger, Sickneſs, 
All Dangers of all Sorts, and all together, 
The worſt Company of the worſt Men, Madneſs, Age, 
To be as many Creatures as a Woman 
And do, as all they do; nay, to deſpair; 

But 1 would rather make it à new Nature, 
And live with all thoſe, that endure one Hour 
Amongſt theſe wild Dogs. 


(62) Perpetual Priſonment, Cold, Hunger, 6e 
Of all ſorts, all Dangers, and all together,] The miſplacing 
the Words here has ſpoil'd the Meaſure of the nn 8 the _—_ 
ol the Climax, It ſhould have been, 
— Hunger, ' Sickneſs, _ . 
All Dangers of all ſorts, and all to he BY | 
The latter part of this Speech has great Difficulties in it; I cannot 
model it into a conſiſtent Senſe,” tho' I have ſome Glimpſe 0 95 


Meaning. I wiſh the old See, s * aſſiſt in Hlexing.y p the O 
ſcurity. r. 1 


As none of the old Quart come in to our Aid, we muſt try how 
far Explanation will go towards it. 


Ta be as many Creatures as a Woman, 3 

i. e. To be as fickle, variable, and changing 

And do as all they do:; t 

7, e. make 4 Practiſe of Incoutineney: For, as; he. thought, there b 
were Proofs: of the Princeſs: being turn'd a Wanton, he on that Ac- 

count deems the whole Sex Proftitutes. After he has number'd up ; 

the worſt States of Mankind, and wiſh'd himſelf as one of them, (as I 

Mr. Seward obſerv'd to me) he carries it farther, and would chooſe I 

to be of a Species below Human Nature; and live with ſuch, rather N 

than to endure one Hour * cheſe wild 9 it 


Phi. 
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PHILASTER. 69 
Phi. I do pity vou: Friends, diſcharge your Fats : 


Deliver me the Prince; III warrant Jou, CDT 1 an 
| ſhall be old enough'ts find my Safety. 
3 Cit. Good Sir, take heed he does not Hirt your” © = 
He's a fierce Man I can tell you, Sir. 
Cap. Prince, by your Leave, PI have a Sur- cingle, 
And mail you like a Hawk. He ſtirs. 
Phi. Away, away, there is no Danger i in him: 
Alas, he had rather ſleep to ſhake his Fit off. 
Look you, Friends, how gently he leads; upon my Word, 
He's tame enough, he needs no further watching. 
Good, my Friends, go to your Houſes, and by me have 
Your Pardons, and my Love 
And know, there ſhall be nothing in my Pow'r 
You may deſerve, but you ſhall have your Withes. 
To give you more Thanks, were to flatter you; 
Continue ſtill your Love, and for an Earneſt 
Drink this. A. Long maiſt thou live; brave Prince! 
Brave Prince, brave Prince! [Eveunt Phi. and Pha. 
Cop. Go thy ways; thou art the King of Courteſy : 
Fall off again, my ſweet Youths ; .come, and every Man 
trace to his Houſe again, and hang his Pewter up; then 
to the Tavern, and bring your Wives in Muffs: We will 
have Muſick, and the red Grape ſnall make us dance, 
and riſe, Boys. Exeunt. 


Enter King, Arethuſa, Galatea; Megra, Cleremont, 
Dion, Thraſiline, Bellario, and * Þ 


King, Is it appeas'd? ? 
(63) Dion. Sir, all is quiet as the Dead of Night, / 


(b4) As peaceable as Sleep; my Lord Philaſkter © 
Brings on the Prince himſelf If. King. Kind Gentleman! 


(63) Sir, all is quiet as this Dead of Night. ] There is no Hint of 
the Scene being at me; we muſt therefore read he Dead pf 
Night, Mr. Seward: 

(64) — — — My Lord Philater 

Brings on the Prince i King. Kind Gentlemen 7 It 
b plain, that the King is ſpeaking here of * Kindneſs of Philaſter 
in appealing the People, and redeeming Pharamond ; and not of the 
kindneſs of Dion, and the others preſent; Who only inform'd him of 
t, We muſt therefore read, Gentle eman, | Mr, Seward, 
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ane PHILASTER. 


I will not break the leaſt Word I have giv'n 

In Promiſe to him; I have heap'd a World 

Of Grief upon his Head, which yet, I hope, 
To waſh away. | 


Enter Philaſter and Pharamond. 


Cle. My Lord is come. My Son ! 
Bleſt be 74 Time, that I ba ID to call 
Such Virtue mine]! Now thou art in mine Arms, 
Methinks, I have a Salve unto my Breaſt 


For all the Stings that dwell there; Streams of Grief 


That I have wrong'd thee, and as much of Joy 
That I repent it, iſſue from mine Eyes : 
Let them appeaſe thee, take thy Right; take her, 


She is thy Nacht too, and forget to urge 


My vexed Soul with that I did before. 

Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my Memory, 
Paſt and forgotten: For you, Prince of Spain, 
Whom I have thus redeem'd, you have full Leave 
To make an honourable Voyage home. 
And if you would go furniſh'd to your Realm 
With'fair Proviſion, I do ſee a Lady, 


Miethinks, would gladly bear you "DOES 


How like you this Piece ? 
Meg. Sir, he likes it well, 
For he hath tried it, and has found it worth 
His princely Liking; we were ta'en.a-bed, 
I know your Meaning; I am not the firſt, 
That Nature taught to ſeck a F elow. forth: 
Can Shame remain perpetually in me, 
And not in others? or have Princes Salves 
To cure ill Names, that meaner People want ? 
Phi. What mean you? 
(65) Meg. Vou muſt get another Ship. 
To bear the Princeſs-and the Boy wr 
Dion. How now |! 


ou muſt. get Pho 440 Ship 


—_— clear ar che Princeſs and the Boy together.] Inflead of ＋ 
I have ſubſtituted. the Wor l chat has the e of all the ol 


Meg. 
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Meg. Others took me, and I took her and him 
At That all Women may be ta*en'ſometimes:; 
Ship us all four, my Lord, we can-endure 
Weather and Wind alike. 
King. Clear thou thyſelf, or know not me for Father. 
Are. This Earth, how falſe it is! what Means is left 
For me to clear myſelf? It lies in your Belief. 
My Lords, believe me, and let all things elſe 
Struggle together to Lemmer — | Xa 
Bel. O ſtop your Ears, great King, that I may ſpeak 
As . would, then J will = this Lady 7 
As baſe as be her Actions: Hear me, Sir, 
Believe your heated Blood when it rebels 4 
Againſt your Reaſon, ſooner than this Lady. 
Meg. By this good Light, he bears it handſomly. 
Phi. This Lady? I will ſooner truſt the Wind 
With Feathers, or the troubled Sea with Pearl, 
Than her with any thing; believe her not 
Why, think you, if I did believe her Words, 
would outlive em? Honour cannot take 
Revenge on you, then what were to be known 
But Death? King. Forget her, Sir, ſince all is knit 
Between us: But I muſt requeſt of you 
(66) One Favour, and will ſadly be denied. 
Phi. Command whate'er it be. Ming. Swear to be true 
To what you promiſe. Phi. By the Pow'rs above, 
Let it not be „ | 
And it is granted. King. Bear away the Boy 
To Fm! will — her clear*d * buried. | 
Phi, O, let me call my Words back, ' worthy Sir; 
Ask ſomething elſe, bury my Life and Right 
In one poor Grave, but do not take away 
My Life and Fame at once. ut | 
King. Away with him, it ſtands irrevocable. , | 
Phi, Turn all your Eyes on me, here ſtands a Man 
The falſeſt and the baſeſt of this World: 27 


det Swords againſt this Breaſt, ſome honeſt Man, 


f clear, | 2 tht 1 | in 
the old Je wy And will ſadly be denied.) i. e. ſhall be wo 2 46 
Mg For 


172 PHILASTER 
For I have liv'd till J am pitied. @ 
My former Deeds were hateful, but this laſt 
Is pitiful ; for J unwillingly 


Have given the dear Preſerver of my Life 
Unto his Torture: Is it in the Pow'r 


[ Offers to kill himſal 


Of Fleſh and Blood to carry this, and live ? 
Are. (67) Dear Sir, be patient yet; Oh, ſtay.t that Hand, 
King. Sirs, ſtrip that Boy. 
Dion. Come, Sir, your tender F leſh will try your 
Conſtancy. 
Bel. O kill me, Gentlemen. Dion. No, help, Sirs. 
Bel. Will you torture me? | 
King. Haſte there, why ſtay you ? 
Bel. Then I ſhall not break my Vow, 
You know, juſt Gods, though I diſcover all. 
King. How's that? Will he confeſs? | 
Dion. Sir, ſo he ſays. Xing. Speak then. 
Bel. Great King, if you command 
This Lord to talk with me alone, my Tongue, 
Urg'd by my Heart, ſhall utter all the Thoughts 
My Youth hath known, and ſtranger Things thus theſe - 
You hear not often. King. Walk aſide with him. 
Dion. Why ſpeak'ſt thou not? Oo 
Bel. Know you this Face, my Lord? 
Dion. No. Bel. Have you not ſeen it, nor the like? 
Dion. Yes, I have ſeen the like, but readily 
I know not where. Bel. I have been often told 
In Court of one Eupbraſia, a Lady, 
And Daughter to you; betwixt whom and me 
They, that would flatter my bad Face, would ſ wear 
There was ſuch ſtrange Reſemblance, that we two 
Could not be known aſunder, dreſt alike,” 
Dion. By Heav'n, and fo there is. 
Bel. For her fair Sake, 
Who now doth ſpend the Spring time of her Life 
In holy Pilgrimage, move to the King, | 


(67) Dear bir, be patient pet; or flay that Hand) I have reform d 
the 1 xt, from the Authority of the old Quarlo's: and ns ingenious 


M r. Sexvard preſcrib'd the ſame Emendation. That 


ME 


It 


rm'd 
1104s 


"hat 
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at I may ſcape this Torture. Dion. But thou { t 
115 Eupbraf 7a, as thou doſt look. 1225 
How came it to thy Knowledge that ſhe lives 
In Pilgrimage? Hel. I know it not, my Lord. 

But I have heard it, and do ſcarce bei it. | 

Dion. Oh, my Shame, is it. poſſible? Draw _ * 
That I may gaze upon thee; art thou ſhe? ih Had! 
Or elſe her Murderer? Where wert thou born? 

Bel. In Siracuſa. Dion. What's thy Name? 

Bel. Euphraſia. - - - 

Dion. Tis juſt, tis he now, 1 do know thee; o 
That thou hadſt died, and T had never ſeen 
Thee nor my Shame. He ſhall I own thee? Shall 
This Tongue of mine e' er call thee Daughter more? 

Bel. Would, I had died, indeed, I with it o 01 
And fo I muſt have done by Vow,'&er 1 1 
What J have told, but that there was no means N 
To hide it Ionger; yet 1 Joy in wan gu 
The Princeſs is all clear. | 

King. What have you done? | 

Dion. All is diſcover d. Phi. Why then hold you me? 

[He offers to ſtab bimſelf 
All is diſcover'd; priy you, ler me go. 

King. Stay him. he What is diſcover d? 

Dion. Why, my Shame; | 
It is a Woman, let her ſpeak the reſt. f 

Phi, How! that again. Dion. It is a Woman. 

Phi. Bleſt be you Pow'rs that favour Innocence! 

King, Lay hold upon that Lady. 

Phi. It is a Woman, Sir; hark, Gentlemen 
It is a Woman. Arethuſa, take 
My Soul into thy Breaſt, that would be gone 
With Joy: It is a Woman, thou art fair, 

And virtuous till to Ages, *ſpight of Malice. 

King. Speak you, where les his Shame? 

Bel. I am his Daughter. 

Phi, The Gods are juſt. 

Dion. I dare accuſe none, but before you two, 


by Virtue of our Age, I bend my Knee 


For Mercy. Phi. Take it freely; for, I know, 11 th 
Ou 


we PHILASTER 


Though what thou didſt were indiſcreetly done, 
Twas meant well. Are. And for me, | 
I have a Pow'r to pardon Sins as oft 
As any Man has Pow'r to wrong me. 

Cie. Noble and worthy. Phi. But, Bellario, 
(For I muſt call thee ſtill ſo) tell me, why _ 
Thou didſt conceal thy Sex; it was a Fault; 
A Fault, Bellario, though thy other Deeds 
Of Truth outweigh'd it: All theſe Jealouſies 
Had flown to nothing, if thou hadſt diſcover'd, 

What now we know. | 
(668) Bel. My Father oft would ſpeak 
Your Worth and Virtue, and as I did grow 
| More and more apprehenſive, I did thirſt 
To ſee the Man fo prais d; but yet all this 
Was but a Maiden-longing, to be loſt 
As ſoon as found!; till ſitting in my Window, 
Printing my Thoughts in Lawn, I ſaw a God, 
I thought (but it was you) enter our Gates; 
My Blood flew out, and back again as faſt, 
As T had puff d it forth and ſuck' d it in | 
Like Breath, then was I call'd away in haſte 
To 2 you. Never was a Man, : 
Heav'd from a Sheep-cote to a ter, rais 
So high in Thoughts as I; — Kiſs 
Upon theſe Lips then, which I mean to keep 
From you for ever; I did hear you talk, 
Far above Singing ; after you were gone, 
I grew acquainted with my Heart, and ſearch'd 
What ſtir'd it ſo: Alas! I found it Love; 
Yet far from Luſt, for could I have but liv'd 
In Preſence of you, I had had my End; 


* 


(68) — My Fatber eſt would ſpeal, &c.] The Beauty, tht 
Innocence, of Exphrafia's Character is finely depicted in this Narr 
tion from her own Mouth. Our Poets, when they intended it, ſel 
dom fail'd in the Art of moving the Paſſions. The young Lady, from 
her Father's Encomiums firſt, had fal'n in Love with Philaſter; tho 
ſhe knew, that ſhe could have no Pretenſions to his Bed. But as he! 
next, and only, Happineſs was to live in his Sight, ſhe diſguis d her 
Sex, and enter'd into his Service. Her Reſolution, and Vow, neve! 

to marry any other, is a fine Heightning of her Character. Fo 
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PHILASTER 
For this I did delude my noble Father © 
With a feign'd Pilgrimage, and dreſs*d myſelf | 
In Habit of a Boy; and, for I knew 
My Birch no Ned f e 3 
Of having you: and und 
That when made Diſcovery of my 1 
could not ſtay with you; I made a Vom, 
By all the moſt unn 
Could call together, never to be i 
Whilſt there was Hope to hide me from Mens Eyes, ; 
For other than I ſeem'd, that I might ever 
Abide with you; then fate I by the F ount, 
Where firſt you took me up. 

King. Search out a Match 
Within our Kingdom, where and when thou a 
And J will pay thy Dowry; and thyſelf 
Wilt well deſerve 

Bel. Never, Sir, will I 
Marry, it is a Thing within my Vow; 
But if I may have Leave to ſerve the Princeſs, 
To ſee the Virtues of her Lord and her, 
] ſhall have Hope to live. Are. And I s Philaſter 
Cannot be jealous, though you had a Lady 
Dreſt like a Page to ſerve you, nor will I 
Suſpe&t her wing here: 5 live with me, 
Live free, as I do; ſhe that loves my Lord, 
Curſt be the Wife that hates her 

Phi. 1 grieve, ſuch Virtues ſhould be laid in Earth 
Without an Heir. Hear me, my royal Father, 
Wrong not the Freedom of our Souls ſo much, 
To think to take Revenge of that baſe Woman; 
Her Malice cannot hurt us; ſet her free 
As ſhe was born, faving from Shame and Sin. 

King. Set her at Liberty, but leave the Court, 
This is no Place for fuch: You, Pharamond, 
Shall have free Paſſage, and a Conduct home 
Worthy ſo great a Prince; when you come there, 
Remember, *twas your Faults that loſt you her, 
And not my PRE Will. Pha. I do confels, 
Renowned Sir. 


be 


King. 
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King. Laſt, join your Hands in one. Enjoy, Philaſter 
This Kingdom which is yours, and after ne g 
Whatever I call mine; my Bleſſing on you! 
All happy Hours be at your Marriage-Joys, 
That you may grow yourſelves over all Lands, 
And live to ſee your plenteous Branches ſpring 
Where: ever there is Sun! —— Let Princes learn 
By this to rule the Paſſions of their Blood, 
For, What Heav'n wills, can never be withſtood. 
| nab ieetontt 0 [EEreunt One, 
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DRAMATIS PE RS OMA. 


Arbaces, King of Iberia. 

Tigranes, King of Armenia. 

Gobrias, Lord Protector, and Father of Arbaces. 
Bacurius, another Lord. 

Mardonius, 
Beſſus, | 
Ligones, Father of Spaconia. 
Arane, the Queen's Mother. 
Panthea, her Daughter. 


Spaconia, a Lady, Daughter of Ligones. 


Two Captains, 


Mandane, a Waiting- woman; and other Attendants. 


Two Gentlemen. 

Three Men and a Woman. 

Philip, a Servant, and two Citizens Wives. 
A Meſſenger. | 

A Servant to Bacurius. 

. Two S word. men. 


A Boy. 


SCEN E, on the Frontiers of Armeniaz and, 


afterwards, in the Metropolis of Iberia. 


A K1NG 


2 


'NG 


A KING, and No K ING. 


AC. T .. $8 C&W EZ 
Enter Mardonius and (1) Beſſus. 


 Marponivs. 


ESS Us, the King has made a fair Hand on't, 
he has ended the, Wars at a Blow; Would 
my Sword had a cloſe Basket Hilt to hold 
Wine, and the Blade would make Knives, for 
"© we ſhall have nothing but eating and drinking. 
By We, that are Commanders, ſhall do well enough. 

Mar. Faith, Beſſus, ſuch Commanders as thou may; 
| had as lieve ſet thee Perdue for a ans 1 th Dark, 
as Alexander the Great. 

Beſ. I love theſe Jeſts exceedingly. 

Mar. I think, thou loy*it 'em better than quarrelling, 
Be, I'll fay. fo much i thy Behalf; and yet thou'rt 


(1) The Character of Beſus, 1 think, muſt be allow'd in general 
a fine Copy from SHaxzsPEARE's inimitable Fa//faffe, He is a 
Coward, yet would fain ſet ap for a Hero; Oſtentatious, without wy 
Grain of Merit to ſupport his Vain-glory 5 A Lyar throughout, to 
exalt his aſſumed Qualifications ; and lewd, without any Countenance 
”= the Ladies to give him an Umbrage for it. As to his Vit and 

Humour, the Presales muſt certainly be W to ee the 
great Original. 


N 2 | * * 
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valiant enough upon a Retreat; I think, thou would 
kill any Man that ſtop'd thee, if thou couldft. 


Beſ. But was not this a brave Combate, Manns: ? 
Mar. Why, didſt thou ſec't? 5 
Beſ. You ſtood wi' me. 
Mar. I did ſo; but, methought, thou wink dl every 
Blow they ſtruck. 

Beſ. Well, I believe, there are better Soldiers than I, 
that never ſaw two Princes fight in Liſts. 

Mar. By my Troth, I think ſo too, Beſſus, many 2 
_ Thouſand ; but, certainly, all that are worſe than thou 
have ſeen as much, | 

Beſ. Twas bravely done of our King. 

Mar. Yes, if he had not ended the Wars: I'm glad, 
thou dar'ſt talk of ſuch dangerous Buſineſſes. 

Beſ. To take a Prince Priſoner in the Heart of's own 
Country in ſingle Combat. 

Mar. Sce, how thy Blood curdles at this; I think, thou 
couldſt be contented to be beaten i' this Paſſion, 

Beſ. Shall I tell you truly? Mar. Ay. 

Beſ. I could willingly venture for't. 

Mar. Hum! no Venture neither, good Beſſus. 
 Beſ. Let me not live, if J do not think *tis a braver 

Piece of Service than that I'm ſo fam'd for. 
Mar. Why, art thou fam'd for any Vajour * 

Beſ. 1 fam'd! Ay, I warrant you. | 

Mar. I'm &en heartily glad on't; I have been with 
thee e' er ſince thou cam'ſt to th? Wars, and this is the 


firſt Word that ever I heard on't ; prithee, who fames 
thee ? | 


Beſ. The Chriſtian World: 


Mar. Tis heatheniſhly done of Tn, in my Coden ; 
thou deſerv'dſt it not. 

Be.” Yes, I ha' done good Service, | 

Mar. I do not know how thou may'ſt wait of a Man 
in's Chamber, or thy Agility in ſhifting a Trencher; but, 
otherwiſe, no Service, good Beſſus. | 
Beſ. You ſaw me do the Service yourſelf, 


Mar. Not ſo haſty, feet Beſſus, where was it, Is the 
Place vanull''d : ? BY 
: of 


Wer 


tell ches, (2) hei is vain-glorious' _ humble, and angry 


hone Art-Beſſus*deſp'rare Redemption. bg bas 

Mar. At Beſſus' defy rate Redemption, whit that? 

Be. aries Where 1 redecin 'd the Day ; 3 Place hwy 

my Name. SUE Sa g 

Mar. ade who chriſtened ir. ARA 

Beſ. The Soldiers. | 

Mar: If I were not a very mereily 3 Nan, SI 
would become of thee? One, that had but a Grain of 
Choler in the whole Com poſition of his Body, would ſend 


thee of an Errand to the Worms for putting thy Name 


upon that field: Did not 1 beat thee: there i the Head 
o th* Troops with a Truncheon, becauſe thou wouldſt 


needs run away. with, thy Ken ben we en 
charge the Enemy ? | 
Beſ. True; but 1 did not run. 27 me X 
Mar. Right, Beſſus, beat thee out owe; nit os 1 
Beſ. But came I not up when the Day was gone, and re- 
deem'd all? 


Mar. Thou how, wo fo 0 J. chou meat · dlt to fiy, 


and, thy Fear making thee miſtake, thou ran'ſt upon the - 
Enemy, and a hot Charge thou gav'ſt; as Lill do thee 


Right, thou art furious in running away, and, I think, we 
owe thy Fear for our Victory; If I were the King, and 
were ſure thou wouldſt miſtake always and run away 
th Enemy, thou ſhouldſt be General, by this Light. 

Beſ. You'll never leave this till 1 fall foul. 


Mar. No more ſuch Words, dear Beſſus ; for . 
have ever known thee a Coward, and Herefore durſt never 
ſtrike thee, yet if thou proceedelt, 1 will allow thee vahant 


and beat thee. _ 
Beſ. Come, come, our King $ zer Ne 206985 


15 : 


Mar. He is ſo, Beſſus; I wonder how thou cam'ſt to 
know it. But if thou wert a Man of Underſtanding Iwould 


S » 


and 
(2) He is wain- 83 ans 13133 * angry, and patient, and 
merry, and dull, and jovful, and forrowful, in Extremity in an Hour : 
Mardonius here has very exactly A d the Character of the King. 
The flight Variation that I have made in the pointing, I think, gives 


us the Meaning of the Poets; wiz. that Arbaces diſplays the Contraſt 


of all his Paſſions, to their utmoſt pitch, in the compaſs of an Hour. 
"Vol. I. N 3 
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| and patient, and meny and dull, and joyfuf and forromful,. 

in Extremity, in an Hour: Do not think me thy Friend 
for this, for, if I card who knew it, thou ſhouldft not 
hear it, Beſſus. Here he is with- his Prey in his Foot. 

Enter Arbaces, Tigranes, and to Guntlemon. 

Arb. Thy Sadneſs, brave Tigranes, takes away 
From my full Victory: Am I become 
Of ſo {mall Fame, that any Man ſhould grieve b 
When 1 o ercome him? They, that plac d me here, 
Intended it an Honour large enoug mg. 
For the moſt valiant living, but to dare 
Oppoſe me ſingle, though he loſt the Day. | 
What ſhould afflict you? you're as free as 1 

To be my Priſoner, is to be more free 
Than you were formerly; and never think, 
'The Man, I held rj fa combat me, 
Shall be us'd ſervilely: Thy Ranſom is 

To take my only Siſter to thy Wife. 

A heavy one, Tigranes, for ſhe is | 

A Lady, that the Neighbour Princes fend 
Blanks to fetch home. I have been too unkind © 

To her, Yigranes; the but nine Years old. 

I left her, and ne er ſaw her ſince; your Wars 
Fave held me long, and taught me, though a Youth, 
The way to Victory; ſhe was a pretty Child. 
Then I was little better; but now Fane |” 

For, as Mardenius afterwards ſays of him, this Comment is confirm d: 

I never ſaw ſuch ſuddain Extremities. | 
I ought to ſubjoin Mr. S-vard's Defence of this Play. — Mr. N- 

* mer flings the moſt virulent of all his Invectives againſt Othello aud 
% Arbaces, falſly deeming all the Faults. of thoſe Characters to be ſo 
% many Charges againſt the Poets; whereas their Intent wss not to 
paint Perfeckion but Human Nature, to blend the Yirtues and Vice, 
% fagether, ſo that both may ſpring from the ſame Temper, and, like 
« handſom and ill-favour'd Children, both ſtill bear a Re/emblanceito their 
% Sire. To do this well is one of the higheſt Efforts of Poetry. Ar- 
« 'baces, like his great Pattern Achilles, has Virtues and Vices in the Ex- 
% treme. His Violence makes us expect ſome dreadful Effect, and it 
* therefore ſoon hurries him into an Attempt to commit Inceſl. He is 
1 to raiſe Terror and Anger, not Pity and Love; and Mr. Rhymer hav- 
ing the ſame Choler in his Temper, ridiculouſly took fire, and fa- 
% rjoully attack'd his exon Shadow, | Crie 


4 
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Cries loudly on her, and my Meſſengers 

Make me believe, the is a Miracle; | 8 
She'll make you ſhrink, as I did, with a Stroke 

But of her Eye, Tigranes. Tir. Ist the Courſe ow 
Teria to uſe their Priſoners thus? | 
Had Fortune thrown my Name above e 

| ſhould not thus have talk' d, Sir: In Armenia, 
We hold it baſe: You ſhould have kept your Teniper 
Till you ſaw Home again, where tis the Faſhion, 
Perhaps, to brag. Arb. Be you my Witneſs, Earth, 
Need I to brag? Doth not this Captive Prince 

Speak me ſufficiently, and all the Acts 

That I have wrought upon his ſuffering Land? 
Should I then boaſt ! where lies that Foot of Ground 
Within his whole Realm, that I have not paſt, 
Fighting and conquering; far then from me 

Be Oſtentation. I could tell the World 

How I have laid his Kingdom deſolate 

By this ſole Arm, prop'd by Divinity; 

Stript him out of his Glories, and have ſent 

The Pride of all his Youth to people Graves; 

And made his Virgins languiſh for their Loves, 75 

If I would brag. Should I, that have the Pow'r 

To teach the neighbour World n Dh 
Mix with V ain-glory-? _ 5 | 

Mar. Indeed, this is none. Aide. 

Arb. Tigranes, ——- no, did I but take Delight 
To ſtretch my Deeds as others do, on Words, 

I could —— my Hearers. Mar. So you do. 

Arb. (3) But he ſhall wrong his and my Modeſty, 
That thinks me apt to boaſt: After an Act . 
Fit for a God to do upon his Foe, 

A little Glory in a Soldier's Mouth 


(3) But he ball wrong his and my Modeſty, 
That thinks me apt to boaſt after any Ad 
Fit for a good Man to do upon his Foe,] The Meaſure, the 
Pointing, and the Senſe, are all defective here. I have reſtor'd all 


three from the Authority of the 2uarto's in 4619, and 1676. 
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784 4 7 King, and Io King. 


Is well-becoming; be it far from vain. 
Mar. "OP Pity, that Valour ſhould be thus aun. 


11 Aide 


Arb. 1 offer you my Siſter, _ N aer, 
I do inſult: A Lady that no Suit, C3) 


Nor Treaſure, nor thy Crown, could purchaſe thee, 
But that thou fought'ſt with me. 


Tigr. Though this be worſe 448.4 2360 If Þ 
Than that you ſpake before, it ſtrikes mie! not; * 
But that you think to over. grace me with | 
The Marriage of your Siſter,” troubles me, | 
I would give Worlds for Ranſoms, were — OY mine, 
Rather than have her. Arb. See, if I inſult, © 
That am the Conqueror, and for a Ranfom 
Offer rich Treaſure to the Conquered, © 
Which he refuſes, and I bear his Scorn: 

It cannot be Self-Flattery to ſay, 

The Daughters of your Country; ſet by he, 52 
Would ſee their Shame; run home and bluſh to Death, 
At their own Foulneſs ; yet ſhe'is not fair 
Nor beautiful,” thoſe Words expreſs her not; 

They ſay, ber Looks have ſomething ee; 
That wants a Name: Vet were ſhe odious, 
Her Birth deſerves the Empire of the World,” 

Siſter to ſuch a Brother; that hath ta'en. C1 
Victory Priſoner, and throughout the "0 
Carries her bound, and ſhould he let her rel 

She durſt not leave him; Nature did her Wrong, 
To print continual Conqueſt on her Cheeks, 

And make no Man worthy for her to take, 

But me, that am too near her; and as ſtrangely 
She did for me, but you will think 1 

Mar. I do, I'll be ſworn.” Thy Valour and thy Paſ- 
ſions ſever'd, would have made two excellent Fellows in 
their kinds: I know not, whether I ſhould be forty thou 
art ſo valiant, or ſo nes ; *wou'd, one of em were 
away! Aldi. 

Tier. Do I refiſs her; that I doubt het Worth! ? 


Pg 


Were ſhe as virtuous as ſhe would be thought, 
So perfect, that no one of her own Sex 


Could 


af- 
in 
10U 
7ere 


de. 


uld 


I am not fickle. - Arb. Is that all the Cauſe ? 


A King, and No. King. 185 


Could find a Want (4) Were ſhe ſo tempting. fair, Pe 
That ſhe could wiſh it off, for damning; Souls. F 


I would pay any Ranſom, twenty Lives, 


Rather. than meet her married in my Bed. 
Perhaps, I have a Love, where I have fix'd. 
Mine Eyes not to be mov'd, and ſhe on me; 


Think you, you can ſo knit yourſelf in Love 

To any other, that her ſearching Sight is hands 
Cannot diſſolve it? So, before you tryd, 14 2} 
You thought yourſelf a Match for me in F — 6] 
Truſt me, Tigranes, ſhe can do as much 

In Peace, as I in War; ſhe'll conquer too; 
You ſhall ſee, (5) if you have the Pow'r to ſtand: 
The Force of her ſwift Looks. If you diſlike, 
I'll ſend you home with Love, and name your Ranſom 
Some other way; but if ſhe be your _— 

She frees you: To 1beria you mult; | 


4 — — were ſhe ſo tempting POOR Va 
That ſpe could wiſh it 0 ef; » for damning Souls; ] This Paſſape i is 
ſo obſcure in the Expreſſion, that, I believe, it will want a ſhort Com- 
ment to the Generality of Readers. The Authors mean Were ſhe 
« ſo temptingly fair, that ſhe could wiſh to be leſs beauteous, for 
Fear of damning Souls, in their coveting to enjoy her n Oc. 
So, SHAKESPEARE in his Othello; 
4 Fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair Wife, 2 8 
i. e. grow /n ſo uxorious through the Attractions of her Beauty, as to 
neglect all his Duty towards Heaven, and conſequently incur the Pan- 
ger of Damnation. This Sentiment is explain'd in another RR of 
that immortal Author, in his Merchant of Venice. n 
it is very meet, gs 
The Lord Baſſanio Hive an upright Life. i 2003 v6! 
For, having ſuch a Bleſſing in his Lady, | | 
He finds the Joys of Heaven here on Earth; 
And if on Earth he do not merit it, 
In Reaſon he aul, never come to Heay' . 


4) if you have the Pow'r to fand 7 

The Force of her ſwift Looks.) Both Mr. Sexward and Mr. 955 
jo chuſe to adopt the Epithet;'/Aweer. I have not ventur'd to alter 
the Text; becauſe, I think, the Word ſwift is more conſonant to 
Force, i. e. the Power of her _— pointed Glances ; as Arbaces — 
of her a little above; 

Shell make you ſprint, as I did, with a Stroke 

But of her 8 Tigranes. 


_ 


186 A King, and No King. 
Tigr. Sir, I have learn'd a Priſoner's Sufferance, 
And will obey; but give me Leave to talk 
In private with ſome F Friends before I go. 
Arb. Some do await him forth, and ſee him ſafe, 
But let him freely ſend for whom he pleaſe, 
And none dare to diſturb his Conference 
I will not have him know what Bondage is, 
[Exit Tigranes 
Till he be free From me. This Prince, Mardonius, 
Is full of Wiſdom, Valour, all the Graces 
Man can receive. Mar. And yet you conquer'd him. 
Arb. And yet 1c r'd him, and could have don't, 
Hadſt thou od with him , though thy Name in Arms 
Be great; muſt all Men, tha are virtuous, 
Think ſuddenly to match themſelves with me ? 
I conquered him, and bravely, did I not? 
Beſ. An pleaſe your Majeſty, I was afraid at firſt, — 
Mar. When wert thou other? Arb. Of what? 
Beſ. That you would not have ſpy'd your beſt Ad- 
vantage; for your Majeſty, in my Opinion, lay too 
nen! ; methinks, under favour, you ſhould have lain 
. 
Mar. Like a Tailor at a Wake. ; 
Beſ. And then, if't pleaſe your Majeſty to remember, 
at one Time, by my troth, I wiſh'd myſelf wi you. 
Mar. By my troth, thou would'ſt ha' ſtunk 'em both 
out o'th* Liſts. \ 
Arb. What to do? 
Beſ. To put your Majefty in mind of an Occaſion; you 
lay thus, and Tigranes falſified a Blow at your Leg, w 
you, by doing thus, avoided; but if you had whip'd up I 
your Leg thus, and reach'd him on the Ear, you had 
made — Blood-Royal run down his Head. 
Mar. What Country Fence-School did'ſt thou leam 


dm hh.” Ry. rant te. 


that at? 5 
Arb. Piſh! did not I take him nobly ? Ce 
Mar. Why, you did, and you have talk'd enough on't. I ker 
Arb. Talk*d enough? - 


Will you confine my Words? By Heay' n and Earth, 7 
I were much better be a King of Beaſts 


Than 


A King, and No King. 

Than ſuch a People: If I had not Patience 
Above a God, I ſhould be calFd a Tyrant 7 8 
Throughout the World. They will offend to Deateim 
Each Minute: Let me hear thee ſpeak again, 
And thou art Earth again: Why, this is like oy 
Tigranes* S „that needs would fay, I brag d. 
Beſſus, he ſaid, I brag'd. Beſ. Ha, ha, ha! 95 

Arb. Why doſt thou laugh? ? 
By all the World, I'm grown ridiculous 
To my own Subjects: Tie me to a Chair, 
And jeaſt at me; but I ſhall make a Start, 
And puniſn ſome, that others may take heed 
How they are haughty; who will anſwer me? 
He ſaid, I boaſted; ſpeak, Mardonius, 
Did 1? He will not anſwer. O my Temper! 
| give you Thanks above, that taught my Heart 
Patience, I can endure his Silence, What, will none 
Vouchſafe to give me Anſwer? Am I grown 
To ſuch a poor Reſpect, or do you mean a 
To break my Wind? Speak, ſpeak, ſome one of you, 
Or elſe by, Heay*n, — 1 Gent, So pleaſe your 

Arb. Monſtrous, oy ena rar 
cannot be heard out, they cut me off, 
As if I were too ſaucy. I will live 
In Woods, and talk to Trees, they will allow me 
To end what I begin, The meaneſt > oh | 


rY i 
2 * 5 
1 ” ” : 


Can find a Freedom to diſcharge his So 
And not I; now it is a Time to ſpeak; 
| hearken. 1 Gent. May it pleaſe —— 
Arb. I mean not you, | 
Did not I ſtop you once? (6) but I am grown 


To 

but I am grown ef 
To balk, but I deſie, let another ſpeak.) The flagrant Non- 
ſenſe of this Paſſage made me look upon it as one of the Loci de/pe- 
ratt in our Authors; and irretrievable by Conjecture, as none of the 
Copies lend the leaſt Light to clear it up. If I have made ſome to- 
lerable Emendations thro' the Work, I would give the Merit of them 
all up, to have been the Maſter of that Correction which the Saga- 


Teas Mr. Seward has ſhewh in reſtoring the undiſputed Senſe of our 
uthors, 


8 


— 32. 


188 A King, and No King. 


To talk but idly; let another ſpeak. 

2 Gent. 1 hope your Majeſty ——— 

Arb. Thou drawl'ſt thy Words 
That I muſt wait an Hour, where other Men 
Can hear in Inſtants; throw your Words away, 
Quick, and to purpoſe; I have told you this. 

Beſ. An pleaſe your Majeſty.— | 

Arb. Wilt thou devour me; this is ſuch a Rudeneſs 
As yet you never ſhew'd me, and I want 
Pow'r to command-too, elſe Mardonius 
Would ſpeak at.my Requeſt; were you my King, 
I would have anfwer dat your Word, Mardenius, 
pray you ſpeak,, and. truely, did I. hoaſt? 

Mar. Truth will oftend you. 

Arb. You take all great Care; +, 


2 — but I am groaun E 
To talk but idley; i. e. neither to be attended to, nor obe) d. 

I am proud here to ſubjom the Gentleman's Note. $465; 
« As it may be ſome Entertainment to the curious Reader to fee 
an humble Critick poring in the Dark, if he by that means has at 
** laſt open'd- the Door to Day-lght, I: will give the Proceſs of this 
« Emendation. Every one muſt fee, that the Text, as it ſtood; was 
« abſolutely Nonſenſe: and Mr, Theobald inform'd me, that it bas 
* ſtood ſo through all the Editions: and, not having hit upon any 
Emendation himſelf, he had loo'd upon it as one of the 2 25 
« perati of our Authors. It is eaſy to obſerve; that the Senſe re- 
*« quired mult be either, that am grown nat do have what | ſay ab- 
« ſery'd: or, to haue my Will contradicted in every thing, I had 
* advanc'd ſeveral Conjectures, but they departed too much from the 
*« Traces of the Letters. In rejecting them, therefore, I obſerv'd, 
that had any of them been clear, as to the Senſe ; yet they made 
a Syllable too much in the Verſe. Nothing is ſo great an Afliſtanc: 
in retrieving the Senſe, as a due Attendance to the Metre ; for a 
redundant Syllable having crept into the former Reading, one may 
« eafily ſee that it moſt probably was in the Words; J dzfie, that be- 
** ingevidently a Corruption. The Word, therefore, that [I have hit 
„upon, gives the full Idea required; and ſuppoſe, defie, to have been 
Written with a final y inſtead of ie, it drops only one Vowel, aud 

changes an F into an J.“ PIs Mr. Seward, 


In ſupport of this beautiful Emendation, I will obſerve, that the 
King, in the next Page, inculcates the ſame Meaning, tho' in diffs 


rent Words, | 
— Why, here they ſtand lile Death; 
My Words move nothing. 


What 


A King, and No King. 
What will offend me, when you dare to utter 
such Things as theſe. 
Mar. You told Trgranes, you Had] won his Haid, 
With that ſole Arm prop'd by. Divinity: 
Was not that Bragging, and a N to us, 
That daily ventur'd Lives? 
Arb. O that thy Name 
Were great as mine! would, I had dend u my Wealth, 
It were as great, that I might combate thee ! 
I would, rough all the Regions habitable, 
Search thee, and, having found thee,” wr” my Sword 
Drive thee about the World, till J had met 
Some Place that yet Man's Curioſity p< 3 
Hath miſs'd of; there, there would I ſtrike thee dead 
Forgotten of Mankind ſuch Funeral Rites 
As beaſts would give thee, thou ſhouldſt have. 
Beſ. The King 
Rages extreamly, ſhall we link away? 
He'll ſtrike us. 2 Gent. Content. . 
Arb. There I would make you know, *twas this ſole Arm. 
| grant, you were my Inſtruments, and did 
AsI commanded you, but *twas this Arm 
Mov'd you like Wheels, it moy'd you as it pleas'd. 
Whither flip you now? what, are you too good 
To wait on me, Puffe? I had need have Temper, 
That rule ſuch People; I have nothing left 
At my own Choice; I would, I might be private: 
Mean Men enjoy themſelves, but *tis our Curſe, 
To have a Tumult that out of thew Loves 
Will wait on us, -whether we will or no; 
Will you be gone? Why, here they ſtand like Death, 
My Words move nothing. 1 Gent. Muſt we go? 
Beſ. 1 know not. Fig 
Arb. I pray you, leave me, Sirs; ; Pm proud of this, 
That you will be intreated from my Sight: 
[ Exeunt all but Arb. and Mar. 
Why, now they leave me all : Mardonius — Mar. Sir. 
Arb. What, will you leave me quite alone? methinks, 
Civility ſhould teach you more than this; 
If I were but your Friend, — Stay here, and wait, 


189 


Mar. 


199 A King, and No King. 


Mar. Sir, ſhall I ſpeak? _- 5 

Arb. Why, you would now think much 
To be denied, but I can ſcarce intreat 
What I would have: Do, ſpeak. 

Mar. But will you hear me out? | 

Arb, You article with me, to talk thus: Well, 

PI hear you out. Mar. Sir, that I have ever lov'd you, 

My Sword hath ſpoken for me; that I do, 

If it be doubted, I dare call an Oath, 

A great one to my Witneſs ; and were you not 

My King, from amongſt Men, I ſhould have choſe 

Lou out to love above the reſt; nor can 6 

This challenge Thanks; for my own ſake I ſhould have 

Done it, becauſe I would have loy'd the moſt 

Deſerving Man; for fo you are. OE, 

Arb. Alas! Mardonius, riſe, you ſhall not kneel ; 

We all are Soldiers, and all venture Lives: 

And where there is no Difference in Mens Worths, 

Titles are Jeaſts. Who can outvalue thee? 

Mardonius, thou haſt lov'd me, and haſt Wrong; 

Thy Love is not rewarded; but believe, 

It ſhall be better; more than Friend in Arms, 

My Father, and my Tutor, good Mardonius. 
Mar. Sir, you did promiſe, you would hear me out, 
Arb. And ſo I will; ſpeak freely, for from thee. 

Nothing can-come, but worthy Things and true. | 
Mar. Though you have all this Worth, you hold fome 


- 


Qualities 
That do eclipſe your Virtues, _ | 
Arb. Eclipſe my Virtues? Mar. Yes, your Paſſions; 
Which are 6 manifold, that they appear even in this: 
When I commend you, you hug me for that Truth; 
But when I ſpeak your Faults, you make a Start, 
(7) And fly the Hearing out. 
Arb. When you commend me? O, that I ſhould live 


To need ſuch Commendations! If my Deeds 


0 7 And fly the Hearing but. ] This Particle ſeems to have no Right 


to ſtand h to Senſe, ſubſtitute out in its Place. 
ere; we muſt, to make Se 5 de Mi. Bay- 


And ſo I had correfted the Paſlage long ago. Blew 


* 
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Blew not my Praiſe themſelves about the Earth, 
were moſt wretched : Spare your idle Praiſe: 
If thou did'ſt mean to flatter, and ſhould*ſt utter 
Words in my Praiſe, that thou thought'ſt Impudence, : 
My Deeds ſhould make em modeſt : When you praiſe, _ 
[ = you? *tis ſo falſe, that wert thou worthy 
U Thou ſhould'ſt receive a Death, a glorious Death 
f From me: but thou ſhalt underſtand thy Lyes, 
For ſhould*ſt thou praiſe me into Heay*n, and there 
Leave me inthron'd, I would deſpiſe thee then 
As much as now, which is as much as Duſt, 
Becauſe I fee thy Ex. 
Mar. However you will uſe me after, yet for your own 
5 Promiſe ſake, hear me the reſt. 
Arb. 1 will, and after call unto the Winds, 
For they ſhall lend as large an Ear as 12 
To what you utter: Speak. 


do not ſay take from you all your Worth, 

(3) But darken it, then you will ſhine indeed. TED 
Arb, Well. | 
Mar. Yet I would have you keep ſome Paſſions, left 

Men ſhould take you for a God, your mes are ſuch. 
Arb, Why, now you flatter. | | 
Mar. I never underſtood the Word. Were you no 


Companion for Wit and Pleaſure, it ſhould be you; or 
for Honeſty to enterchange my Boſom with, it ſhould. be 
you; or Wiſdom to give me Counſel, I would pick out 


183 you; or Valour to defend my Reputation, ſtill 1 ſnould 


ind out you; for you are fit to fight for all the World, 
if it could come in Queſtion ;, Now I have ſpoke, conſider 


to yourſelf, find out a Uſe ; if ſo, then what ſhall a to 


me is not material. 
ve Arb. Is not material? more tban den tack Kues ** 
As mine, Mardonius : Tt was nobly faid, 
Thou haſt ſpoke Truth, and boldly ſuch a Truth 


Ri ht 
e. 5 (8) which I do not ſay take from you all your Worth, 2 by 
npſin. Worth being a Subſtantive of the Singular N umber, we muſt certainly 


read it, inſtead of u. Mr. Smgſon. 


A Ling) and Wo Wap. " 9 8 


Mar. Would you but leave theſe haſty Temper, which 


King, and free from theſe Moods, ſhould I chuſe a 
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rough, and every Limb about me, but that which ſhould, 


they come acquainted wi e506 


R_ A: aw 75 No King. 


As might offend another. I have been 
Too paſſionate and idle, thou ſhalt fee 
A ſwift Amendment, but I want thoſe Parts 
You praiſe me for: I fight for all the World? 
(9) Give thee a Sword, and thou wilt go as far 
ond me, as thou art beyond in Years, 

I know, thou dar'ſt and wilt; it troubles me 
That I ſhould uſe fo rough a Phraſe to thee, | 
Impute it to my Folly, what thou wilt, | b 
So thou wilt pardon me: that thou and 1 
Should differ thus! - Mar. Why, tis no matter, Sir, 
Arb. Faith, but it is; but thou doſt ever take 
All things I do, thus patiently; for which 
I never can requite thee, but with Love, 
And that thou ſhalt be ſure of. Thou and I * 
Have not been merry lately: Pray thee, tell me 1 
Where had' ſt thou that ſame Jewel in thine Ear? 

Mar. Why, at the taking of a Town. - | 

Arb. A Wench, upon my Life, a Wench, Mardonias, 
gave thee that Jewel. 

Mar. Wench! they reſpe& not me, I'm old and 


grows ſtiffer ; !'thoſe Buſineſſes, I may ſwear, I am truly 
honeſt: For I pay juſtly for what I take, and 1 be 
glad to be at a Certainty. 

Arb. Why, do the Wenches encroach upon thee?, 
Mar. Ay, by this Light, do 

Arb. Did'ſt thou fit at an old Rent with em? 

Afar; Les, faith. 

Arb. And do they improve themſelves?s? 

Mar. Ay, ten Shillings to me, runes new young mw 


Arb. How.can'ft live on't? 
Mar. Why, I think, I muſt petition you. 
Arb. Thou ſhalt take them up at my Price. 1 „e 


(9) Give me a Savor; and thou mil go as far 
Beyond me,] The whole Turn of the Sentence plainly 28 8 
an Alteration of Me into Thee, as Mr, Seward pointed out to me; 
ahd his da is authoriz'd by the three * s in 1610, 1631, 


and 1676. 
Enter 


1 
2. 4 bY 


"I King, — Mo King. 


Enter two Gentlemen, and Beſſus. 


Mar. Vour Price? Arb. Ay, the King's Price, 

Mar. That may be more than Pm Wor. - | 

2 Gent. Is he not merry now? 3 

1 Gent. I think not. rer 07 n H 

Beſ. He is, he is: we'll ſhew — 3 Bing mr! 

Arb. Beſſus, I thought you had been in eria by this, 1 
bad you haſte; Gobrias will want Entertainment * me. | 

BY An' pleaſe your Majeſty, I have a __ P | 

Arb. Is't not louſy, Beſſus, what ist? 

Beſ. 1 am to carry a Lady with me. 

Arb. Then thou haſt two Suites. 

Beſ. And if J can prefer her to the Lady Pathes y your 
Majeſty's Siſter, to learn Faſhions, as her F riends term it, 
it will be worth ſomething to me. 

Arb. So many Nights' Lodgi S as tis thither, wilt notẽ 

Beſ. I know not that, Sir, but Gold I ſhall be ſure. of. 

Arb. Why, thou-ſhalt bid her entertain her from _ 
Þ thou wilt reſolve me one ing: © 

Beſ. If I can. 

Arb. Faith, tis a very diſputable Queſtion, a yet, 1 
think, thou can'ſt decide it. 

1215 Your Majeſty has a good Opinion of my Under- 


ing. 

4rb. J have ſo good an Opinion of it: is, whether 
thou be valiant. 

Br. Somebody has N me t to you: Do you re 
tus Sword, Sir? 

rb. Yes. | 
low Be/. If I do not make my Back-biters eat it to a a Knife 
| ak this Week, ſay, I am not valiant; + 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mel. Health to your Majeſty | | 
Arb. From Gobrias? * Meſ. Yes, Sir, 
l Arb. How does he, is he well? 
me; Meſ. In ect Health. © 
, 4. Take that for thy good News. A truftier Servant 
o his 2 there lives hot, than 1 is good Gobrias. 
ner Vol. I. 0 | 1 Gent, 


„ 3 7 
3 1 3 


1 Gent, The King ſtarts back. 
Mar. His Blood goes back as faſt. 
| | 2 Gent. And now it comes again, 1 
5 Mar. He alters ſtrangely. - n 
BY Arb. The Hand of Heaven is on me; be it far 
From me to ſtruggle ! (10) If my ſecret Sins 
Have pull'd this Curſe upon me, lend me Tears 
Enow to waſh me white, that I may feel 
A Child-like Innocence within my Breaſt ; | 
Which once perform'd, O give me Leave to ſtand: 
As fix*d as Conſtancy herſelf; my Eyes | 
J | Set here unmov'd, regardleſs of the World, 
_ Though thouſand Miſeries incompaſs me. 
3 Mar. This is ſtrange, Sir, how do you? 
| Arb. Mardonius, my Mother — Mar. Is ſhe dead? 
Arb. Alas, ſhe's not ſo happy; thou doſt know 
How ſhe hath laboured, ſince my Father died, 
To take by Treaſon hence this loathed Life, 
That wou'd but be to ſerve her. I have pardon' d, 
And pardon'd, and by that have made her fit 
To practiſe new Sins, not repent the old: - 
(11) She now had hired a Slave to come from thence 
And ſtrike me here, whom Gobrias, ſifting out, 
Took, and condemn'd, and executed there. 
The carefnal'ft Servant! Heav'n, let me but live 
To pay that Man; Nature is poor to me, N 
That will not let me have as many Deaths 
4 As are the Times that he hath ſav'd my Life, 
1 That I might die em over all for him. | 
= Mar. Sir, let her bear her Sins on her own Head; 
—— if my ſecret Sins 


& = | 
Hape pull'd this Curſe upon me, lend me Tears 

Nou 10 cg me white, that I may feel] The Defect of tit 

Metre at the beginning of the third Verſe plainly demonſtrates a e. 


ſect in the Senſe. I have reftor'd the true Reading from the oel 
Quarto in 1619. | 5 


(11) She now had ftirr'd a Slave to come from thence. 
And firike me here ;} Stirr'd is not abſolute Nonſenſe, becauſe 
it may ſigniſy, moved, prevail d upon, egg d on to do a thing; but u 
hired is authoriz'd by the oldeſt 2yarto, 1 have adopted it as the mon 
eligible and eaſy Word, | | Va 


* 
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Vex not yourſelf. Arb. What will the World 
Conceive of me? with what unnatural Sins 
Will they ſuppoſe me loaden, when my Life 
Is ſought by her, that gave it to the World ? 

But yet he writes me Comfort here; my Siſter, 

He fays, is grown in Beauty and in Grace, 

In all the innocent Virtues that become | 

A tender ſpotleſs Maid: (12) ſhe ſtains her Cheeks. 

With mourning Tears, to purge her Mother's Ill, 

And *mongſt that ſacred Dew ſhe mingles Pray' rs, 

Her pure Oblations, for my ſafe Return. 

If I have loſt the Duty of a Son, 

If any Pomp or Vanity of State fie 

Made me forget my Natural Offices 1659 

Nay, farther, if I have not every: Night 

Expoſtulated with my wand'ring Thoughts, 

If aught unto my Parent they have err'd, 5-H 

And call'd *em back: (13) Do you direct her Arm 

Unto this foul diſſembling Heart of mine: 

But if J have been juſt to her, ſend out 

Your Pow'r to compaſs me, and hold me ſafe 

From ſearching Treaſon; I will uſe no Means, 

But Prayer: for rather ſuffer me to ſee | 

From mine own Veins iſſue a deadly Flood, 4916 

Than waſh my Danger off with Mother's Blood. 
Mar, I never ſaw ſuch ſudden Extremities. [ Excunt. 


Euter Tigranes and Spaconia. 
Tigr. Why? wilt thou have me die, | Spaconia, _ | 
What ſhould I do? Spa. Nay, let me ſtay alone, 


(12) — - ſhe flains her Cheeks T 
Vith morning Tears, to purge her Mother's III;] But why. 
morning Tears? Are they more effective and prevalent than thoſe 
ſhed in the Evening, or at Midnight? The ingenious Mr. Symp/on, 
preſcrib'd mourning to me, i. e. Tears of real Grief; And his Con- 
jecture is 1 0 by the three Quarto's in 1619, 1631, and 1676. 
(13) — —— Do you direct her Arm Es og oe 
Unto this foul diſſumbling Heart of mine.) Who is to direct her 
arm? The Gods, I ſuppoſe, muſt be meant; but they are neither 
mvoked, nor mention'd. This is a bold Elleipſis; but yet not infre- 
quent with our Poets. Mr. Sympſon. 
02 And 
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And when you ſee Armenia again, 1 57 


| You ſhall behold a Tomb more worth than I; 
Some Friend, that either loves me or my Cauſe, 
Will build me ſomething to diſtinguiſh me 
From other Women; many a weeping Verſe 
He will lay on, and much lament thoſe Maids, 
That plac'd their Loves unfortunately high, 
As I have done, where they can never reach. 
But why. ſhould you go to [beria? ?- 
Tigr. .Alas, that thou wilt'ask me! ask the Man, 
That rages in a Fever, why he lies | 
Diſtemper*d there, when all the other Youths 
Are courfing o'er the Meadows with their Loves? . 
Can I reſiſt it? am I not a Slave 
To him that conquer'd me? Spa. That conquer'd thee, 
Tigranes! He has won but half of thee, ' 
Thy Body; but thy Mind may be as free 
As his, his Will did never combate thine, © | 
And take it Priſoner. 97 ter. But if he by Force 
Convey my Body hence, what helps it me, 
Or thee, to be unwilling * Spa. O Tigranes, 
I know, you are to ſee a Lady there, 
To ſee, and like, I fear: perhaps, the Hope 
Of her makes you forget me, e' er we part; 
Be happier than you know to wiſh ; farewel! 
Nigr. Spaconia, ſtay, and hear me what I ſay. 
In hore, Deſtruction meet me that I may 
See it, and not avoid it, when I leave 
To be thy faithful Lover! part with me 
Thou ſhalt not, there are-none that know our honing: 
And I have given Gold unto a Captain, 
That goes unto Heria from the King, 
That he will place a Lady of aur Land 
With the King's Siſter that is offer'd me; 
Thither ſhall you, and, being once got in, 
Perſuade her by what ſubtle Means you can 
To be as backward in her Love as I. 
Spa. Can you imagine that a longing Maid, 
When ſhe heholds you, can be pulPd away 
With Words from loving you? 


2. Tigr, 


 &f , 1h 


Py Loy > XY 


Ty. 
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Tier. Diſpraiſe ray Hea lt, { wot! 
My ly and tell her I am ral; Bd nvor thetT 

$00. Why, I had rather loſe you: Cam my ——— 
Conſent to let my Tongue throw out ſuch Words? 


And.I, that ever 5 — ke what I thought. 3 
Shall find it ſuch a Thing at ene n orien mica 
1855 Yet do thy beſt, 1 0 T eg 
„ - Belle, in 15 9 


Br. What, is your Majeſty ready? 
Tigr. There is the Lady, Captain. 
Beſ. Sweet Lady, by yout Leave; I could with rer | 


more full of Courtſhip for your fair Sake. 


441 444 


Beſ. Lady, you muſt haſte; I have receiv*d- new: „1 
ters from the King, that require more Haſte than IL ex- 
pected; he will follow me 3 ee and 5 to 
call for your Majeſty already. 

Tigr, He ſhall not do ſo Jong. = 

Beſ. Sweet Lady, ſhall I call you my Charge hertaker'? ? 

Spa. I will not take upon-me to govern your e ; 
dir, you ſhall call me what you Fennel | 


Spa. Sir, I ſhall feel no Want of that. a 
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Euter Gobrias, Wan Arane, Phila, * Mara, 
A with Attendants. 


GoBRrIAs. 


M Y Lord Bacurius, you muſt have Regard _ - 
Unto the Queen, ſhe is your Priſoner z.. . 

Tis at your Peril, if ſhe make Eſcape. _ 4D 
Bac. My Lord, 1 know't, ſhe is my Priſoner, 

From you committed ; yet ſhe is a Woman; FS 

And fo I keep her ſafe, you will not urge me 

To keep her cloſe, I ſhall not ſhame-to ſay 

| ſorrow for her. Gob. So do I, my Lord; 

O 3 Ĩ ſorrow 
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I ſorrow for her, that ſo little Graſgee 17 
Doth overn her; that the ſhould ſtretch her Arm | 
A her King; ſo little Womanhood ; 
| And natural Goodneſs, as to think the Death 
Of her own Son. Ara. Thou know'ſt the Reaſon why, 
Diſſembling as thou art, and wilt not ſpeak. © 
Gob. There is a Lady takes not after you, 
Her Father is within her; that good Man, 
Whoſe Tears 7 ae down his Sins., Mark, how ſhe 
How well it does become her; and if _ [weeps 
Can find no Diſpoſition in yourſelf 
To Sorrow, yet by Gracefullneſs in her 
Find out the way, and by your Reaſon weep: 
All this ſne does for you, and more ſhe needs, 
When for yourſelf you will not loſe a Tear; 
Think, how this Want of Grief diſcredits you. 
And you will weep, becauſe you cannot weep. 
Ara. You talk to me, as having got a Time 
Fit for your Purpoſe; but you know, I know 
You ſpeak not what you think, Pan. I would my Heart 
Were Stone, before my Softneſs ſhould be urg d 
Againſt my Mother! A more troubled Thought 
No Virgin bears about; ſhould I excuſe 
My Mother's Fault, I ſhould ſet light a Life, 
In loſing which a Brother and a King 
Were taken from me; if J ſeek to ſave 
That Life fo lov'd, I loſe another Life 


That gave me Being; I ſhall loſe a Mother; 


A Word of ſuch a Sound in a Child's Ears, 

That it ſtrikes Reverence through it; May "the Wil 
Of Heav'n be done, and if One needs muſt fall, 
Ke a poor Virgin's Life to anſwer all! 


ut, Gobrias, let us talk; you know, this Fault 
Is - in me as in another Mother. | 


Cob. I know, it is not. Ara. Vet you make it ſo. 
Cb. Why, is not all that's paſt beyond your Help? 
Ara. I know, it is. 
SGob. Nay, ſhould you publiſh it before the World, 
Think you, *twould be believ'd? 
= 1 know, it would not. 


Nay, 


Jen 
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14) Gob. Nay, ſhould ] join wi? you, ſhould we both be 
Yet ſhould we not both die renne 3 (worn, 
Ara, T think, we ſhould, © „ S 
Gob. Why then take you ſep vale Courles ? As 


for me, I do but Right in faving of the King from all 
your Plots. 


Ara. The King d | 
Cob. ] bad you reſt with Pallet and a Time | 
Would come for me to reconcile” all to 
Your own Content, but by this way you take 
Away my Pow'r; and what was done unknown, 
Was not by me but you: Your urging being done 
1 muſt preſerve my ovn, but Time may bring 
All this to Light, and happily for all. 
Ara. Accurſed be this over-curious Brain, 
That gave that Plot a birth! Accurſt this Womb, 
That after did conceive to my Diſgrace 5 
Bac. My Lord Protector, they ſay, there are Men 
Letters come from Armenia, that Beſſus has done good 
Service, and brought again a Day by his Fan 7 
lour ; receiv d you any to that Effe&t? 
Gob. Yes, tis moſt certain. | 
Bac. I'm ſorry fort; not that the Day» was won, 
But that *rwas won by him; we held him here 


A Coward :' He did me Wrong once, at which I laugh d, 
And ſo did all the World; for neither I, 


Nor any other, held him worth my Sword. 


Enter Beſſus and Spaconia. 
Beſ. Health to my Lord Protector ; from the King 


(14) Nay, ſhould T join wie Jou, ſhould wwe not Both be den and 
jet both die uncredited?) I can't think, this Word came from the 
Poets, or was deſign'd by them to ſtand for tortured; neither do I 


know how to aPply an healing Hand to the Text, og we pore 
and read thus. 


— — — ſhould we both be 1 | 

Yet ſhould: not aue both die uncredited? Mr. Sympſor. 
My Friend does not ſeem much to like his Conjecture: But as the 
Paſſage is certainly corrupted without it, and as it retrieves plain 


Senſe, I have ventured to inſert it; and, I am verily Pi, * 


will not do him any Diſcredit. | 
2 Theſe 
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Theſe Letters; and to your Graces Manes theſe, 
Cob. How does his Majeſty ? 
Be. As well as Conqueſt by his own Means and. lis 
_ valiant en can make him; ; your Letters vil 
tell you all. | 

Pan. I will not o d mine; Fin 
My Brother's Health: Good Captain, is he well ? 

Brſ As the reſt of us that fought are. 

Pan. But how's that? is he hurt? 2 

Beſ. He's a ſtrange Soldier, that gets not a Enock. 

Pan. I do not ask how ſtrange that Soldier is 
That gets no Hurt, but whether he have one. 

Bel. He had divers. Pan. And is he well again? 

Beſ. Well again, an't pleaſe your Grace? Why, I was 
run twice through the Body, and ſhot i th Head with a 
Croſs-arrow, and yet. am well again, | 

Pan. I do not care how thou do'ſt, is he well? 

Beſ. Not care how I do? Let a Man out of the 
Mightineſs, of his Spirit fructify foreign Countries with 
his Blood for the Good of his own, and thus he ſhall be 
anſwered: Why, I may live to relieve with Spear and 
Shield ſuch a Lady as you diſtreſſed, - 

Pan, Why, I will care; I'm glad that thou art wel; 
1 prithee, is he ſo? | 
Cab. The King is well, and will be here Tab 

Pan. My Prayer is heard, now will I open mine, 

Gob. Bacurius, I muſt eaſe you of your Charge: 
Madam, the wonted Mercy of the King, 

That overtakes your Faults, has met with this, 
And ſtruck it out; he has forgiven you freely ; 
Your own Will is your LIN be where you ke 


Ara. I thank him. I [morrow? 
Geb. You will be ready to wait upon his Majeſty To- 
Ara, I will. [Exit Arane. 


Bac. Madam, be wiſe hereafter; ; 1 am glad I have.loſt 
this Office, x 
_ _ Geb, Good Captain Beſſus, tel us the Diſcourſe betwixt 
Tigranes and our 9. 205 and how we got the Victory. 
Pan. I prithee do, and if my Brother were 
In wy Danger, let not thy Tale make him pres 
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' abide there long, before thou bring him off 3+” +/+ 


For all that while my Heart wall beat, 4 

Beſ. Madam, let what will beat, I muſt tell the Truth, 
and thus it was; they fought ſingle in Laſts, but one to 
one; As for my own Part, I was dangerouſly hurt but 
three Days before, elſe, perhaps, we had been two to two; 
| cannot tell, ſome thought, we had; and the Occaſion of 
my Hurt was this, the Enemy had made Trenches —— 

Gob. Captain, without the Manner of your Hurt be 
much material to this Buſineſs, we 11 A t ſome other 
Time. 
Pan. ] prithee, leave it, and go — my Brother. 

Beſ. 1 will, but twould be worth your Hearing: (15) 
To the Liſts they came, and ng Sword. and ** 
was their Figlt. 

Pan. Alas! ' 

Beſ. Without the Liſts there ſtood . trad Cap- 
tains of either ſide. mingled, all. which were ſworn, and 
one of thoſe was I: And *twas my Chance to ſtandt next 


a Captain o* th* Enemies ſide, called Tiribaſus; Valiant, 


they ſaid, he was; whilſt theſe two Kings were ſtretching 


themſelves, this Tiribaſs ;/us caſt ſomething a ſcornful Look 
on me, and ask'd me who I thought would overcome; 


I ſmil'd, and told him, if he would fight with me; he 
ſhould peroeive by the Eent of that whoſe King would 


(15) To the Lifs they came, _ frag le — and Gantlet as 
their Fight.) I know, in all Ages of the "World, that Soldiers had a 
Steel Glove, or Gantlet, to defend the Back of their Hands from the 
Cuts of a broad Sword; but, ſurely, this is an odd Word for a Weapon 
of War; and ſor two Combatants to fight with their Gloves on, was 
no great fign of Courage or Dexterity. - A Target, (as I ſuſpect, 
the original Word to have been) gracefully ard artfully * was 
a Defence for the whole Body. | 


S0 the Words are again join'd. in The Mad Lover. 
boo. rants on; This Fellow, As RS, 
With al all bir Frights about him an his Bens Ne 
Hi, Larums,- and his Lances, Swords, and Targets, &e, of Y 
And ſo we find in The Caronation, > 
Enter Seleucus and Arcadius at feveral. Doors ; * [their ra 


befors them pars ng. oro Targets. - u. 955 


win: 
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win: Something he anſwered, and a Scuffle was like to 
grow, when one Zipetus offered to help him, — 
Pan. All this is of thyſelf; J pray thee, Beſſus, 


| Tell ſomething of my Brother, did he nothing? 


Beſ. Why, yes, I'll tell your Grace, they were not to 
fight till the Word given, which for my own Part, by 
my troth, I confeſs, I was not to give. © 4 

Pan. See, for his own Part.—  , 

Bac. ] fear yet, this Fellow's —_—_— with a good Repor 

boſe But IJ— - . 

Pan. Still of himſelf. _ 

Beſ. Cry'd, give the Word, when, as ſome of then 


ſay, Tigranes was ſtooping; but the Word was not given 


then; yet one Coſroes, of the Enemies? part, held up his 
Finger to me, which is as much with us Martialiſts, as 
I will fight with you: I ſaid not a Word, nor made 
Sign during the Combat, but that once done 7 
Pan. He flips o'er all the Fight. 5 | 
Beſ. I call'd him to me, Cofroes, ſaid * — 
Pan. I will hear no more. 
Beſ. No, no, Ilye. 
Bac. I dare be ſwom thou doſt. | 
Beſ. Captain, ſaid I, ſo it was. 
Pan. I tell thee, I will hear no further. 
Beſ. No? Your Grace will wiſh you had. 51 5 
Pan, ] will not wiſh it. What, is this the Lady 
My Brother writes to me to take? | 
Bieſ. And pleaſe your Grace, this 1 is ſhe: Charge, vil 
you come near the Princeſs? | 
Pan. You're welcome from your Country, and chis Land 


Shall ſhew unto you all the Kindneſſes 


That I can make it; what's Irs Name? 
Spa. Thaleſtris. 2 
Pan. You're very welcome,” you have got a Letter 


| To put you to me, that has Power en 
Io place mine Enemy here; then much more you, 


That are ſo far from being ſo to me 
That you ne' er law me. 
Beſ. Madam, I dare paſs my Word for bor Truth. 
8 My Truth? F 
ah. — 


Pan, 
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Pats Why, Captain, do you think I am' afraid ſhe'll | 


ow I cannot tell, Servants are ſlippery, but I Ae 
give my Word for her; and for Honeſty, ſhe came along 
with me, and many Favours ſhe did me by the way; 
but, by this Light, none but what the might do with 
Modeſty, to a Man of my Rank. 

Pan. Why, Captain, here's no Body thinks otherwiſe,” 

Beſ. Nay, if you ſhould, your Grace may think your 
pleaſure; but I am ſure I brought her from Armenia, and 


in all that way, if ever I touch'd any bare of her ove 
her Knee, I pray God, I may * WARE I me : 


Spa. Above'm Knee? | 

| Bef. No, you know, I did not; and if any Man vil 
ſay, I did, this Sword ſhall anſwer; Nay, I'll defend the 
Reputation of my Charge, whilſt 1 libe: Your Grace 
ſhall underſtand, I am ſecret in theſe Buſineſſes and pany 
how to defend a Lady's Honour, 

Spa. J hope, your Grace knows him ſo well already, - 
I ſhall not need to tell you he's vain and foolith. - 

Beſ. Ay, you may call me what- you pleaſe, but rl 
defend your good. Name againſt the World; and fo I 
take my Leave of your Grace, and of you my Lord 
Protector; I am likewiſe glad to ſee your Lordſhip well. 

Bac. O Captain W 5 nm you, [ would = 


with 27 anon. 


When you pleaſe, I will attend your Lordſhip. / 
Bac. Madam, Pll take my Leave too. 
Pan, Good Bacurius! s  [Exeunt Bel. and Bac, - 
Gob, Madam, what writes his Majeſty to en 
Pan. O my Lord, 
The kindeſt Words, PI! keep 'em whilſt I live, 
Here in my Boſom; there's no Art in em, 
They lie diſordered in this Paper, juſt 


As hearty Nature ſpeaks * em. 57 2 Cob. And to me 


les „ 


He writes, aht Tears of To he hed, to hear 
How you were grown in cuir Virtue's Way ] The ingenious _ 


Mr. Symp/on conjectured to me, that it ſhould be, virtuous Way: And 


this is confirm'd by the Authority of the old Quarto in 1619. 


He 


c 
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He writes, what Tears of Joy he ſhed to hear 


How you were grown in every virtuous Way, foal 
And yields all Thanks to me, for that dear Care 
Which I was bound to have in een un 
There is no Princeſs living that en BN 
A Brother of that Worth, — _ 

Pan. My Lord, no Maid longs more ta any thing 
And feels more Heat and Cold within her Breaſt, 
Than I do now, in hopes to ſee him, 

Cob. Vet I wonder much \ 


At this he writes, he brings along with him G 


A Husband for you, that ſame Captive Prince; 
And if he loves you, as he makes a Shew, - 
He will allow” you Freedom in your Choice. 
Pan. And ſo he will, my Lord, I warrant you, 


He will but offer, and give me the Power 


To take or leave. Gob. Truſt me, were I a Lady, 
I could not like that Man were bargain'd-with  _ 


Before I choſe him. Pan. But I am not built 


On ſuch wild Humours, if I find him worthy, 

He is not leſs becauſe he's offered, 
Spa. *Tis true, he is not; would, he would ſeem leſs! 
Cob. I think, there is no Lady can affect 
Another Prince, your Brother ſtanding by; 


He-doth echp& Mev's.Virwues fo with his: 


Spa. I know a Lady may, and, — ig 


Another Lady will, Pan. Would, I might ſec 1 


Cob. Why 15 you mall, my Buſineſſes are great, 


I will attend you N it is his Pleaſure to ſee . 


Pan, I thank you, good my Lord. 
Gob. You will be ready; M fadam r Ert Geb 
Pan. Le. | 
Spa. I do beſeech you, Madam, fend 1 ð 
Your other Women, and receive from- me 
A few ſad Words, which, ſet againſt your oye, 
May make em ſhine the more. 
Pan. Sirs, leave me all. [Exeunt Women, 
Spa. I kneel a Stranger here to beg a e ee 


Unfit for me to ask, and you to grant; 


'Tis ſuch another ſtrange ill- laid Requeſt, Fd 


$! 


"A King, and No King. 


4s if a Beggar ſhould-intrearia King AE Lv 

To leave his Scepter and his Throne to kim, 

And take his — to wander 0 er the > 

Hungry and cold. | | : 
Pan. That were a Rrange : Requeſt, 4 
Spa. As ill is mine. ws noe une , 
Spa. Alas, tis of that Nate that it muſt 

Be utter'd, ay, and granted, or 1 die? 

(17) lam aſham'd to ſpeak it; but where Life 

Lies at the Stake, I cannot think: her Woman, 

That will not talk ſomething unreaſonably 

To hazard ſaving of it: I ſhall ſeem 

A ſtrange Petitioner, that wiſh all III 


To them I beg of, e er they give me . 
Yet ſo I muſt: I would you were not fair, 
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Nor wiſe,” for in your Ill conſiſts my Good: 


If you were fooliſh, you would hear my Prayer, 

If foul, you had not Power to hinder _ 

He would not love you. | 
Pan. What's the Meaning of it | 
Spa. Nay, my Requeſt | is more without the Bounds 

Of Reaſon yet: For tis not in the Pow'r 

Of you to do, what I would have you grant. 
Pan. Why, then tis idle; pray thee, ſpeak it out. 
Spa. Your Brother brings a Prince into this Land, 

Of ſuch a noble Shape, ſo ſweet a Grace, 

So full of Worth withal, that every Maid, 

That looks upon him, gives away herſelf 

To him for ever; and for you to have 

He brings him: And ſo mad is my Demand, 

That I deſire you not to have this Man ; 

This excellent Man, for whom you needs muſt die, 


(17) — | but where Life 
Lies at the Stake, I cannot think her Woman, 
That will not take ſomething unreaſonably 
To hazard ſaving of it:] But: what was the Woman to tale 
in this Caſe? I think, I may venture to ſay, I have reſtored the ori- 
Paal Word of the Poets; My Emendation is confirm'd by what ſhe 
ys three Lines above. 


Alas ! "Tis of that Nature, that it muſt. 
Be utter'd, —— 
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If you ſhould miſs him. I do now fo VÞ as 
You ſhould laugh at me. Pan. Truſt me, I 1 weep 
Rather, for I have found in all thy Words «7 ti 
A ſtrange disjointed Sorrow. Spa. *Tis by m 
His own Deſire ſo, that you would not love bin. 

Pan. His own Deſire! Why credit me, T, baleftris, 
I am no common Wooer : If he ſhall 
Wooe me, his Worth may be ſuch, that I dare 
Not ſwear I will not love him ; but if he 
Will ſtay to have me wooe him, I will promiſe thee 
He may 2 all his Graces to himſelf, 
And fear no Raviſhing from me. 52 Tis yet 
His own Deſire, but when he ſees your Face, 

J fear, it will not be; therefore I 29 you 
As you have Pity, ſtop thoſe tender Ears 
From his enchanting Voice, cloſe up thoſe Eyes, 
That you may neither catch a Dart from him, 
Nor he from you; I charge you as you hope 
To live in Quiet; for when I am dead, 
For certain I will walk to viſit him | 
If he break Promiſe with me: For as faſt 
As Oaths without a formal Ceremony, 
Can make me, I am to ——ä —— 

Pan. Then be fearleſs; : 
(18) For if he were a thing 'rwixe God and Man, 
I could gaze on him, if I knew it Sin 
Too love him, without Paſſion: Dry your Eyes; 

I ſwear, you "ſhall enjoy him ſtill for me, 

I will not hinder you; but I perceive, + 
Lou are not 2 you ſeem; riſe, riſe, 7. bakfris, 


(18) For if he were a Ting twixt God and Man, 
could gaze on him; if I knew it Sin 
To love 2 without Paſſion :] The falſe Pointings have quite 
ſpoil'd the Senſe of this. It certainly is no Sin to love any one with- 
out Paſſion. The Difference, which I have made in the Punctuation, 
ſeems to give the proper Meaning of the Poets. i. #. If ſhe knew it 
a Sin to fall in Love with him, let him be ever ſo lovely, ſhe could 
avoid it. The Confidence, with which ſhe ſpeaks this, is extremely 
natural, to ſhew how little we know our own” Weakneſs: For ſhe 
ſoon after falls in _ with one, whom ſhe took for her own Brother. 
| Mr. Seward. 
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If your right Name be ſo. * indeed, it is not; 
Spaconia is my Name; but I deſire : 
Not to be known to other. Pan. Why, by me 

You ſhall not, 1 will never do you Wrong; 

What Good I can, I will: Think not my Birth 

Or Education ſuch, that I ſhould injure * ©. , 

A ſtranger Virgin; you are welcome hither ; 

In Company you wiſh to be commanded, 

But when we are alone, I ſhall be ready h 

To be your Servant. I Exeunt. 


Enter three Men and a Weman. 


1 Man. Come, come, run, run, run, 
2 Man. We ſhall out-go her. 


Man. One were better be . than _ out 
—— fidling to theſe Shews. 
Mom. Is the King hard by? 


1 Man. You heard, he with the Bottles faid, he thought 


Fe ſhould come -too late: What abundance of "Ia 


here is? 
Mom. But what had bas in thoſe Bottles ? 
3 Man. I know not. | 
2 Man. Why, Ink, goodman Fool. 
3 Man. Ink, what to do? 1 | 
1 Man. Why, the „ look you, will many times 
call for theſe Bottles, and weak his Mind to his E riends. 
Vom. Let's take our Places, we ſhal Ihave no Room elſe. 
2 Man. The Man told us he would walk o Foot I 
the People. 3 Man. Ay, marry, did he. 
1 Man, Our Shops are well look'd to now. 
2 Man. 'Slife, yonder's my TOs I think, 
1 Man, No, *tis not he. | 


Enter Philip ith two Citizens Wives. + 


1 Cit, Lord, how fine the Fields be, what ſweet Living 
tis in the Country 


2 Git. Ay, poor Souls, God help em; they live as 


contentedly as one of us. 
1 Cit. My Husband's Couſin would have had me gone | 


into the Country laſt Tear; wert thou ever there? 


i 2 (it. 
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2 Cit. Ay, poor Souls, I was amongft em once. 
32M Cit. - And what kind of Creatures are ys for Love 
of God dn N P 
2 Gt. Very good Pole God help” em. 
1 Git, Wilt thou go down with me this > Sumner when 
I am brought to Bed ? * 
2 Cit. Alas, n ies fbr ane 
„e. Why, pray thee? F th 
2 Cit. Why, you can have * there, chere 8 no 
body cries Brooms. | | th 
r 555 5 
2 Cit. No truly, nor Mix. | 
1 Gt. Nor Mille! n 
2 Cit. They are fain to milk themſelves i' th Countiy. 
1 (it. Good Lord! but the People there, I think, will 


be very dutiful to one of us. m 
2 Cit. Ay, God knows, will they; and yet they do not 
greatly care for our Husbands. 
I Cit. Do they not? Alas! I' good faith, I cannot blame 
them: For we do not greatly care for them ourſelves, no 


Philip, 1 pray; chuſe us a Place. - 
Phil. There's the beſt, Forſooth. 
1 Cit. By your Leave, good — a little. 
3 Man. What's the matter? 
Phil: I pray you, my Friend, ao not ut my Milt W 
ſo, ſhe*s with Child. By 
(. (19)-2 Man. Let her look to herſelf then, has ſhenot had Tl 
Thruſting _—_— yet? If ſhe ſtay ſhouldring here, ſhe Tl 


may, frag a me with a Cake in her Belly. Ve 
3 Man. How now, goodman ESTI why do M 
you lean on me? ke 
Phil. Becauſe I will. Fon | Ss Ri 


) Let Bel look ts berſelf then, has fe not bad ſhowing enough 
1 Hew could ſhe have Hhoroing enough, when as yet ſhe had ſeen 


. The Woman, as we find, was with Child; and the Man, y, 
having a mind to be rude upon the Occaſion, ſays, has ſhe not had C 
thruſting enough? For ſo the eldeſt Quarto in 1619 exhibits it: and Ur 
, Philis ſays in the preceding Speech, do not thruſt my Miſtreſs fo, Lee. Of 
avith. Chili. In 1676, the Players, I preſume, had chang' 'd this Ar 
Werd to Hoving; and thence came the Corruption of ſoowing, | Caf 


VF: ©} 3 Man. 


3 Man. Will you, Sir Sawce-box? Oo 
1 Cit. Look, if one ha? not ſtruck Philip; come hither, 
Philip, why did he ſtrike thee ? i SOREN, 
Phil. For leaning on him. Cp 
1 Cit. Why didſt thoũ lean on him? 
Phil. 1 did not think he would have ſtruck me. 
1 Cit. As God fave me, la, thou'rt as wild as a Buck; ' 
there's no Quarrel, but thou'rt at one End or other ont. ' 
| 3 _— It's at the firſt End then, for he'll ne'er ſtay 
the laſt. | | ö 
1 Ciz. Well, Slip-ſtring, I ſhall meet with you. 
3 Man. When you will. 
1 Cit. I'll give a Crown to meet with you. 
3 Man. At a Bawdy-houſe. 
| 1 Cit. Ay, you're full of your Roguery ; but if I do 
| meet you, it ſhall coſt me a Fall. | | | 


Flouriſh. Enter one running. es 
e 4 Man. The King, the King, the King! Now, now, 
; now, now. | 
Flouriſh. Enter Arbaces, Tigranes, and Mardonius, 


All. God preſerve your Majeſty! 
Arb. I thank you all, now are my Joys at full, 


When I behold you ſafe, my loving Subjects; 
d By you I grow, tis your united Love &; I 


That lifts me to this Height: all the Account 9:81; . al 
1 | "i 4 


That I can render you for all the Love 

You've beſtowed on me, all your Expences to 

Maintain my War, is but a little Word, | 

You will imagine *tis ſlender Payment, yet tis ſuch a 

TG as is not to be bought but with your Bloods, tis 
eace. | 2012 

All. God preſerve your Majeſty! ny 7. 

Arb. Now you may live ſecurely your Towns, 

jad Lour Children round about you; you may fit 

nd Under your Vines, and make the Miſeries 

i Of other Kingdoms a Diſcourſe for yvuuun. 

| And lend them Sorrows; for yourſelves, you may 


* 


; vfely forget, there are ſuch Things as Tears; 
an. Vol. I. P And 
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And may you all, whoſe good Thoughts I have ut. 
Hold me unworthy, when I think my Life 

A Sacrifice too great to Keep you thus 

In ſuch a calm Eſtate! 

All. God bleſs your Majeſty ! 

Arb. See, all good People, I have brought the Man, 
Whoſe very Name you fear'd, a Captive home z 
Behold him, tis Tigranes; in your Hearts 
Sing Songs of Gladneſs, and Deliverance, 

1 Cit, Out upon him i 

2 Cit. How he looks. 

3 Wom. Hang him, Wang him, 

Mar. Theſe are ſweet People. 

Tigr. Sir, you do me Wrong, 

To render me a ſcorned Spectacle - 

To common People. Arb. It was far from me 

To mean it ſo: If I have aught deſerv'd, 

My loving Subjects, let me beg of you, 

Not to revile this Prince, (20) in whom there dwells 

All Worth of which the Nature of a Man 

Is capable; Valour beyond Compare; 

The Terror of his Name has ſtretch'd itſelf 
Where: ever there is Sun; and yet for you 

I fought with him ſingle, and won him too; 

I made his Valour ſtoop, and brought that Name 

Soar*d to ſo unbeliev'd a Height, to fall 

Beneath mine: this, inſpir d with all your Loves, 

I did perform, and will, for your Content, 

Be ever ready for a greater Work. 

All. The Lord bleſs your Majeſty ! 

Nur. So, he has made me Amends now with a Speecf 
in Commendation of himſelf: I would not be fo vai 


glorious, 
Arb. If there be any thing in which I may 
(20) — in whom there dwells 


All Worth of which the Name of Man 

Is capable.) As J have adjuſted all this Speech to its proper 
Metre, a Corruption is evident in the Text from the Defe& of the 
Verſification. I have reſtored the right SP from the Authority 


Do 


of the three Quarto's in 1619, 1631, and 167 


Glaſs ; it looks fo like a Viſor. 
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Do Good to any Creature here, ſpeak out; 


For I muſt leave you: And it troubles me, 

That my Occaſions for the Good of you, 

Are ſuch as call me from you: elſe, my Joy 

Would be to ſpend my Days among you all. 

You ſhew your Loves in theſe large Multitudes 

That come to meet me, I will pray for you; 

(21) Heav'n proſper you, that you may know old Years, 

And live to ſee your Childrens Children 55 

Sit at your Boards with Plenty! When there is 

A Want of any thing, let it be known 

To me, and I will be a Father to you: 

God keep you all! 
| Flouriſh, Exeunt Kings and their Train. 
All. God bleſs your Majeſty, God bleſs your Majeſty ! 
Man. Come, ſhall we go? All's done. 
Mom. Ay, for God's fake, I have not made a Fire yet. 
2 Man, Away, away, all's done. 
3 Max. Content: farewel, Philip. | 
1 Cit, Away, you Halter-ſack, you. 
2 Man. Philip will not fight, he's afraid on's Face. 
Phil. Ay, marry; am I afraid of my Face? | 
3 Man. Thou wouldſt be, Philip, if thou ſaw'ſt it in a 


[ Exeunt the three Men, and Woman. . 
1 Cit, You'll be hang'd, Sirrah ; Come, Philip, walk 
before us homewards ; (22) did not his Majeſty ſay he had 
brought us home Peas for all our Money ? 
OM, 2 Cit: 


(21) Heaw'n proſper you, that you may know old Years, 
Aud live to ſee your Children's Children fit | 
; At your Boards with Plenty!) As the Emphaſis at the Begin- 
ning of the third Verſe is manifettly faulty, ſo one might ſuſpect 
a Syllable had ſlipt out at Preſs; yet I do not take that to be the Caſe. 
For as I know it was a moſt frequent Licence in the Poets of that 
Age to extend a Diſſyllable in Pronunciation to three Syllables ; I do 
doubt but the Poets made out their Verſification by that Liberty, 
us: 
And live to ſee your Childrens Chil- de- ren 
Sit at your Boards with Plenty! 
(22) Did not his Majeſty ſay, he had brought us home Peas for all 


*%r Money?) This ridiculous Blunder from the Ignorance of the Ci- 
7 2 | tien 
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2 Cit. Yes, marry, did nñͥe. IA] 
1 Git, They're the firſt I heard of this Year, by my 
troth; I long'd for ſome of em: Did he not ſay, we 
ſhould have ſome? © ' | 
2 Cit. Les, and ſo we ſhall anon, I warrant you, have 
| every one a Peck brought home to our Houſes. [ Exeun;, 
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Arb. Y Siſter take it ill? 
Gob. Not very ill; 
Something unkindly ſhe does take it, Sir, 
To have her Husband choſen to her Hands. ä 
Arb. Why, Gobrias, let her; I muſt have her know, 
My Will, and not her own, muſt govern her: 
What, will ſhe marry with ſome Slave at home? 
Cob. O, ſhe is far from any Stubbornneſs, 
You much miſtake her, and, no doubt, will like 
Where you would have her ; but when you behold her, 
You will be loth to part with ſuch a Jewel. | | 
Arb. To part with her? Why, Gobrias, art thou mad? 
She is my Siſter. Gob. Sir, I know, ſheis: 
But it were pity to make poor our Land, 
With ſuch a Beauty to enrich another. 
Arb. Piſh! will ſhe have him? 
Gob. I do hope, ſhe will not Aldi. 
J think, ſhe will, Sir. | 
- Arb. Were ſhe my Father, and my Mother too, 
And all the Names for which we think Folks Friends, 
She ſhould be forc*d to have him, when I know f 
Tis fit: I will not hear her ſay, ſhe's loth. 


tizen in miſtaking Peace for Prax, might have an effect perhaps (at 
leaſt of Laughter) on the groſs Audiences of thoſe Times; tho [ 
queſtion whether it would not meet with a Rebuke from the nicer 


Cob. 


Taſtes in ours. 


P tDowo$s 


N 
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| Gob. Heav n bring my Purpoſe luckily to paſs! . 
7 You know, *tis juſt; ſhe will not need Conſtraint 
- She laves you ſo. Arb. How does ſhe love me ? Speak. 
| Gb. She loves you more than People love their Health, 
e That live by Labour; more than I could love 
. A Man that died for me, if he could live 
| Again. Arb. She is not like her Mother then. 
5 Cob. O, no, when you were in Armenia, 

durſt not let her know when you were hurt: 

For at the firſt, on every little Scratch, ä 

She kept her Chamber, wept, and could not eat, 

Till you were well; and many times the News 

Was ſo long coming, that before we heard 

She was as near her Death, as you your Health. 

Arb. Alas, poor Soul ! but yet ſhe: muſt be rul'd; 

I know not how I ſhall requite her well, 

[ long to ſee her; have you ſent for her, 

To tell her I am ready? Gob. Sir, I have. 


Enter 1 Gentleman and Tigranes. 


1 Gent, Sir, here is the Armenian King. 
Arb. He's welcome. 

1 Gent. And the Queen Mother and the Princeſs wait 
without. | 
Arb. Good Getrias, bring em in. [Exit Gohrias. 
Tigranes, you will think you are arriv*d | 
In a ſtrange Land, where Mothers caſt to poiſon _ 
Their only Sons ; think you, you ſhall be ſafe? | 

Ter. Too fafe I am, Sir, 


Enter Gobrias, Arane, Panthea, Spaconia, . 
Mardonius, Beſſus, and two Gentlemen. 
(23) Ara. As low as this I bow to 5 and would 
As 


4? 


de. 


(23) 4s low as this I bow to you, and would 
As low as is my Grave, to ſhew a Mind 
Thankful for all your Mercies. 
t 
3; 1 Arb. O fand up 
f And let me kneel; the Light will be aſham'd 
nicer 
To ſee Obſervance done to me by you.) There is a fine Paſ- 
ſage, upon a ſimilar Occaſion, in SHAKESPEARE's Coriolanus; to 
50. | 5 3 which 


| 
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As low as is my Grave, to ſhew a Mind 


Thankful for all your Mercies. Arb. O ſtand up, 

And let me kneel; the Light will be aſnam'd 

To ſee Obſervance done to me by you, 

Ara. You are my King. 

Arb. You are my Mother, riſe ; | 

As far be all your Faults from your own Soul, 

As from my Memory; then you ſhall be 

As white as Innocence herſelf. Ara. I came 

Only to ſhew my Duty, and acknowledge 

My Sorrows for my Sins; longer to ſtay, 

Were but to draw Eyes more attentively 

Upon my Shame; that Pow'r, that kept you ſafe 

From me, preſerve you ſtill! Arb. Your own Deſires 

Shall be your Guide. ' Exit Arane. 
Pan. Now let me die, ſince I | 

Have ſeen my Lord the King return in Safety. 

J have ſeen all the Good that Life can ſhew me; 

I've ne'er another Wiſh for Heav'n to grant, 

Nor were it fit I ſhould; for I am bound 

To ſpend my Age to come, in giving Thanks. 


That this was granted me, 


Gob. Why does not your Majeſty ſpeak ? 
Arb. To whom? Gob. To the Princeſs. 
Pan. Alas, Sir, I am fearful; you do look 


On me, as if I were ſome loathed Thing, 


That you were finding out a way to ſhun, 


Gob. Sir, you ſhould ſpeak to her. Arb. Ha? 
Pan. I know, I am unworthy, yet not ill: arm'd with 


which our Authors might poſſibly have an Eye : 
Vol. O fand up Ble 
Whilft with no ſofter Cuſhion than the Flint 
I kneel before thee; and unproperly 
Shea Duty as miſtaken all the while 
Between the Child and Parent. 
Cor. What is this? 
Your Knees to me? to your corrected Son? 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillip the Stars; then let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars gainſt the fiery Sun; 
Murth'ring Impoſſibility, to make 
What cannot be flight Work, 3 
which 
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which Innocence here I will kneel, *till I am one with 
Earth, but I will gain ſome Words and Kindneſs from 


ou. . 
: Tigr. Will you ſpeak, Sir? 
Arb. Speak, am I what I was? | 
What art thou, that doſt creep into my Breaſt, 
And dar'ſt not fee my Face? ſhew forth thyſelf: 
(24) I feel a pair of fiery Wings diſplay'd, 
Hither, from thence; you ſhall not tarry there, 
Up, and be gone, if thou be'ſt Love, be gone: 
Or I will tear thee from my wounded Breaſt, 
Pull thy lov'd Down away, (25) and with a Quill | 
By this right Arm drawn from thy wanton Wing, 
Write to thy laughing Mother thy Blood; 
That you are Pow'rs bely*d, and all your Darts 
Are to be blown away, by Men reſolv'd, | 
Like Duſt; I know, thou fear'ſt my Words, away. 
Tiger, O Miſery! Why ſhould he be fo flow? 
There can no Falſhood come of loving her; 
Though I have given my Faith, ſhe is a Thing 
Both to be lov'd and ſerv'd beyond my Faith: 
[ would, he would preſent me to her quickly., + 
Pan. Will you not ſpeak at all? Are you ſo far 
From kind Words? Yet to fave my Modeſty, 
That muſt talk till you anſwer, do not ſtand 
As you were dumb, ſay ſomething, though it be 
Poiſon'd with Anger, that may ſtrike me dead. 
Mar. Have you no Life at all? For Manhood fake, 


(24) I feel a pair of fiery Wings diſplay d 1 
Hither, from hence: ] I have retriev'd the genuine Reading 
here by the Addition of a ſingle Letter, from the eldeſt Quarte in 
1619; and the ingenious Mr. Sympſon likewiſe obſerv'd to me, that it 
ſhould be ſo; and was a Speech with Action. 
(25) - And with thy Quill 
Drawn by this right Arm from thy wonted Wing, 5 
Write to thy laughing Mother in thy Blood 3}. The Alterations, 
made here, are likewiſe from the Authority of the eldeſt Quarto's; 
and Mr. Sympſon's Sagacity here ſaw, that the Changes, which are ſo 
confirm'd, were abſolnely neceſſary, Thy laughing Mother ——— 


JV. enus is by the Poets, both Greek and Latine, characteriz d with the 
Epithets of g1Xopnued hs, and ridens, 


1 Let 


216 A 9 and Mo King 


Let her not kneel, and talk neglected thus; 
A Tree would find a Tongue to anſwer her, 
Did ſhe but give it ſuch a lov'd Reſpect. 
Arb. You mean this Lady: Lift her from the Eat 
Why do you let her kneel 15 long ? vo | 
Madam, your Beauty uſes to command, 
And not to beg. What is your Suit to me! 2 
It ſhall be granted, yet the Time is ſhort, 
And my Affairs are great: 
But where's my Siſter? I bade, ſhe ſhould be 3 
(26) Mar. What, is he mad? + - b | 
Ar. Gobrias, Where i is ſne? 
Cob. Sir. Te 
Arb, Where is ſhe, Man | ? . | 
Cob. Who, Sir? | 5 
Arb. Who, haſt thou forgot my Siſter? 
Gob. Your Siſter, Sir? 
Arb. Your Siſter, Sir? Some one cha hath a Wr, 
Anſwer, where is ſhe? _ 
 Gob. Do you not ſee her there? ? 
Arb, W here? | 
Gob; There. 
Arb. There, where? 
Mar. S light, there, are you blind? 
Arb. Which do you mean, that little one? 
Gob. No, Sir. | 
Arb. No, Sir? Why, do you mods me? I can ſee 
Na other here, but that petitioning Lady. 
Gb. That's ſhe. 
Arb. Away. 
Gob. Sir, it is ſhe, 
 Arb. 'Tis falſe, 
Gob. Is it? 
Arb, As Hell; by Heav'n, as falſe as Hell 


(26) What is ſhe mad?) There is no Reaſon to ask this with re. 
Nd to the Princeſs ; ſhe had given no Symptoms of any thing like 


adneſs, which the King had ; and concerning him is the Queſtion 
ask'd. Mr. Seqvard. 


The Change is authoriz d by the Quarto in 1619, and the Folio in 


1679. 
My 
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My Siſter ——— Is ſhe dead? If it be fo, 


Speak boldly to me? for I am a Man, 

And dare not quarrel with Divinity; 

And do not think to cozen me with this: 

[ ſee, you all are mute and ſtand amaz'd, 
Fearful to anſwer me; (27) it is too true, 

A decreed Inſtant cuts off ev'ry Life, 
For which to mourn, is to repine; ſhe dy'd 
A Virgin though, more innocent than Sleep; 


As clear as her own Eyes; and Bleſſedneſs 


Eternal waits upon her where ſhe is: 
know, ſhe could not make a Wiſh to change 
Her State for new, and you ſhall ſee me bear | 
My Croſſes like a Man; we all muſt die, | y 
And ſhe hath taught us how. Gob. Do not miſtake, - 
And vex yourſelf for nothing; for her Death A 
Is a long Life off yet, I hope: Tis ſhe, 
And if my Speech deſerve not Faith, lay Death 
Upon me, and my lateſt Words ſhall force  _: 
A Credit from you. Arb. Which, good Gobrias ? 
That Lady, doſt thou mean? Gob. That Lady, Sir, 
She is your Siſter, and ſhe is your Siſter 
That loves you ſo, tis ſhe for whom I weep, 
To ſee you uſe her thus. Arb. It cannot be. 
Tigr, Piſh! this is tedious, 
| cannot hold, I muſt preſent myſelf, 
And yet the Sight of my Spaconia 


—— mmm it is too true, 

A decreed Inflant cuts off ev'ry Life, _ | 

For which to mourn is to repine ; ſpe died © Wanke 

A Virgin, though more innocent than Sheep,] The King has 
been mourning for his Siſter's ſuppoſed Death; and then immediately 
comforts himſelf up, that ſhe died a Virgin. But this Paſſage has 
long labour'd under a wrong Reading, a wrong Pointing, and, thence 
conſequently, an abſurd Reaſoning. If ſhe were more innocent than 
1 Sheep, might ſhe not therefore die a Virgin? But how low and 
ridiculous is it in a Prince to compare the Iunocence of a fine youn 


Lady, his beloved Siſter, to that of a Sheep? I have cured the Point- 


255 ang retriey'd the genuine Reading, by the Aid of the old Quart 
NI 19, 5 4 | 


'T duch 


| 1 
| 
| 
; 
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Touches me, as a ſudden Thunder- clap 
Does one that is about to ſin. Arb. Away, 
No more of this; here T pronounce him Traitor, 
The direct Plotter of my Death, that names 
Or thinks her for my Siſter; tis a Lye, 
The moſt malicious of the World, invented 
To mad your King; he that will ſay ſo next, 
Let him draw out his Sword and ſheath it here, 
It is a Sin fully as pardonable : 
She is no Kin to me, nor ſhall ſhe be; 
If ſhe were ever, I create her none: 
And which of you can queſtion this? my Pow'r 
Is like the Sea, that is to be obey*d, - 
And not diſputed with: I have decreed her 
As far from having part of Blood with me, 
As the nak' d Indians; come and anſwer me, 
He that is boldeſt now; is that ny Siſter ? 

Mar. O, this is fine. 

Bef. No, marty, ſhe is not, an't pleaſe your - Maieſty, 
I never thought ſhe was, ſhe's TY like you. 

Arb. No, tis true, ſhe is not. 

Mar. Thou ſhow'dſt be hang d. 

Pan. Sir, I will ſpeak but once; by the ſame Pow'r 
You-make my Blood a Stranger unto yours, 
You may command me dead; and ſo much Love 
A Stranger may importune; pray you, do; | 
If this Requeſt appear too much to grant, 
Adopt me of ſome other Family, 
By your unqueſtion*d Word; elſe I ſhall live 
Like ſinful Iſſues that are left in Streets 
By their regardleſs Mothers, and no Name 
Will be found for me. | 

Arb. I will hear no more, | 
Why ſhould there be fuch Muſick in a Voice, 
And Sin for me to hear it ? All the World 
May take Delight in this; (28) yet *tis Damnation 


| (28) — and 'tis Damnation 


For me to do ſo;] To make Senſe and true Reaſoning, the _— 
junct 


For 
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For me to do ſo: You are fair, and wile, 
And virtuous, I think; and he is bleſt, 
That is ſo near you as a Brother is; - 
But you are nought to me but a Diſeaſe; - 
Continual Torment without Hope of Eaſe; 
Such an ungodly Sickneſs I have got, 
That he, that undertakes my Cure, muſt firſt 
O'erthrow Divinity, all moral Laws, 
And leave Mankind as unconfin'd as Beaſts; 
Allowing em to do all Actions 
As freely, as they drink when they defire, 
Let me not hear you ſpeak again; yet ſo 
| ſhall but health * the Want # that, 
The having which would kill me: No Man here 
Offer to ſpeak for her; for I conſider 
As much as you can fay; I will not toil 
My Body and my Mind too, reſt thou there, 
Here's one within will labour for you both. 

Pan. I would, I were paſt dea | 

Gob. Fear not, Madam, 
The King will alter, *tis ſome ſudden Rage, 
And you ſhall ſee it end ſome other wa. 

Pan. Pray Heav'n it do! 

Jig. Though ſhe, to whom I ſwore, be here, 10 cannot 
Stifle my Paſſion longer; if my Father, 
Should riſe again diſquieted with this, ; 
And charge me to forbear, yet it would out. 7 
Madam, a Stranger, and a Pris'ner begs ++”: ft” 
To be bid welcome. Pan. You are welcome, Sir, 
think; but if you be not, tis paſt me 
To make you ſo: For I am here a Stranger 
Greater than you; we know from whence you come; 
But I appear a loſt Thing, and by whom | 
Is yet uncertain, found here the Court, 
And only ſuffer'd to walk up and down, 


junction and muſt be changed into the diſeretive Particle Jet. The 
King means, all the World, beſides himſelf, may take Delight in 


ne Muſick of n but it would de Damnation in him to 
010, 
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As one not worth the owning. Spa. O, I fear 
Jigranes will be caught, he looks, methinks, 

As he would change his Eyes with ber; ſome Help 
There is above for me, I hope. 

Tigr. Why do you turn away, ms. weep ſo faſt, 
And utter Things that miſ-become. your Looks, 
Can you want owning ? Spa. O, tis certain ſo. 

Tigr. Acknowledge yourſelf mine. 

Arb. How now? Tigr. And then 
See if you want an ann Arb. They are talking, 

_ Tigr. Nations ſhall own you for their Queen. 

Arb. Tigranes, art not thou 1 ma ? 

Troy, 1 am: | 

Arb. And who is this? 1 leo ws fl 

Tigr. She is your Siſter. Arb. She i 1 «fo: 

Mar. Is ſhe ſo again? that's well. Arb. And then 
How dare you offer to change Words with her? 

Tigr. Dare do it! Why? You brought me hither, Sir 
To that Intent. Arb. Perhaps, I told you ſo; | 
If I had ſworn it, had you ſo much Folly 
To credit it? The leaſt Word, that ſhe ſpeaks, 

Is worth a Life; rule your diſorder d Tongue, 
Or I will temper it. Spa. Bleſt be that Breath 

Tigr. Temper my Tongue! — Such Incivilities 
As theſe no barbarous People ever knew: 

You break the Laws of Nature, and of Nations; 

You talk to me as if I were a Priſoner 

For Theft: My Tongue be temper'd? I muſt ſpeak, - 

If Thunder check me, and I will. Arb. You will ? 

Spa. Alas, my Fortune! 1 | 
Der. Do not fear his Frown, + I... 

Dear Madam, hear me. ned 

Arb. Fear not my Frown? But that twere baſe in me 
To fight with one, I know I can o ECO, 

Again thou ſhouldſt be conquer'd by me. 

Mar. He has one Ranſom with him already; methinks, 
"T were good to fight double, or quit. 

Arb. Away with him to Priſon : Now, Sir, ſee © 
If my Frowns be regardleſs; Why delay you? 
Seize him, Bacurius; you ſhall know my Word F 

weeps 


, 
o 


Sweeps like a Wind; and all, it grapples with, 
Are as the Chaff before it. Tigr. Touch me not. 
Arb. Help there. Tipr. Away. 
1 Gent. It is in vain to ſtruggle. 
2 Gent. You muſt be forc'd. | 4 
Bac. Sir, you muſt pardon us, * 
We muſt obey. Arb. Why do you dally there? 
Drag him away by any thing. Bac. Come, Sir. 
Jig. Juſtice, thou ought'ſt to give me Strength enough 
To ſhake all theſe off; (29) this is Tyranny, * 
Arbaces, ſubtler than the burning Bull's ; Ko 
zo) Or that fam'd Tyrant's Bed. Thou mightſt as well 


(29) —— — this is Tyranny, | 
Arbaces, ſubtler than the burning Bulls; ] What burning 
Bulls the Editors had in their Heads, I am unacquainted with. Fa/or, 
[ know, towards obtaining the golden Fleece, was obliged to combat 
with brazen-footed Bulls, that breath'd Fire from their Noftrils. But 
theſe were only ſome of the Guardians of the Fleece; and how is 
any Tyranny concern'd in this? The Allufion is to the Tyranny of 
Phalaris, who incloſed the Wretches, that had offended him, in a 
Bull of Braſs, and burn'd them alive; being delighted to hear their 
Groans expreſs the bellowing of a Bull. This was, indeed, Tyranny. 
One Perillus, we are told, made this Savage Preſent to Phalaris ; 
and the Tyrant made the firſt Experiment upon him of his own cruel 
Ingenuity ; Upon which, Ovid has very properly obſery'd, 
Nec Lex ef} juſtior ulla 
Duam necis Artifices thn perire ſud. | 
„There is no more equal Juſtice, than that the Artificers of Miſ- 
chief ſhould ſuffer by their own bad Arts.“ | 


(30) Or that fam'd Titan's Bed.] Here the Editors (from the Folio 
Edition of 1679, downwards) have foiſted in another ſham Fable. 
What fam'd Titan's Bed was this? The T:tans took up Arms againſt 
Jupiter, with Intent to dethrone him; and, being vanquiſh'd, were 
thrown into ſubterranean Yolcano's, and overwhelm'd with Moun- 
tains, But where, again, was the Tyranny of this? They rebell'd 
ayainſt a rightfull Prince, and were juſtly puniſh'd. The Quarto 
Edition of 1628, gives it us thus ; 25 OA 

Or that fam'd Tyrant's Bed, ——— _ 5 


1 


And this is the true Reading. The Poets allude to the Bed of the 


inhumane Procruſtes, an infamous Robber of Attica, who compell'd 
all his Priſoners to lie in it; and, if they were too ſhort, he by Racks 
ſtretchd out their Limbs to the Extent of it; if they were of too tall 
a Stature, he lopp'd off their Feet, and reduced them to a Length 
ſuitable to his Bed. Both Mr. Seward and Mr. Sympſon ſagaciouſly 
law, that Tyrant was the Word of our Authors. ial 
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Search iꝰ the deep of Winter through the Snow _ 
For half- ſtarv d People, to bring home with thee, 
To ſhew em Fire and ſend em back again, | 
As uſe me thus. | 9945 
Arb. Let him be cloſe, Bacurius. [ Exe. Tigr. and Bac 
Spa. I neꝰ er rejoic'd at any Ill to him, ; 
But this Impriſonment: What ſhall become 
Of me forſaken? Gob. You will not let your Siſter 
Depart thus diſcontented from you, Sir? | 
Arb. By no means, Gobrias, I have done her Wrong, 
And made myſelf believe much of myſelf, 
That is not in me: You did kneel to me, 
Whilſt I ſtood ſtubborn and regardleſs by, 
And, like a God incenſed, gave no Ear 
To all your Prayers: Behold, I kneel to you, 
Shew a Contempt as large as was my own, 
And I will ſuffer it; yet at the laſt 
Forgive me. 
Pan. O you wrong me more in this, | 
Than in your Rage you did: You mock me now, 
Arb. Never forgive me then, which is the worſt 
Can happen to me, Pan. If you be in Earneſt, 
Stand up and give me but a gentle Look, 
And two kind Words, and I ſhall be in Heav'n. 
Arb. Riſe you then too; here I acknowledge thee 
My Hope, the only Jewel of my Life, 
The beſt of Siſters, dearer than my Breath, 
A Happineſs as high as I could think; 
And when my Actions call thee otherwiſe, 
Perdition light upon me! Pan. This is better 
Than if you had not frown'd, it comes to me, | 
Like Mercy at the Block, and when I leave 
To ſerve you with my Life, your Curſe be with me! 
Arb. Then thus I do ſalute thee, and again, 
To make this Knot the ſtronger ; Paradiſe 
Is there: It may be, you are yet in Doubt, FE 
This third Kiſs blots it out — I wade in Sin = 
And fooliſhly intice myſelf along ; 0 
Take her 3 4 her a Priſoner 


In her own Chamber cloſely, Gobrias. F 
8252855 | Pan, 
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Pan. Alas, Sir, why? 
Arb. I muſt not ſtay the Anſwer, 
Do it. Gob. Good Sir! Arb. No more, do i it, I lay. 
Mar. This is better and better. 
Pan. Yet hear me f| 
Arb. J will not hear you ſpeak. 
Away with her, let no Man chink to ſpeak 
For ſuch a Creature; (31) for ſhe is a * 
A Poiſoner, and a Traitor. 
Cob. Madam, this Office grieves me. I 
Pan. Nay, it is well; the King is > leaſed with it. 


Arb. Beſſus, go you along too with her; I will prove 
All this that I have ſaid, if I may live | 


So long; but I am deſperately ſick, 


For ſhe has given me Poiſon in a Kiſs; 

She had it *twixt her Lips, and with her Eyes 

She witches People : Go, without a Word. 
Exeunt Gob. Pan. Beſ. and Spaconia. | 

Why ſhould you, that have made me ſtand in War 

Like Fate itſelf, cutting what 'Threads I pleas'd, 

Decree ſuch an unworthy End of me, 

And all my Glories? What am I, alas, 

That you oppoſe me? If my ſecret Thoughts 

Have ever 3 Swellings againſt you, 

They could not hurt you; and it is in you 

To give me Sorrow, that will render me 

Apt to receive your Mercy; rather ſo, 

Let it be rather ſo, than puniſh me 

With ſuch Unmanly Sins : (32) Inceſt is in me 


DT 
(31) — r foe is a Witch, 
4P Priſoner and a 2 itor,] Here is a Blunder of the Co oy 
its; who, ſeeing in the Line above Orders given to take Pant 
away, had foiſted in this Lection upon us: But Poioxer is the Word 
that the Poets gave her. So,-in a few Lines below; 
| SY as given me Poiſon in a Kiſs, 
She had it 'twixt her Lips. Mr. Sy ks 
And the Conjecture is e by the Zuarto's in wg, 1631, 
and 1676, 
(32) —— Inceſt is in ne 
Dwelling already, and it muft be holy 
That * it thence, ] The Obſcurity of this Paſſuge Pane 
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Dwclling already; and it muſt be holy, | 
That pulls it thence ; where art, Mardonius ? 

Mar. Here, Sir. | | 
Arb. I pray thee, bear me, if thou canſt; 

Am I not grown a ſtrange Weight? 

Mar. As you were, 

Arb. No heavier ? 0 

Mar. No, Sir. Arb. Why, my Legs 
Refuſe to bear my Body; O Mardonius, 
Thou haſt in Field beheld me, when thou know'(t 
I could have gone, though I could never run. 

Mar. And fo I ſhall again. Arb. O, no, tis paſt, 

Mar. Pray you go reſt yourſelf. 

Arb. Wilt thou hereafter when they talk of me, 
As thou ſhalt hear nothing but Infamy, 
Remember ſome of thoſe Things? 

Mar. Yes, I will. | ; | 

Axb. I pray thee, do: For thou ſhalt never ſee me ſo 
again, N | | 

Mar. I warrant you, | [Exeunt, 


© Enter Beſſus alone. 


Beſ They talk of Fame, I have gotten it in the Wars, 
and will afford any Man a reaſonable Penny-worth: 
Some will ſay, they could be content to have it, but that 
it is to be atchiev'd with Danger; but my Opinion is 
otherwiſe : For if I might ſtand ſtill in Cannon: proof, 
and have Fame fall upon me, I would refuſe it: My 
Reputation came principally by thinking to run away, 
which no Body knows but Mardonius, and, I think, he 
conceals it to anger me. Before I went to the Wars, ! 
came to the Town a young Fellow, without Means or 
Parts to deſerve Friends; and my empty Guts perſuaded 
me to lye, and abuſe People, for my Meat; which ! 

did, and they beat me: Then would I faſt two Days, 


me a great while; but by pondering often over it, I think, I have 
traced che Intention of the Poets. The King would ſay, that Inceit 
has already taken up its Reſidence in him; and is a Sin of ſo horrid 
a Dye, that nothing but the Aſſiſtance of the Hoy Powers can ex- 
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till my Hunger cry'd out on me, Rail ſtill; then, me- 
thought, I had a monſtrous Stomach to abuſe em again, 
and did it. In this State I continu'd till they hung me 
up by th' Heels, and beat me wi Haſle-Sticks as if 
they would have baked me, and have cozen'd ſome Body 
wi' me for Veniſon: After this I raid, and eat quietly: 
For the whole Kingdom took Notice of: me for a baffled 
whip'd Fellow, and what I ſaid was remembred in Mirth 
but never in Anger, of which I was glad; I would, it 
were at that Paſs again l. After this, Heav'n calls an 
Aunt of mine, that left two Hundred Pounds in a 
Couſin's Hand for me, who, taking me to be a gallant 
young Spirit, raiſed a Company for me with the Money, 
and ſent me into Armenia with em: Away I would have 
run from them, but that I could get no Company, and 
alone I durſt not run, L. was never at Battel but once, 
and there I was running, but Mardenius cudgel'd me; 
yet I got looſe at laſt, but was ſo afraid, that I ſaw no 
more than my Shoulders do; but fled with my whole 
Company amongſt mine Enemies, and overthrew em: 
Now the Report of my Valour is come over before me, 
and, they ſay, I was a raw young Fellow, but now I am 
improv'd; a Plague on their Eloquence! *twill coſt me 
many a Beating; and Mardonius might help this too, if 
he would; for now they think to get Honour on me, 
(33) and all the Men I have abus'd call me freſhly 
to Account, (worthily, as they call it) by the way of 
Challenge. 4 jen | 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Good-morrow, Captain Beſſus. 
Beſ. Good-morrow, Sir. | 
Cent. I come to ſpeak with you. 
Beſ. You're very welcome. 3 
Gent. From one that holds himſelf wrong'd by you 
ſome three Years ſince: Your Worth, he ſays, is fam'd, 


(33) and all the Men I have abui'd call me freſhly worthily, 
a; they call it by the way of Challenge.] I have retriev'd two Words 
from the old Quarto; and by regulating the Pointing, and the Ad- 
dition of a Parenthefir, have cured this Paſſage of its Obſcurity. 


Vor. I. - . | and 
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and: he doth nothing doubt but ”— 4 hos kim Right, 
as beſeems a Soldier. | | 
Beſ. A Pox on 'em, ſvicheh ary: all! 1 
Gent. And a flight Note Þ have about me for you, for 
the Delivery of which you muſt excuſe me; it is an 
Office that Friendſhip calls upon me to do, and no way 
offenſive to you; fince I deſire but Right on both Sides, 
' | Bef. * Tis a Challenge, Sir, is it not ? 
Gent. Tis an Inviting to the Field. 


Beſ. An Inviting? O Sir, your Merey z What a Cem 
plement he delivers it with? He might as agreeable to 


my Nature preſent me Poiſon with ſuch a Speech: Um, 


um, um, Reputation, um, um, um, call you to Account, 
um, um, um, forc d to this, um, um, um, with my Sword 
um, um, um, like a Gentleman, um, um, um, dear to 
me, um, um, um, Satisfaction: "Tis very well, Sir, I do 
accept it, but he muſt await an Anſwer this thirteen 
Weeks. 

Gent. Why, Sir, he would be glad to wipe off his Stain 
as oo as he could. 

Beſ. Sir, my Credit I am already ingag Fl to two 
0 — an wave all which muſt 1 their Stains 
wip'd off, if that be the Word, before him. 

Gent. Sir, if you be truly ingag'd but to one, he ſhall 

a competent Time. 

7. Upon my Faith, Sir, to two Hundred and ewelve, 
and J have a ſpent Body, too much bruis'd in Battel; ſo 
that I cannat Loh, I muft be plain, above three Com- 
bats a Day: All the Kindneſs T can ſhew him, is to ſet 
him reſolvedly in my Roll, the two Hundred and thir- 
teenth Man, which is ſomething; for, I tell you, I think 
there will be more after him, than before him, I think ſo; 
pray you, commend me to him, and tell him this. 

Gent. I will Sir, Good-morrow to you. 

Exit Gentleman. 

Beſ. Good-morrow, good Sir Certainly, my ſafeſt 
way were to. print myſelf a Coward, with a Diſcovery 
how I came by my Credit, and clap it upon every Poſt; 
Þ have received above thirty Challenges within this two 
Hours ; ee all but the firſt I put off with Engage 

ment; 


im ſor the Paper. 


ment; and, by good Fortune, the firſt is no malder of 


Fighting than I, ſo that that's referred, the Place where 


it muſt be ended is four Days Journey off, and our Ar- 
bitrators are theſe: He has choſen a Gentleman in Travel, 


and I have a ſpecial Friend with a quartain Ague, like to 


hold him this five Years, for mine: And when his Man 
comes home, we are to expect my Friend's Health: (34) 


If they would ſend me Challenges thus thick, as long as 


] liv'd, I would have no other Living; I can make 
ſeven Shillings a Day o' th* Paper to the Grocers: Yet I 
learn nothing by all theſe but a little Skill in comparing 
of Stiles. I do find evidently, that there is ſome one 
Scrivener in this Town, that has a great Hand in writing 
of Challenges, for they are all of a Cut, and fix of em 
in a Hand; and they all «end, my Reputation is dear to 


me, and I muſt require Satisfaction. Who's there? More 


Paper, | hope; no, tis my Lord Bacurius , I fear, all 
is not well betwixt us. 1 
| Enter Bacurius. ws 
Bac. Now, Captain Beſſus, I come about a frivolous 
Matter, caus'd by as idle a Report: Tou know, you 


were a Coward. 


Beſ. Very right. 


Bac. And wrong'd me. 

Beſ. True, my Lord. n 8 

Bac. But now People will call you Valiant, deſertleſiy, 
ene yet for their Satisfaction, I will have you fight 
with me. | | | 
Beſ. On d Lord, my deep Engagements 

Bac. —— of your Engagements, Captain Beſſus, 
it is not to be put off with an Excuſe: For my own 
Part, J am none of the Multitude that believe your Con- 
verſion from Coward. e 


(34) if they would find me Challenges thus thick, as long as I lied, 
I would hawe no other Living ;) J have ſubſtituted the Word of the 
eldeſt Quarto, which is certainly the true Reading: If they would 
continue to /end him ſo many Letters of Challenge, he could ſup- 
Py all his Neceſſities by the Money, that the Grocers would give 
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Beſ. My Lord, I ſeek no Quarrels, and thi belongs 
not to me, I am not to maintain it. 

Bac. Who then, pray? _ 58 | 

- Beſ. Beſſus, the Coward, eng you. Bac. Right. 

Beſ. And ſhall Beſſus the Valiant maintain what Beſſus 
the Coward did? © 

Bac. I pray thee, leave theſe cheating Tricks; I ſwear, 
thou ſhalt fight with me, or thou ſhalt be beaten extream- 
ly, and kick*d. | 

Beſ. Since you provoke me e thus far, my Lord, I will 
fight with you; and, by my Sword, it ſhall coſt me twenty 
— but 1 will have my Leg well a Week ſooner 

«Mrs 
Ep Your Leg? Why, what ails your Leg? P'Il do a 
Cure on you, ftand up. [ Kicks him. 

Beſ. My Lord, this is not Noble i in you. 

Bar. What doſt”” thou | with ſuch a Phraſe in thy 
Mouth! ? I will kick thee out of all good Words before 
I leave thee, 

Beſ. My Lord, I take this as a Puniſhment for the 
Offence I did when I was a Coward. 

Bac. When thou wert? Confeſs thyſelf a Coward ſtill, 

or by this Light, I'll beat thee into e | 

Beſ. Why, I am one. 

Bac. Are you ſo, Sir? And why do you wear a a Swhrd 
then ? Come; unbuckle. 

Beſ. My Lord? 

Bac. Unbuckle, I fay, and give it me; or, as live, thy 
Head will ake extreamly. 

_ © Bef. It is a pretty Hilt, and, if your Lordſhip ke an 
Affection to it, with all my Heart 1 preſent it to you 
for a New-year's-gift. | 

Bac. I thank you very heartily, ſweet Captain, farewel, 

Beſ. One Word more, I beſeech your Lordſhip to 
render me my Knife again. 

Bac. Marry, by all means, Captain; cheriſh yourſelf 
with it, and eat hard, good Captain; we cannot tell 
whether we ſhall have any more ſuch. Adieu, dear 
_ [Exit Bac. 

wes I will make better Uſe of this, than of my N 
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A baſe Spirit has this Vantage of a brave one, it keeps 
always at a Stay, nothing brings it down, not Beating. 
I remember, I promis'd the King in a great Audience, 
that I would make my Back- biters eat my Sword to a 
Knife; how to get another Sword, I know not nor 
know any Means left for me to maintain my Credit, but 
Impudence: Therefore I will out- wear him and his Fol- 
lowers, that this is all that's leſt uneaten of my Sword. 
e [ Exit Beſſus. 
Enter Mardonius, " 


(35) 5 move the King, he is moſt ſtrangely 
| ter'd : 14 05 
I gueſs the Cauſe, I fear, too right; Heav'n has 
Some ſecret End in't, and it is a Scourge;  , » +. 
No Queſtion, juſtly laid on him: He as follow'd me 
Through twenty Rooms; and ever, when I ſtay 
To wait's Command, he bluſhes like a Girl, 
And · looks upon me, as if Modeſty T 

| Kept in his Buſineſs; fo turns away from me; 

Bur, if I go on; he follows me again. 


Enter Arbaces, 


See, here he is. I do not uſe this, yet 7 
I know not how, I cannot chooſe but wee n 
To ſee him; his very Enemies, I think, W 
Whoſe Wounds have bred his Fame, if they ſhould fee 
Him now, would find Tears i' their Eyes. 

Arb. ] cannot utter it; why ſhould I keep 
- A Breaſt to harbour Thoughts I dare not ſpeak? 


* $8. 


U WW Darkneſs is in my Boſom, and there lie | 
"Y A thouſand Thoughts that cannot brook the Light: 
to (35) PI move the King, e.] This and all the ſubſequent Scene 


<> —— — — — 
— — —— — —— 2——— — — —— — i. 5 . — 
* 


betwixt the King and Mardonius has all along been printed as Proſe ; 
elf but it came from the Poets ſtrictly in Metre. To ſuch I have reduced 
ol] it with no ſmall Difficulty, and with the great Aſſiſtance of the in- 
| genious Mr. Seward : Not without the Neceſlity of throwing out, 
ar here and there, ſome ſew trifling Monoſyllables, which were foiſted 
: in, as I preſume, by the Players, to ſupport a Cadence more to their 
d: Minds; N which, indeed, much incumber the Verſification. 
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Ho wilt thou vex me, when this Deed is done, 
Conſcience, ee ee ee p 
Mar. How do you, Sir? 
Arb. Why, very well, Mardonius ; 
How doſt thou do? Mar. Better than you, 1 fear. 
Arb. J hope, chou art; for to be plain with thee, 
Thou art in Hell eiſe: Secret ſcorching Flames, 
That far tranſcend earthly material Fires, | 
Are crept into me, -and there is no Cure. 


Is it not ſtrange, Mardonius, there's no Cure? ? 
Mar. Sir, 


8 Either 1 miſtake, or there is ſomething hid 


That you would utter to me. Arb. So there is, 
But yet I cannot do it. Mar. Out with it, Sir, 

If it. be dangerous, I will not ſhrink _ 

To do you Service, I ſhall not eſteem 

My Life a weightier Matter than indeed 

It is : I know, *tis ſubje& to more Chances ' 
Than it has Hours, (36) and I were better loſe it 
In my King's Cauſe, than with an Ague, or 

A Fall, or ſleeping to a Thief; as all theſe : 
Are probable enough: Let me but know 

What I ſhall do for you. Arb. It will not out: 
Were you with Gobrias, and bad him eve 

My Siſter all Content the Place affords, | 
And e — Leave to ſend and ſpeak to "whom 
She p Mar. Yes, BiryTiwas.”” 2 


(35) —ͤ.—— — I Were better boſe it f 
In my. King's Cauſe, than with àn Ague, or 
| A Fall, or ſleeping to a Thief; c.] I own, I did not un- 
derſtand, i. Neepin to a Thief; I had conjectured 
or he eeping to my Death; | 
i. e. meaning, by a Lethargy, or Apoplexy. But I have retraQted 
my Conjecture, as Mr. Seward has given me ſo ingenious a Comment 
on the Paſſage. 
This is a very ſ{enfble Expreſſon: What can be more ſo, 
«« than to call, being ſlabb'd in one's Sleep by a Thief, one of the 
% common Accidents by which our Lives may be taken away. Be- 
«« ſides, the Expreſſions, an Ague, or a Fall, or Seeping to a Thief, 
contain the three common Methods of Death (in ppoſition to the 


oy * one of dying in War in our King's, and Country's Cauſe) 
8 vix. Cickneſe, 100. 


Arb. 


nce, or Villany. N Mr. Seward. 
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Arb. And did you to 


Bacurius ſay. as much about Tiras "W 


Mar, Les. 

Arb. TL hat's all my Buſineſs. 

Mar. O ſay not ſo, n a 
You had an — of all this en Ry 
Beſides, I think, this Buſineſs might be utter d | 
More careleſly. Arb. Come thou ſhalt have i it out; 
do beſeech thee by the Love thou haſt 
Profeſt to me, to ſee my Siſter from me. 

Mar. Well, and what then? ap, That's all. 

Mar. That's tran We: 


Shall I ſay nothing to her? ., Not a Wards. 


But if thou lov'ſt me, find ſome ſubtle Way 


To make her underſtand by Signs. Mar. But what ſhall : 


I make her underſtand ? = O Mardonius, 
For that I muſt be pardoned. Mar, You I 
But I can only ſee her then. Arb. 'Tis true; 

Bear her this Ring then, and, on more Advice, 
Thou ſhalt ſpeak to her: Tell her I do love J 


My Kindred all: Wilt thou? Mar. Is there no more? 


Arb. And her the beſt; better than a Broth'r loves 
His Siſter : That is all. Mar. Methinks; this need not 
Have been deliver'd with ſueh Caution; I'll do it. 

Arb. There is more yet; Wilt thou be faithful to me? 

Mar. Sir, if I take upon me to deliver it, 

After I hear it, I'll paſs through Fire to do it. 

Arb. I love her better than a Brother ought z - - 

Doſt thou conceive me? Mar. I hope, I do not, Sir. 


Arb. Thou'rt dull, kneel down before her, and ne'er 


Again, *till ſhewill loye me. Mar. I think, ſhe does. [riſe 
Arb. But better than ſhe does, another Way; 

As Wives love Husbands. 
Mar. Why, there are few Wives, 

That love their Husbands better than ſhe does you. 
Arb. Thou wilt not underſtand me: Is it fit 

This ſhould be utter'd plainly ? Take it then, 

Naked as it is: I would deſire her Love 

Laſciviouſly, lewdly, inceſtuouſly, 

To do a Sin that needs muſt damn us boch; 


Qs 
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And thee too: Doſt thou underſtand me now? 
Mar. Yes, there's your Ring again; what have 1 done 

| Diſhoneſtly in my whole Life, name it, Sir, 

That you ſhould put ſo baſe a Buſineſs to HER . 
Arb. Didſt thou not tell me, then, that thou would? 
Mar. Yes, if I undertook it; but if al! [do it? 

My Fairs were Lives, I would not be engag d | 

In ſuch a Cauſe to ſave my laſt of Life. | 
Arb. O Guilt! how poor and weak a thing art hin? 

This Man that is my Servant, whom my Breath 
Might blow about the World, might beat me here 

. Having this Cauſe; whilſt I, preſt down with Sin, 

Could not reſiſt him: Dear Mardoniu f. 

It was a Motion mis-beſeeming Man, | 

I'm ſorry fort. Mar. Heav'n grant, you may be fo! 

You muſt underſtand; nothing, that you can utter, 

Can move my Love and Service from my Prince. 

Otherwiſe,” I think, I ſhall not love you more. 

For you are ſinful, and if you do this Crime, 

You ought to have no Laws. For after this, 

It will be great Injuſtice in you to puniſh 

Any Offender, and for any Crime. 

For myſelf; I find my Heart too big: I feel, 

I have not Patience to look on whilſt you 

Run theſe forbidden Courſes. Means I have 

None but your F avour, and J am rather glad 

That I ſhall loſe em. both together, than keep em 

With ſuch Conditions; I ſhall find a Dwelling 

Amongſt ſome People, where though our Garments per- 

Be coarſe, we ſhall be richer far wit hin, | {haps 

And harbour no ſuch Vices in em: The Gods | 

Preſerve and mend you! 

Arb. Mardonius, ſtay, Mardonius; for though | 

- My preſent State requires nothing but Knaves 

To be about me, ſuch as are prepar d 

For every wicked Act, yet who does know, 

But that my loathed Fate may turn about, 

And I have Uſe for honeſt Men again? 

I hope, I may; I prithee, leave me not, 


Enter 


- 
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ne ; — Beſſus,.. ae 77 A 
Beſ. Where is the King? Feen 
Beſ. An't pleaſe your e there” * the Knife. 

K Arb. What Knife? 

t? Bef. The Sword is eaten. & A BMHIY 30 
Mar. Away, you Fool, the ie King is erde, * 4 

And cannot now admit your Vanities: N 
Beſ. Vanities! I'm no honeſt Man, if my Bäng have 

not brought it to this; what, do you” think, IIl ye? 

Arb. No, no, tis well, 9 "tis very well; I'm 
Oy on't. | A 

If your Keeps brongltt it to this, your Ene- 
mies 22 Cutlers, come leave the Ki | 

Beſ. Why, may not Valour approach him? | 

Mar. Yes, but he has Affairs; „ or I ſhall be 
ſomething unmannerly. with you. 

Arb, No, let him ſtay, Mardonius, Jet kim y; 37 00 
have Occaſion with him very weighty, . 15 0 
And I can ſpare you now. Mar. Sir 

Arb. Why, I can ſpare you now. 8 

Beſ. Mardonius give way to theſe States A Fairs, 70 

Mar. Indeed, you are fitter for his preſent Purpoſe. 

[Exit Mar. 

Arb. Beſſus, I ſhould imploy thee, wilt thou dot? 

Beſ. Do't for you? By this Air, I will do any thing 
re Exception, be it a good, 2p; or JE 
thing. 

Arb. Do not ſwear. 

Beſ. By this Light, but 1 will, any y thing whatſoever. 

Arb. But I ſhall name the Thing, 

Thy. Conſcience will not ſuffer thee to do. 

Beſ. I would fain hear that Thing. 

Arb. Why, I would have thee get my Siſter for me 3 
Thou underſtandſt me, in a wicked manner. 

Beſ. O, you would have a Bout with her? 

Pl do't, or do't, i faith. | 
Arb. Wilt thou, doſt thou make no more ont; 
Te More? No, why is _ any thing elle? If there 
be, it ſhall be done too. 

ler 8 Arb. 


aps 
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Arb. Haſt thou — eater Senſe of ſuch a Sin? 

Thou art too wicked for my Company, 

Though I have Hell within me, thou may ſt yet 

Corrupt me further: Pray thee, anſwer me, 

How do I ſhew to thee after this Motion? "EM 
Beſ. Why, your Majeſty looks as well in my Opinie 

As ever you did ſince you were born. 

Ab. But thou appear ſt to me after thy Grant... 

The uglieſt, loathed, deteſtable Thing a 

That I have met with. Thou haſt Eyes 

Like Flames of Sulphur, which, methinks, do dart 

Infection on me; and thou haſt a Mouth 

Enough to take me in, where there do ſtand 

Four Rows of Iron Teetn. | 
Beſ. I feel no ſuch thing, but tis no matter how! 

look; I'll do my Buſineſs as well as they that look bet. 

ter; and when this is diſpatch'd, if you have a Mind 

. Mother, tell me, and you ſhall fee I'll ſet it 


1 My Mother ern forgive me, to fra) 
wh with Horror: Now I hate thee 
5 my Sin, which, if I could come by, 
Should ſuffer Death eternal, ne'er to riſe 
In any Bfeaſt again. Know, I will die 
Languiſhing mad, as J reſolve I ſhall; - 
Fer I will deal by ſuch an Inſtrument : 
Thou art too ſinful to rs in this; 
7 


3 


Out of the World, awa 
Beſ. What do you mean, Sir? 
Arb. Hung round with Curſes, take thy fearful Flight 
Into the Deſarts, where mongſt all the Monſters, 
If thou find'ſt one ſo beaſtly as thyſelf, 
TI ſhalt be held as innocent. 
- »Bef, Good Sir — . | 
Arb. If there were no ſuch Infioumens as thou, 
We Kings could never act ſuch wicked Deeds: 
| Seek out a Man that mocks Divinity, "1 
That breaks each Precept both of God and Man, 
And Nature's too, and does it without Luft, 
Meerly becauſe it is a Law, and good, 
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And hve with him: for him thou canſt not ſpoil. > 199 
Away, I ſay, I will not do this Sin. [Exit Beſſus. 
ll preſs it here, till it do break my Breaſt; 
It heaves me to get out; but thou art a Sin, 578700 
And ſpight of Torture 1 will keep thee in. [ Exit. 
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Euter Gobrias, Panthea, and Spaconia. 


Cab. HAV E you written, Madam: 6 
Pan. Yes, good Gobrias. _ 2 

Cob. And with a Kindneſs, and ſuch winning Words 

As may provoke him, at one Inſtant, feel 

His double Fault, your Wrong, and his own Raſhneſs? 
Pan. I have ſent Words enough, if Words may win 

From his Diſpleaſure; and ſuch Words, I hope, [hin 

As ſhall gain much upon his Goodneſs, Gobrias. 

Yet fearing, ſince they're many, and a Woman's, 

A poor Belief may follow; I have woven 

As many Truths within em to ſpeak for me, 

That if he but be gracious, and receive em?“ 
Cob. Good Lady, be not fearful ; though he ſhould not 

Give you your preſent End in this, believe it, 

(37) You ſhall feel, if your Virtue can induce you 

To labour out this Tempeſt (which I know, _ 

Is but a poor Proof *gainſt your Patience: ) 

All thoſe Contents, your Spirit will arrive at, 


(37) You ſhall feel, if your Virtue can induce you 

To labour, on't, this Tempeſt which I know, 

Is but a poor Proof 'gainſt your Patience: 

All thoſt Contents, your Spirit will arrive at, 

Nexwer and fweeter to you, ] The Corruption of the Letters 
nd Stops of this Paſſage hath ſpoil'd both Senſe and Grammar. It 
bound, without queſtion, be as I have reform'd the Text. The 
Lmendation, I think, ſelf-evident. , Mr. Seward. 

had likewiſe made this Regulation myſelf, and it is authoriz'd by 
lie old Quarto in 1619, ; N 


Newer 
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Newer and ſweeter to you; your Royal Brother, 
When he ſhall once collect himſelf, and fre 
How far he has been aſunder from himſelf; 
What a mere Stranger to his golden Tanperr 
Muſt from thoſe Roots of Virtue, (never dying, 
Though ſomewhat ſtop'd with Humour, ) ſhoot again 
Into a thouſand Glories, fair Branches | 
High as our Hopes can look at, ſtraight as Juſtice, 
Loaden with ripe Contents; he loves you dearly, | 
I know it, and, I hope, I need not farther 
Win you to underſtand it. Pan. I believe it. 
But howſoever, I'm fure, I love him dearly : 
Sq dearly, that if any thing I write 
For my Enlarging ſhould beget his Anger, 
Heav'n be a Witneſs with me and my Faith, 
I had rather live-intomb'd here. 
Cob. You ſhall not feel a worſe Stroke than your Giie 
I am ſorry, tis fo ſharp; I kiſs your Hand, 
And this Night will deliver this true Story, 
With this Hand to your Brother, 
Pan. Peace go with you! _ 
You are a good Man. ES HE i. LEE 
My Spaconia, 
Why are you ever fad thus? $96 O dear Lady tn 
Pan. Prithee, diſcover not a Way to Sadneſs, 
Nearer than I have in me; our two Sorrows 
Work like two eager Hawks, who ſhall get higheſt; 
How ſhall I leſſen thine ? for mine, 1 4275 
Is eaſier known than cur' d. N= 
Spa, Heav'n comfort both, 
And give yours happy Ends, liver 2 
Fall in my ſtubborn Fortunes ! 
Pan. This but teaches - | 
How to be more familiar with our Sorrows, 
That are too much our Maſters : Good Spaconia, 
How ſhall I do you Service? Spa. Nobleſt Lady, 
You make me more a Slave ſtill to your Goodneſs ; 
I only live to purchaſe Thanks to pay you, 
For that is all the Buſineſs of my Life now. 
I will be bold, ſince you will have it fo, 


To 


rief, 


To 
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To ask a noble Favour of you. 8 14 
Pan. Speak it, tis yours; for from 0 wet a 8 
No il Demand has Iſſue . "x 
Spa. Then, ever virtuous, let noi your Will * 
In helping me to ſee the Prince Tigranes,” 67 
With whom I'm equal Priſoner, if not more. Yi may 
Pan. Reſerve me to a greater End, Spaconia; : 
gacurius cannot want ſo much Good-manners I 
As to deny your gentle Viſitation, . > 11 
Though you came only with your own: Sed 
Spa. I know, they will deny me, crore Madam, | 
Being a Stranger, and ſo little fam'd, 5 
38) So utter empty of thoſe Excelteticies 
That tame Authority; but in you, ſweet Lady, 
All theſe are natural; beſide, a Poõ-wr 
Deriv'd immediate from your Royal Brother, F bet} 
Whoſe leaſt Word in you may command the Kingdoms!” 


Pan. More than my Word, HO you * carry, 
For Fear it fail you. 


Spa. Dare you truſt a Token? Kae 

Madam, I fear, I am grown too bold a Beggar., ; 
Pan. You are a pretty One, and, truſt me, Lady, A 

lt joys me, I ſhall do a Good to you, 

Though to myſelf I never ſhall be happy: | 

Here, take this Ring, and from me as a'T oken 

Deliver it; I think, they will not ſtay you: 

9 all your own Deſires go with. you, 24 ; * 
Spa. And ſweet Peace to your Grace! un 1992 
Pan. Pray Heav'n, I find it. [Exeunt. 


Euter Tigranes, in Priſon. 


75 gr. Fool that J am, I have undone myſelf, 
And with my own Hand turn'd my Fortune round, 
That was a fair one: I have childiſhly - 


(38) So utter empty 1 thoſe Excellencies | D 
That tame Authority ;] The oldeſt Quarto i in 1619 reads, that 
have, Kc. but the Quarto's in 1631, 1661, and 1676, all concur in 
pring us the Word tame, which, without doubt, is the true Reading. 
he means, ſhe is utterly void of thoſe Talents that can have any 9 
oul over People in Office and Power. 


„ Play'd 


238 A King, and. No King. 


Play d with my Hope fo long, till I have broke it, 

And now too late I mourn for't; O Spaconia! 
Thou haſt found an even Way to thy Revenge now ; 
Why didſt thou follow me like a faint Shadow, | 
To wither my Deſires? But, wretched Fool, 
Why did I plant thee *twixt the Sun and me, 
To make me freeze thus? Why did I prefer her 
To the fair Princeſs? O thou Fool, thou Fool, 
Thou Family of Fools, hve like a Slave ſtill; : 
And in thee bear thine own Hell and thy Torment, 
Thou haſt deſery'd it: Couldſt thou find no Lady 
But ſhe, that has thy Hopes to put her to, 
And hazard all thy Peace? None to abuſe, 
But ſhe that loy*d thee ever? (poor Spaconia !) 
And ſo much lov'd thee, that in Honeſty 
And Honour thou art bound to meet her V irtues : 
She, that forgat the Greatneſs of her Grief 
(39) And Miſeries, that muſt follow ſuch mad Paſſions, 
Endleſs and wild in Women; ſhe that for thee, 
And with thee, left her Liberty, her Name, 
And Country; you have paid me, equal Heav'ns, 
And ſent my own Rod to correct me with, 
A Woman: for Inconſtancy I'll ſuffer; 

Lay it on, Juſtice, *till my Soul melt in me 

For my unmanly, beaſtly, ſudden-Doting 

Upon a new Face; after all my Oaths, 
Many, and ſtrange ones. 

I feel my old Fire flame again and burn 

So ſtrong and violent, that ſhould I fee her 

Again, the Grief and that would kill me. | 

And Miſeries, th 7 uch aſlioms, 
(99 Zea, art Wild as D , A . whilſt he 

is ſpeaking in Praiſe of one Woman, abuſe all Women in general! 
| Beſides, had he a mind to abuſe em, and apply the Epithet will to 
them, he cou'd with no Propriety add the other, endleſs : I hope, 
have veſtor'd the true Particle, which gives a very different and a very 
good Senſe to the whole Sentence, 7. e. when, Women, ſo weak to 

efend themſelves, have ſuch ſtrong Paſſions as to fly their Friends, 
and follow a Priſoner into an Enemy's Country, they muſt run the 


Hazard of endleſs and wi/d Miſeries Or if the Epithets ende,. and 


wild be apply'd to Paſſions, the Senſe will be much the ſame, and the 
Emendation as neceſſary. | Mr. = 
W- 75 11 er 


mJ md. 


- 
__ 
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wi. -of 


Enter Bacurius and eee 


Ba 2 Lady, | 
Your Token 1 acknowledge, you may paſs; 
There is the King. 
Spa. I thank your Lordſhip for it. [Exi Bac 
Tigr. She comes, ſhe comes, Shame hide me ever 
from her, | A2 | 
Would, I were bury'd, or ſo far er Wer 2 r 75 4 
Light might not find me out, I dare not ſee 0 
Spa. Nay, never hide yourſelf; or were you kid, 
Where Earth hides all her Riches, near her Center; 
My Wrongs without more Day would light me to you: 
| muſt ſpeak, &er I die; were all your Greatneſs | 
Doubled upon you, you're a perjur d Man, 1 01 
And only mighty in your Wickedneſss ö 
Of wronging Women. Thou art falſe, falſe, bn, 
, | live to ſee it, (40) poor Spaconia lives | 101 
To tell thee thou art Lale; and tell thee more; 1 
She lives to tell thee, thou art more unconſtant. 
Than all ill Women ever were together. 
Thy Faith as firm as raging Over-flows, 
That no Bank can command; as laſting 
As Boys? gay Bubbles, blown i' th Air and broken: | 
The Wind is fix*d, to thee; and ſooner ſhall, | _ 
The beaten Mariner with his ſhrill Whiſtle 
Gim üg loud Mutant of the ranckdndtine TY" 
nd ſtrike it ſmooth again; than th Soul fall! 
Tove Peace in Love with any: Thou art all 
ny all good Men muſt hate and if thy Story A 3A7 
tell fucceeding Ages ou wert, a os, 
O, let it ſpare me in it, leſt true Lovers, hi 
n Pity of my Wrong, burn thy black Legend, II 
Aud with their Curſes, ſhake thy ſleeping Rar, * f. 


— poor 8 liue- 

77 tell thee then art falſe; and then no mere] Should not 
haconia then have held her Tongue? Ves. But does ſhe fo? The 
next Lines ſhew us, ſhe does not. To cure this Tg therefore, 4 
think, we ought to read. 

To tell ther, thou art falſe ; and tell thee more „ Mr, Gagen, 


Tigr. 


| 
| 
| 
[ 


"of | "feng! 2 No E. 


Tigr. Oh! oh! 

(41) Spa. The Deſtinies, I hope, have pointed out * 
Our Ends alike, that thou may*ſt die for Love, F 
Though not for me; for, this aſſure thyſeltf. . 
The Princeſs hates thee deadly, and will ſooner B 


Be won to marry with a Bull, and fafer, _ 
Than ſuch a Beaſt as thou art. — I have ſtruck, 
I fear, too deep; beſhrew me for it! Sir, . 
This Sorrow works-me, like a cunning Friendſhip, y 
Into the ſame Piece with it; he's aſnam'd, | 
Alas, 1 have been too ru ed: Dear my Lord, 
p I am ſorry, I have ſpoken any thing, OY 
Indeed, I am, that may add more Reſtrainkt 
To that too much you have: Good Sir, be pleas'd 


To think it was a Fault of Love, not Malice; Ji 
And do, as I will do, forgive it, Prince. A 
I do, and can forgive the greateſt Sins T 
To me you can repent of; pray, believe. A 
Trgr. O my Spaconia O thou virtuous Woman! ＋. 
Spa. No more; the King, Sir ls 


Enter Arbaces, Bacurius, and Mardonius. 


Ard. Have you been carefull of our noble Priſoner; 
That he want nothing fitting for his-Greatneſs ? 
Bac. J hope, his Grace will quit me for my Care, Sit. Th 
Arb. *Tis well. Royal Tigranes, Health | 
Tigr. More than the Strictneſs of this Place can give, Sir, WM Sir 


I offer back again to great Arbaces. 75 
Arb. We thank you, worthy prince; and, pray, excuſe us, T. 
We have not ſeen you ſince your being here; 5 

I hope, your noble Uſage has been equal wel 
Wi your own Perſon: Your Impriſonment, hin 
If it be any, I dare fay, is eaſy; yok 
And ſhall not laſt'two Days. e eee e b Bul 


4 
1) The Deſlinies, I hope, hawe pointed but 
5 * ; Our aal, that thou may / 2 for Love, © | ; 
+ + | Though not for me; ] The Second Verſe is waniſeſily defeRtive 
in a Whole Foot. The Qzarto's in 1619, 975 and 1676, all hoe 1 
farniſh'd me with the Word which. I have ſu llituted into the Text, W An 
_ which makes out — Verſiſication. 5 


2 


"4 e No oY = | 


gr. 1 thank-you, Sire +> mono may ond 
My Uſage here hus been the ſame it mas, [ 45 C 
i a — — Conqueror. For my Reſtraint [vb 
It came unk indly, becauſe much unloaked-or ; D 7 YU, 
E - L big ff" 
Arb. What Lady's that, Baris? e * 1 I. 
Bac. One of the Princeſs Wonien, Str. 279772. 3 
Arb. I fear d its | a 11 250 21 
"WU Why comes ſhe hither f 
Bac. To ſpeak with Prince reer 1 1 
Arb. From whom, Bacurius? © 7 1 
Bac. From the Princeſs, Sir = vn I A. 
Arb. I knew, I had ſeen 1 blog at H. 
Mar. His Fit begins to take him now 1 ons ee 
'Tis a ſtrange Fever, and *twill ſhake us ud IEP 
Anon, I fear; I would, he were well ar'dof 
This raging Folly} Give me-the Wars, where Men) "© 
Are mad, and may talk what they liſt, and held! 
The braveſt F ellows ; this pelting prating-Peace -- ” 
Is good for nothing: Drinking's'a Virtue tot. 
Arb. I ſee, there's Truth in no Man, nor Obedience, 
But for his own Ends: Why did you let her in? 
Bac. Twas your Command to bar none from tim 
beſides, 
. The Princeſs ſent her Ring, Sir, " my Warrant. 
Arb. A Token to Tigranes, did-ſhe not? ar! 
Sir, MI Sir, tell the Truth. Bac. I do _ w to he, Sir 
IT no Way I cat, or live by. an . 57 roy 
This is no Token, Sir. 
Mar. This Combat has — rk Nn If wh had. 
well beaten, he had been temperate ;| I ſhall never ſee 
lim handſome again, *till he have a Horſe-man's ſtaff 
9 thorough . his Shoulders, or an Ain. even wu a 
Arb. I am rrifled with. Be Sir? 
bb. I know it, as I know thee to be falſe. - 
Mar. Now the Clap comes. 6 
Bac. Lou never knew me ſo, Sir, I dite Helke it it; 
And, durſt a worſe Man tell me, though my better — | 
Mar. Tis well ſaid, by my Soul. | 
Vol. I. R 


1 


„ M E 


Arb. Surah, ou anſwer, as you had no Life. 
Bac. That 1 ear, Sir, to loſe 


Arb. Lay, Sir, once again. 11 9 70 81 


Bac, You may ſay whatyou pleaſe, S. l 01 


Would, I might do ſo! N Tigm 1.0 
Arb. 1 will, Sir, and ſay o „ this Wotan dabiies 
Letters; by my Life, I know, carries Letters this Wo- 
man does it. 721 b 
Mar. Would, Beſſus were here 10 talen her aide and 


| ſearch her! he would: -quickly tell vou what — carried, 
Sir. YI 


Arb. I have found it out, this Woman carries Tak 


Mar. If this hold, *twill be an ill World for Bawds, 


fee cold and Poſt-boys. I thank Heav*n, I have 
none but his Letters-Patents, Things of his own — 
Arb. Prince, this Cunning cannot dot. 
Tier. Do what, Sir? I reach you not. e 
Arb. It ſhall not ſerve your Turn, Prince. - 1 
Trier. Serve my Tun, Sir? 15 300 
Arb. Ay, Sir, it ſhall not ſerve bon hun. 5 Wu 
Tigr. Be plainer, good Sir. : Bs 
Arb. This Woman ſhall carry no more Letters back to 
8288 Pantbea; by Heav'n, ſhe ſhall not; 2 e the 
not 
Mar. This would make a Saint ſwear like a Soldier 
(42) and a Soldier, like Termagant 


Tigr., This dau . g King, than the Bows yo 

e me. 

Arb. Take 'em away Both, and . let =_ 
Priſoners be, | ſtrictly and cloſely kept, er And | 
— anſwer it ; nn are ones eee 
r, Well, 1am ſubject to you. 

And muſt indure theſe Paſſions: | 


(42) and a Soltier Hike. Tens)! Theſe Words I ave retriev'd 
"Las _ eldeſt Quarto in 1619, R was an old ſwearing, 
ſwaggering Character, well known for fome Centuries paſt. It » 
| — 2 y SHAKESPEARE in his Hamle?; by Sp ENS in bY 


 Fatry Queen; by 1 in his T pte gr. and in 
old Plays. 


I% 1 1 (48 EY 


noblyz*." a A 1 Af 7 J 9 
A : : 4 


King, and No King. 243 
(43) Sa. This is th Impriſonment Pye. Took'd for 
And. ty emen -'[always; 
b ¶Zreunt rie- Spa. B _ 
þ Man: Sir, you have done wel now. Ws 
4 Arb. Dare you reprove it? Mar. No. 
8 Arb. You muſt be croſſing me. 
- Mar. I have RT Sir, to anger You, | 
But a dry Sonnet Corporal's D woo 
id To an old Suttler's Wik, and that III burn, n | 
d, *Tis like to prove a fine Age for the Ignorant. err: u 3 
Arb. How dareſt thou ſo. oft forfeit thy Life - 264 1 
* Thou know'ſt, tis in my Power to take it. 


— —— os ‚——— ny =P RR er — — — — — 2 = 


Ks, | Mar. Les, and 1 know you wo' not, er i you do, 
ve you'll miſs it uickly. f 
A Arb. Why? 


4 Mar. Who ſhall tell. you F hob childiſh F 8 
* When I am dead? Who ſhall-put to his Power = 
ma To draw thoſe: Virtues out of a Flood of Humours, | 
When they are drown'd, and make 'em ſhine an? 25 | 
No, cut my Head oft —_— 
Then you may talk, and be beirnd, and. grow gare. 
(44) And have your too ſelt-glorious Temper rock d 
Into a deep Sleep, and the Kingdom with you; 

Till foreign Swords be in your Throats, and Slaughter 


Be every ou ont you like your F latterers. 
Do, kill me. 


| 
| 
| 
(43) This is th Impriſonment N05. "my for always. ] 17 ſurely, | 
Tigranes had no Reaſon to look for, or ſuſpect, any ſuch Treatment. | 
eldeſt Quarto in 1619, and that of 1676, place this Verſe and | 
the ſubſequent one to the Beginning of Spaconia's Speech; and 8 
certainly belon to her. She 88e Beſs her Fate, that ſhe is to be wi | 
her 1 0 in a Priſon, © I own, tho I would not venture to 
depart fo far from ihe Text, I could wiſh we might ſoppaſs the | 
Authors had wrote ?: n 3] [| 
This is th In PU, I * long' d for luer, oy | | | 
For ſhe had no more Laon to /ook for it, than Tigranes had, . | | 
(44) Aud baue your tov ſelf-g horious Temper rot a | 
; „ Im a dtep Sleep.) Belides the Impropriety of retthy 155 | 
17 5 Sleep, the Expreſſion is too coarſe for the Character of Mardonius 3 | 
in hi who, tho” bold and honeſt, is not abufive, I hope, I have reſtor'd 


ue the original Word. Mr. Seward. - 
This Emendation is finely Ban and is ere __ d 
by the . Verſes that follow. 


che R 2 e 


Arb. Prithee, be tamer, good A 5 (28 
Thou know'ſt, I love thee; nay, I honour thee ;: - | 
Believe it, good old Soldier, I am thine ; 

But I am rack'd clean from myſelf, bear with dl 
Woo't thou bear with me, my N 0 


— "I * va 


44 20 . 
Euter Gobrias. 8 1 8 e 


n 1 i « 34% 


Mar. There © comes a good Man, love him too, he's 


\ 


: temperate, 1 283 L. f 212 III. 90 $ 
You may hve to have Need of ſuch 2 Vuntue, 34 of 
Rag e is not ſtill in Faſhion. on: Kb worbl ww 


8 Welcome, good Golrias. 
Cob. My Service and this Letter to your C, 
Arb. From whom? 2 I 

Gob, From the rich Mine of virtue and al Beauty, 
Vour mournful Siſter. 

Arb. She is in Priſon, Gobrias, is kb not 75 s 1 N 

Gob. She is, Sir, till your Pleaſure do enlarge her, 41 
Which on my Knees I beg. Oh, tis not fit. 
That all the Sweetneſs of the Wold i m:ohe, {it 1 
The Vouth and Virtue that would tame wild Tygers, | 
And wilder People, that have known no Manners, | 
Should hve thus cloiſter d up; for your e p n 
If there be any in that noble Heart. 

Jo her a wretched Lady, and forlorn; ivy 

Or for her Love to you, which is as much 

As Nature and Obedience ever gave, 75 
Have Pity on her Beauties. 

Arb. Pray thee, ſtand up; 'Tis true, ſhe is too . 
And all theſe Commendations but her own; | 
Would, thou hadſt never ſo commended het,” . 

Or I neꝰ er liv'd to have heard it, Gobrias 

If thou but knew'ſt the Wrong her Beauty does her, 
Thou wouldſt in Pity of her be a Lyar; 

Thy Ignorance has drawn me, wretched Man, 
Whither myſelf, nor thou, can'ſt well tell: O my Fate! 
I think; ſhe loves me, but, I fear, another ; 
Is deeper in her Heart: How think'ſt thou, Gubrias: ? 1 
Goh. I do beſeech your Grace, believe it not; 


For, let me periſh, if it wh not falſe ! Good Sir, fe 
her Letter. Mar. 


A Ring)" aud Nw" Ring. 243 


Mar. This Love, or what 5 Devil it is, 1 K not 
begets more Miſchief than a Wake. I had rather be we 
beaten, ſtarv*d, or louſy; than ne within the Air on't. 
He, that had ſcen this brave Fellow charge "through a 
Grove of Pikes but t'other Days and look oh him now 
will ne'er believe his Eyes. again: If he continue thus 


but two Days more, a Tailor may beat him Piu dne 


Hand tied behind him. 

Arb. Alas, ſhe fain would be ät ly 5 
And there be a thouſand Reaſons, Gobyias,” #L 85 5 
Thouſands that will denyt:: Aro N asd 
Which, if ſhe knew, "ſhe would bed 5 Aud 501 
Be where!ſhe'is,"and bleſs her Virtues for ik, & N 2d 


And me, though the were cloſer; the would, ' Gabjias; {SV 
Good Man, ced, ſhe” would. i fig v 


Gob. Then, good Sir, for her Sarkefaction;” One 0 


Send for ker, afid with Reaſon make ber KW 
Why ſhe muſt live thus from you! 2 2 * 01 
5 * I willy" 8⁰ bring her to me. =—  CExennt.” 


oi Of 


"Enter. Beſſus, two i ard a B. 


Beſ. You're''very welcome Both; ſome Stools there, 
And reach a Table; Gentlemen o ' oy Sword, [Boy, 
Pray ſit without more plement; be gone, Child. 

I have been curious in the ſearching of 3 bas „L 
Becauſe I underſtand you wiſe and valiant.” 2 | 
1. Sw. We undlerſtand ourſelves, Sir. 
Bel. Na * , Gentlemen, and my dear Friends "Sword, 
No Complement,” I pray; but to the Cauſe + 
I hang upon, which in few, is my Honour. 


But to your Cauſe 

Beſ. Be wiſe, and ſpeak the Truth my firſt Doubt is, 
My Beating by my Prince. 

1 Sw. Stay there a little, Sir; do you doubt a Beating? 
Or have you had a Beating by your Prince? 


2 Sw. Brother, what think you of this Caſe? 
I Sto. If he has beaten him, the Caſe is clear. 
2 Sto, If he have * him, I grant the Caſe; 5 


2 R 3 But 


2 Sw. You cannot hang too much, Sir, B 


Beſ. Gentlemen o'th* Sword, my Prince has . me. 


— A. King, and No King. 
But how? Fe cuntthy n * 1 0 
I ſay, but how? 


% Even with his Royal Hand. 6 e 43x) 1 


1 Sc. Was it a Blow of Love, or Indenation? x1 
Be. Twas Twenty Blows of Indignation, Gentlemen; 
Beſides two.Blows o'th', Face. mild: 1939; tim 
- (45),2 Sw. Thoſe Blows oth! Face have ande ney 
Cauſe on't, > 3 
The reſt were but an; honourable Rudeneſs, - AS. 
1 Sw. Two Blows o'th* Face, and given by. A work 
Man, I muſt confeſs, as the -Sword-men ſay, Had turn'd 
the Buſineſs: Mark me, Brother, by a worſe; Man: But 
being by his Prince, had they been Ten, and thoſe Ten 
dravm Ten Teeth, beſides the Hazard of his Noſe for 
ever; all this had been hut Fans This is my flat 
Opinion, „ it i boo ndT 4H 
2 Sw. The King may do much, Captains: believe it; 
for had he Seck d your Skull through, like a Bottle, or 
broke a Rib or two wh toſſing of you, yet vou had lot 
no Honour: This is 2 you may. imagine, but this 
is Truth now, Ca; 
5, L vill be pO Fan 8 
But how far may he ſtrike me? ; 
I 99. There is another: A eee Sande 
Time and Diſtance, in which I will deliver my Opinion: 
He may ſtrike, beat, or cauſe to be beaten: For theſe 


1-4 


are natural to Man: Your Prince, I ſay, may beat you, 


ſo far forth as his Dominion reacheth, Se Gr the Dir 
ſtance; the Time ten Miles \a-Day, I take it. OA 
2 Sw. Brother, you err, tis fiſteen Miles ey, L 
His Stage is ten, his Beatings are fiſtcen 
Beſ. Tis of the longeſt, but we Subjeſts maſh — 
1 Sw. Be ſubject to it; you are Wiſe and Virtuous. 
Beſ. Obedience ever makes that noble UE on n't, 
. 4.5 of 


* (45) Thoſe Blons 2 Fate 8 ads a 8 u 0 on 5 | 
The reft were but an horrible Rudene/s.). The bby. I am ſure, 


is an horrible trough, as well as defective, Verſe. Qaarto's of 
1619, and 18 have _ Kere Wiel I . rebate in the 


Text. 3 A a 
* 


I muſt 


Pay n= a e &. > a © to a We 9 OS. Gn 


"0 «King, and Ned, = 


Imuſt trouble you a little further; Gentlemen &th! Sword. 
2 Sw. No Trouble at all to usncgit, if we may! wor 
Profit e „e ate hung 
virtue of our Calling te utter o Orinianz. 929 2 
— and diſereetly. ono nl an bas © H. I. 
Beſ. My foreſt Buſineſs is, 1 have been kick de BABiet 
2 Sw. How far, SI e L mat 300 o L wer 
(46), Bel. Net 50 Hatter myſelk in it, aloe; m 
Fn loft, but not forc d for diſcreetly. I rendred; itz. eo 
ſave that Imputation. 118101 
1 my 22 2 che beſt Part of Valodir. 
2 09W ly B32 Pretty: ; Cauſe ; pray, ponder 
Our Friend here has been kick d. AA VI N * lou t; 
1 Sw, He has ſo, Brother. : 9417822 
2 Sw. Soxely, he as: Now, had he ſet donn here 
Upon the meer Kick, 't had been ewardlyy. 
1 SN. I think, it had been cowardly indeed. 
2 Su. But our Friend has redeem' d it, in ddivering:5 


His Sword without Compulſion; and that Maps 8. 
That took it of him, 1 Pronqunce 1 weak ae wr 
And his Kicks Nullities- ct 0h V 
He ſhould have kick d him after che-delivering, . 2 N 
Which is the Confirmation of a Coward. 1 Tg 


1 Sw. Brother, I take it, you take the Queſt | 
For, ſay, that I were Kick . Ni al: 
2 S0. 1 muſt Not ſay ſo; a7) 21449 Rt 4 bas 1 : (* 9. 


(46) Net to flatter myſelf in it, all over; my an forc'd, but not 
This 22 tend and ridiculous a Tranſpoſition (made thro 

the Error of the Copyiſts, or at Preſt) as we ſhall meet with in haſte. 
Tho' Beſus was by Nature and Habit a Lyar, yet here he meant to 
repreſent the Sans of his Caſe ſeriouſly to the Scword- men, to have 
their Opinion upon it. We find in à preceding Scene, chat, upon 

Bacurius diſcovering him to be a notorious Poltron, he orders him to 
unbuckle and deliver up his Sword. Be 3 and does it with 
a Gaſconade ; ſaying, it is a pretty Hi t, and if his Lordſbip takes 
an Affection to it, with all his Heart hell preſent it to him *. a 
New-years-gift, How then was his Sword forc'd from him? | 
not; for he immediately ſubjoins here to the Sword-menz for 7 45 
creetly render'd it to ſave that Imputation. All che Editions concur | 
in the Blunder; and, T imagine, the-moſt accurate Readers may have 
= d over this Abſurdity. the two Words forc'd and tft — 
Places, and then all is clear and the act t . 2 


DDr 


2 go 1 Ring) and N _ 


Nor I muſt not hear it ſpoke by Tongue of Man. 
You kick d, dear Brother! Tou' re merry. bf | 
„„ os. But pur the Caſe, I were kiek d {37019 y 
4 2 Sto. Let them put it, chat are Things weary of their 
Lives, and know not Honour; Put che 2 were 
„  : kick'd 29 er 2: Us 319108 v1 Mt 
| 1 Sw, [ do not ſay I was kick d- Wo 476 FA 
2 Sto, Nor no filly . ature that wears his Head with- 
out a Caſe, his Soul in a Skin coat: To it'd, dex 
Brother ? „Dan A Ai 3644) 
Beſ. Nay, Gentlemen, let us 4 what we ſhall do, 
Tn and honeſtly; good Sire, to the Queſtion. 
8 15 , Why, then I Hays: Aren Fane Boys Kod, 
tain * 0 oO. 2 0 
06; The Boy my of. be ippor'd he's — 2 


N 


But kick my — oc D611 3” Bin warm = 494 al 1 
1 Sw. A fooliſn forward Zeal, Sir, in my 1 
But to the Boy,. Suppoſe, the Boy were ek, 

Beſ. I do ſuppoſe ieee. 1 [ 

1 Sw. Has your Boy 4 Sword ? fu 1 "Ir © 


* Surely, 2 I ray, ſuppoſe a Sword too,” 't 
I Sw. I do ſu it ; Jou Slant. ur Boy ys 1 
kick'd then. ag 2 4 10 on ig co 1 
2 S. By no means; Captain, levit be ſuppoſed fill; 
the Word ec makes not for use. 
4 1 Sto, L fay this regs: e La F F 


'& 670 1 8. 7 * 100 muſt be rendes A Eats 1 
2 Sw. Tit muſt be granted, Brother? 65 at: 
1 Sw. , this muſt granted. 1 Ear ate! el | 
2 Sw. Still this muſt, c.] The Poets here are flining l was 
almoſt going to ſay, OP) at a Paſlage in- SHALL 5 PEARE 1 
: apr en er 8 111134 . 
We . — dere Mied: wi thy gen. 
: ; 6 Thar f ſhall 74 remain à Poiſon e it Wag: 1.0 
1 + Not prion any furiber. 8 
ads 455 _—_— ae 10 4 1. 
N ar. you this Triton of the in? 1 
Hl abſolute" ſhall? 1 | "I 
\ Com. gutt, from the Canon. em! hy wh 7 
- Cor. Shall! | Sit- wick of, 
5 — — ee thus | 4 ts 
FSi here to oye an Offer, 


uM > 


[LO wU___—_w 


4 


4 Ning, and No- King. 249 
2 Sw. This rnuſt be granted, Brother? / © L 
1 Sw. Ay, this muſt be f l ben dof ban 
8. Still, chis muſt? eee bib 4. \gA 
r 1 Sw. I ſay, this muſt be Sealed n e . 
e 2 Sw. Ay, give me the muſt gain? (48) boden you 
1 Sw. I will not hear you, Waſp. © 
2 Sw. Brother, I ſay, you palter ; the Muſt three inns 
5 together? I wear as ſharp Steel 2s another Man, 9 
7 Fox bites as de 4 muſted, my dea Brother? 
1 


But to the Cauſe 13G GOT DUR e > 
Beſ. Nay, look you; Gentlemen | * — 4 
| 2 Sw. In a Word, I ha- done 
, 14. A Mar, rae es engl 3 
Once more ſuppoſe the Boy kick d. 2 Stv. gear Py 
| 1 1 Sw. And, being beoughly kick d, laughs a at thi 
3 g cker. 297 DOR 770 n LNA I 1 


2 Sw. So much for us; proceec. L 1 


1 Sw. And in this beaten Scorn, as -may call it, 
; Delivers up his Weapon; where lies the Error? 
/ It lies i'th? Beating, Sir, I found it four Days e ; 
2 Sw. The Error, and à ſore one, as I take i u ir 
as Lex in the Thing Kicking. ©. 2 8 
e. T e en 'tis ſo, Wied, Sr. | 
E 1 Sw, NE e En ee. nt " | 
3 Eg There e whole was the : j 
dot? 2 , : ON Een | 
„AL = gs j 
7 | BD Apr "IEEE 9 
— ee heir 15 ee as furfii dr, = 
_ | And 75 ange fi be, who puts Hit hall, © bal zid mos _ 
7 „ His popular ſhall; G. en 241, ol, ni" | 
* 148) 2 SW, omen n He 5 
1 Sw. I awill not hear you, Wasp. Here again is a Sneer:. upon | 
that celebrated quarrelling Scene betwixt N K Caſſus, in | 
SHAKE SPEARR'S yrs Cz 55 run * | 
| Muff I eros yu 17 and and tb | 
Under you — ? prey wr Gods | ; Af 
: You Ball-ds oof the Venom of your "Spleen, 1 
Tho' it do 2 For, from iht Day forth, 7 1 
Pl ufe <6 op per my Mirth, Jem; h , =—_ 
When ou are. "waſpiſh, | | | 
0" 1 


50 A Figs wa * — 


1 Sep. The Cauſ is mighty, but had it been two Logds, 


And Both had kick*d;yau,. if von laugh's,, tis "wg 
| Bef. I did laugh, 4 ic ait t: 7 « 


— 


will that — e denen FR 8 

2 Sn es, it p you, if you Pp Fir 
29 As loud a a kick Man could laugh, 1 laugh 
Sir. =T113 311 903 ; OWE e 


I ew. My Reabon now; the, valiant Man in known... 
y ſuffering and contemning it; you haue 
Enough of both, and you are valiannt. 


2 Sw. If he be ſure, he bas been kick d enough: 
For that brave Sufferance . ſpeak of, Brother, 

: onſiſts not 1 mn 4 Beating away, 1 if) IT 1 N 
ee. from eighteen om 0 

Jo eight and thirty; ele a2, 4 
With Pots of all ſize, Free, ws and een 7 


This owe LINEN Man. e 02.5487 we. 
(49) 8 Re a vebabd > 2H 3 NE ter — 
With Pon of all Size, degrees ; Sb of Bel. 1 1. ; 0 a 
D Vi, bins a'valiant Man.) Whit an inharmonious. Line is b 


this Second hate? | Befides;: Where is the;mighty Difference 1 Lor 


Size and 1 What then if we ſhquld read Daggers? T my 
a pleaſant Paſſage in a Tys 's Perfen bout gane, whom 
ſiyles hartt'headed Fr becaufe th frequent! y "Trp 2 


thrown ab their Pates 355 : 2 8 128 2! TY Or t 
A ents Qognomentum erat duris Capitanibus. + ? 
Caſuuben 12 k. * the Place. Olim inter — Infiouments 
perditi Luxus, et Matulæ in Triclinia inferri ſolitæ; guaz ſep, En 
ubi incaluiſſent, in Capita fibi invicem illiferunt. Hine' didi prop- 
terea Paraſiti, duri Capitones. Mr. Symp/on. 
| My Friend has deliver'd his Conjecture, about ſubſtituting 2 2 Ge 
with Piſtruſt and Diſa tion. But, I believe, I fall ſoon over- As 
come his Modeſty; and demonſtrate the Emendation to he moſt cer- "I: 
" tain. In the 5 Place, the Word has the Sanction of the oldelt Mon 
2uarto in 1619. Then, again, OCR TIPEE, i is * uſt 


racterizing of * to Lygones, he ſays, £64 vom Yiu; | You? 
at Qt 9 e by war fra Slowes, | coul 
At leaft three Hundred Daggers ſet in't . 1: 1240" fy 
As little Boys do Knives in Bot Meat ; | ( 
So, in Rule a Wife: and baue à Wifey cle 
From thence to th Dicin s there F 3 2 0 q 
Needleſs and 6 1 7, 855 „Pots, C andlefiic Pa 
Tables, and „ and all in ove Confuſion, | Ar] 
Aud no Man knew his Friend, . | 
hr Word, Swords, here, is plainly equivalent to Daggers. 55 N 


a Br 


Beſ. Then L am: 5 3 proud 1 
For 125 are all familiar Things to me; [2727 wg * | 
Familiar as my Sleep, or Want of Money's ß / 
15 1 Bodys but one Bruiſe wirh Beating, n | ; . 


have (at? rar GT e 
; n Ml ek a f.o5v6401;381 ant, ge 
2 Sw. Embrace him, Brother; this. Man! is mA iT 
|] know it by myſelf, he's valiant. e 0+ 
| 1 Sw. Captain, thou art a valiant. Genleman, - MT: 
| To abide upon' t, a very valiant Man. 207 
Beſ. My equal Friends o th' Sword, 1 b 
Your Hands to man a Sw. 'Tia 6 een en T 
Beſ. Boy, f „ne G 
et me ſome Wine, and Pen. and. Ink within: 5 1084 of1 
Am I clear, Gentlemen? 1616+; i 5902 
5 1 Sw. Sir, when the World has taken Notice what 
we have done, n OF ++ 


Make much of your Body, for PII pawniyrmy Steel, 
Men will be coyer of their Legs hereafter; ' : 1 2 


= 
4 


4 Beſ. I muſt vou go along and teſtify to tlie 
xt Lord Bacurius, Eon hes mc how you fad. 
be my Cauſe. . DEE Tres; sch ot +20 eat il] OT! N 8 
” 2 $0, Wemill; ad alles ene ide ruPd; | | 
or hens. FORO e e I | 
wa WE g 
pe, | 
, | noed 10% Vt | 
ert, 05. Sir, here's the Princeſs. 39% 1 inne | 
1 Arb. Leave us then alone, „ Oben a T | || 
36 kor the main Cauſe of her Impriſonment ii 
cha- Muſt not be heard by any, but herſelf. (ien Sch | 
5 You're welcome, Siſter; and I would to Heay'n, 14 1 
ed fo bid you by another Nam +. 1 11 / | 
If You above love not ſuch Sins as theſmem | 
ee my Heart with Thoughts as cold as Snom, ” WW | 
„, o quench theſe ri Flames that: hien bare gien - 
Pan, Sir, does it you, I ſhould! ſpeak 2. 


Arb. Pleaſe me: "7 


, more than all the Art of Muſick eang 
= Oi, Thy 


252 4 Ring, and Ius Ning. 
Thy Speech doth b-pleaſ me, for it ever ſounds 


As thou brought'ſt joyful unexpected N D 
| And yet ate Bog bi ſhouldft — 98 n J 
5 I pray thee, think ſo. Pan. Be it ſo, 1 will. Y 
J am the firſt; that ever had a Wrong 1 V 

So far from being fit to have Redreſs, fe 2 2 ba 

That twas unfit to hear it: I will beer w2 

To Priſon, rather than diſquiet you, e u wn il 
And war dil ib he Bel . f. 'Noyado not go 4 
For I will hear thee with a ſerious 8  abids-v7 i © 
I have collected all that's Man about mne T 
Together ſtrongly; and I am eden 0 int ©, 8 
To hear thee largely; but I do beſeech thee, wort 1 . 
| Do not come nearer to me, for there Dun Dio! 4 9970 * 
Something in that, that will undo us —_ 890 1 m T 
Nun. Alas, Sir, am 1 Venom 1 


Masa tel, 1 think thee pag) 
0 of t to ben AV 
As As equa Degree of Heat or Cold. lie 7) Fr 
ature can make: Vet as odd Men ir, 1 5 
— the ſweeteſt and the 1 Vin 
Into Diſeaſes; ſo ſhall I, diſtemper'd, OR 
Do ther; I pray thec, draw no nearer to me. M 
Pan. Bir, thil is that I would: I am 3 5100 10 Gy 


Shut from the World, and why it ſhould be thus, 0 

EE Is all I wiſh to know... Arb, Why, credit me, W 
|  Panthea, credit me that am thy Brother, I 
Thy loving Brother, that there is a Cauſe EY $73 
Sufficient, yet unfit for thee to know. 22 90 oY 

> That t undo thee everlaſting?7y⸗ 1 1 
Only to wilt thou but credit this * RIC 00-2 Th 

By Heava, "Lis tus, beleve it, if thou can ſt. 0 

| Pan. Children and Fools are ever eredullows, 7 I No 


And I am Both, I think, for I believe: tl Th 

If you diſſemble, be it on your Head j '- *' Hu 

Pl back unto my Priſon: Yer, Wetheks; 94% 00 ns 1 
I might be kept in ſome Place des yeware; 0 N 

For in myſelf, I find I know not what | 

To call it, but 1 ap a W 2 Welt 110 


4 


6 IP ſee you often. Q bs. erf 21008 i 
4 ES oye i rl 


* . 8 1 5 
5 * 


"i Kings and Io. Xie. . po 


rb: Fie, you come in a Stex ; whatido you mean? WES: 
Dear Siſter, do not ſoz Alas, N 
Where I am, would you be? Why, that's che Cauſe oT 
You are: impriſon d;: that r- may nat ben um Ba 
Where 1 aan ein arts i nEmouy 10 nn dea 
pan. Then I muſt endure it, Sir; Heav'n keep you! 
* Arb. Nay, you ſhall hear the Cauſe in ſhort, Panthea ; 
8 And, when thou hearꝰſt it, thou wilt bluſn for me; 11 
5 And hang thy Head down like a Violern ! 
Full of the morning Dew: There is a Way 1 264 T 


To gain thy Freedom, but tis ſuch a ne 104 
As puts thee in worſe Bondage, and, I know, N 
T — wouldſt encounter Fire, and make A Proof 1 
Whether the Gods have Care of Innocence, 1 
Rather than follow it: Know, that I've loſt, - R 
he only Difference betwixt Man and Beaſt. 
, My Reaſon. Pan. Heav'n fande ico) 7 
+ Arb. Nay, it is gone; zi on M* : 
And I am left as far without a Bound; * Artern 
As the wild Ocean, that obeys the Winds; 0 a, 
Each ſudden Paſſion throws me where it liſts a 
And overwhelms All that oppoſe my Wüll: "325 mdT 
| have: beheld thee with a luſtful Eye: 


My Heart is ſet on Wickedneſs to at 8 2 A N 


Suh Sins W e, 208 e e e e 3 11 : 
To think of; if thou dar'ſt conſent; to this, oi 


| 

Which, I beſeech thee, do not, chou may ſt en „ | 

IM Thy Liberty, and yield me a Content; 5 | 

f not, thy Dwelling muſt be dark and * ut | 

BM Where 1 may never ſee thee; for, Heav'n oat | 
"2 That laid this Puniſhment upon my Pride, 'Y 

Thy Sight at ſome time enforce my Madnefs oT 1 


To make a Statt een _ Raviſhing ji // + 4/1 _ 
Now ſpit r upon ms and call all Reprogches | well = 
Thou can'ſt deviſe together, and at onee-' +177 (nf, | 


| 
Hurl 'em againſt me; for. I am 3 Sicknebs - v3 10 | 
As killing as the Plague, ready to ſeize-thee, I bak : | 
Pan. Far be it from me to revile the King bag 
hut it is true, that I ſhall rather chooſ‚ſe +7 
x To en out Death, that elſe would ſearch out ewe, 


” 
4 


Wa; Kin. 


And in a Graye fleep with my Innocence; 
Than welcome ſuch a Sin: It is my Fate, 28 2640 
IT To theſe eroſs Accidents I was ordain'd, y: Ne 
And muſt have Patience; and but that my Eyes Y 
| Have more of Woman in em than my 287 ud 
I would not weep: Peace enter you again! ns 
Arb. Farewel, and, good Panthea, pray for mez g 
| Thy Prayers are pure, that I may find a Death ; 
However ſoon, before my Paſſions grow, 
That they forget what 1 deſire is Sin; 
For thither they are tending: If that dip: 
Then I ſhall force thee, the thou wett a Virgin - 
By Vow to Heaven, and ſhall pull a Heap 
Of ſtrange, yet uninvented, Sin upon me. Y 
Pan. Sir, I will pray for you, yet your tall know: f 
It is a ſullen Fate governs us; 4 
For I could wiſh as bicketily: as as you 
J were no Siſter to you, I ſhould then / WL. Xx 1 
Embrace your lawful Love, ſooner than Health, 4 
Arb. Couldſt thou affect me then: Fs r Sf 2, 
Pan. So perfectly, 9811 
That, as it is, I n&er ſhall ſway my Fa "2270 by 
To like another. Arb. Then I curſe my — Tai 
Muſt this be added to my Miſeries / ''- Hl 
That thou art willing too? Is there W Stop 2 ue 
To our full Happineſs, ä meer r e Ati! 0) 
Brother and Siſter? E || 
Pan. There is nothing rn un 
But theſe, alas! will ſeparate us more 
Than twenty Worlds betwixt us. 1 152 
Arb. I have livd ' © + | 
To conquer Men, and now arm 8 
Only by Words, Brother and Siſter: Where 
Have thoſe TR Dwelling? I will find *em uy! 05 
And utter eſtroy dem; but they are | 
2 d: Let em be Men or Beaſts, | 
And I will cut em from the Earth; or Towns, 15 5 8 
And I will raze em, and then blow em up: 
Let 'em be Seas, and I will drink em off, 1 
c Am yet haye unquench'd Fire left in my — 425 


I, 2 > 


4 Eig. and No: Ring, 235 2 


Let em be any thing but meerly Voice. e 188% 
Pan. But tis not in the Po.] of any Force, as 

Or Policy, to conquer them. Arb. Pant beu, Nn 

What ſhall we do? Shall we ſtand firmly here, 

And gaze our Eyes ont? Pan. Would, I could do fo! 

But I ſhall weep out mine. Arb. Accurſed Man, e 

Thou bought*ſt thy Reaſon at too dear a Rate; 

| For thou haſt all thy! Actions bounded in 

f With curious Rules, when ev'ry Beaſt is free: 

7 What is there that acknowledges a Kindred, 

1 But wretched Man? Who ever ſaw the Bull 


Fearfully leave the Heifer that he lik d, 2 E's 
Becauſe they had one Dam? Pan. Sir, I diſturb | 
You and myſelf too; r e 4 


Arb. J will not be ſo fooliſh as I was, 
Stay, we vill Jove juſt as becomes our bunte, 
No otherwiſe: Brothers and Siſters may | Ne. 
Walk Hand in Hand together; ſo will e. 
Come nearer: & there any Hurt in tds I 197 av” 


Pan. I hope not, Si. i 0 5:4 107 lit 5 
Arb. Faith, there is none at all11i1i1i1i1iTviv 151 

And tell me truly now, WIRE no < one e 

You love above me? rins J { 


Pan. No, — 5 et 4. | 
You ſent unto Tigranes, Siſter. | Pan. 8 an 4d of 11 | 
But for another: For the Truth 5 No more. | | 
Il credit thee, thowegult not Le. 50% Tor Hart 1 


Thou art all Truth. ect 42 oat | ; 
Pan. But is there nothing; de, E 1) dow ba | 
That we may do, but only walk ? Methins, * it 
Brothers and Siſters lawfully may: kiſs. | "A * | 
Arb. And fo they may, Panthea, will we, 51 od 1. i 


1 | 
And kiſs again too; we were too ſcrupulous, | N H = 
15 fooliſh, but we will be ſo no more. 
an. If you have any Mercy, let me 8. 3 1 
To Nite, to my Death, — * 2 5 3 | 


I feel a Sin 2 207 75 
Worſe than all wn rk 1 ade: than yours. 
Arb, That is 2 what ſou d we do on = 


| . — K | 0. 4 3 
2 g . 22 2 * Ling. 


2356 
Pan. Fl, Sir, for Heav'ns fake... url: Vim 2d n“ 1 ; 
Arb. Some muſt; way der ref + nt 
N Sin groms ben wi wars by hs e b 03 Wood 10 F 
( Exeunt, furl oy | 
: — TT! ee * — — enema n — 1 
„ oye $f 8 189 och 3: ea N 
ACT V. s N E 1 f 
"Enter Maron and Lebte 
Mar. G1R, the King has bern pur. Ommen, bs I 
believes it; and freely by this Warrant gives you 8 
Power to viſit Prince Tigranes, your noble Maſter. [ 
Ly. I thank his Grace, and kiſs his Hand.” [ 
: Mar. But is the Main of all your Buſineſs ended in this? 
Lyg. I have another, but a worſe; 1 an alba d, it is 
a Buſineſs, — 
Mar. You ren wordhy n told a a Fa B 
. ſure, you are; you may employ me if you pleaſe without T 
your Purſe, ſuch d teyane” ſhould) ever be their own — F 
wards. n ——_— e 
Lyg. I am 4 to your Nobleneſs.” 
Mar. I may have Need 'of you,” and then n this Courth T 
If it be any, is not ill beſtowed; 
(50) But may I civilly deſire — . 
I ſhall not be a Hurter, if no Helper. Fi 
Lyg. Sir, you ſhall know; I have Joſtafoolſh babe. Tt 
| And with her all my Patience, pi d 2 N 
5 By a mean Captain of your King's. | 0h . 
Mar. Stay there, Sit: Fend erafli en F. 
IF bed bett Wonkeb Captain, is WA 
He may well claim a moth ng: t by M 


. «= ) But may 1 cjvidh dirs ** 2 71 Mardenias ** ſeem! 75 Ag 
View, to be over inquiſitive into the Secrets of one, whom he Th 
had never ſeen before: but he, firſt, offers him his beſt Services with- W Th 
out Fee, or Reward. But the Motive of the Poets for this Curiokty An 
: __ to _— uy ns be inform'd that Lygones was — ** 1 Ey 
aconia ; a ſcurvy Captain, a: Br Ces, 
re from him. 1 | For 


Though MW 


Though ſhe were yours, and nablee. 
Lyg. I grant all that too: Bur this wretched Fellow 

Reaches no further than the empty Narng, 1-1/2 7.) 

That ſerves to feed him; were he valiant, 6d ads il 


Or had but in him any noble Nature, 7 25 Ds | 


That might hereaſet promiſe him a good Man, _ WW 

My Cares were ſo much _—_ wn I — 

A Span het fm me. . e 10! 
Mar. I confels, ſuch Win exigh 0 Lo qf 7:1 

Be in all Royal Camps, (have nd, 

To make the Sin of: Coward more deteted U 

In the mean Soldier, chat with ſuch a Foil 2810 1e 70 1 


Sets off much Valour. By Deſcription 


I hould now gueſs him to you; it was ae, 
dare almoſt with Confidence pronounce it. 
Hg. Tis ſuch Hurry. Name a8 Hale and now. 1 
think, tis he. bY 
Mar. Caprain, do you call hitn 2 8 . orf 1 0 he 
Believe me, Sir, you have, a. en, 
Too mighty for your Age: A Pox upon lim! 5 
For that muſt be the End of all his Services: al 
Your Daughter was not mad, Sir? 15 17 * \ | 
Lys. No; would, ſhe had beenn Wl | 
The Fault had had more Credit: + would do — 
Mar. I would fain counſel you, 1 
He's ſo below a Beating, that the Women 
kind him not worthy of their Diſtaves, and d 
Id hang him were to caſt away a Rope; 0 ar cn 10 
He's ſuch an airy, thin, unbodied Coward, 5 
That no Revenge can catch him: Pl] tell you; , Sir - 
And Truth; this Raſcal fears nor God nor Man, 
He has been ſo beaten: Sufferance has made him 
Wainſcot; he has had ſince he was firſt'a Slave, 
Ar leaſt three hundred Daggers fer in Fend, x76 x 
As little Boys do new Knives in hot Meat. 
There's not a Rib in's Body, o/ my — ! 
That has not been thrice broken with dry Beating: | 
And now his Sides look like two Wicker Targets, 
Every way bended; Children will ſhortly take him 
For a Wall, and ſer their Stone-bows in hin Forchead; [ 
Vol. I. S He's 


A Kings. and No King 9 37 


| 238 K. Ka, at, No King. 


He's of ſo baſe a Senſe;\ cannot in — 1 
A Week imagine what ſhall be — to ings: | Ye 
 JLyg. Surely, I have commitaitiaiihe whoa Sig -- aN 
That this baſe Fellow ſhould be made my Rod. 
I would ſee him, n ; 


Mar. Tis no great Hot vi U 1 
A Laming of him, 9 hay _—_ d 
You Pleaſure, Sir, he has it for you, and negs J. 
T'll help you to him: *tis now News to u. by 
To have a Leg broken, or Shoulder out, 0 
With being turn! d o th Stones like Tanſy: * x 
Your Sword, if. you do love it; for, on my een | 
His Head will break it: we uſe him #th* dau e 
Like to a Ram to ſhake a Wall withal. 
HFHere comes the very Perſon of him, Zenn cin ob, 
As you ſhall ſind your Temper, I muſt leave ou -W 
But if you do not break him like a Leer | 
You're much to blame, Sir. (e Mar. | 


1 Enter Beſſus wo the Sword men. 


Lyg. Is your Name Beſſus? + |, + 1 97 4 
Beſ. Men call me Captain Beſts. 1 2u97 mi a0 
Lyg. Then, Captain Beſſus, - . 7 


You're a rank Raſcal, without more Exod, +247 

A dirty froten: Slave; and with the Edi 0 I yy : 

Of your Friends here, I will beat you. | oh 2 : 
2 Sw. Pray, uſe your Pleaſure, Sr: „ 300 mit da: ] 

You ſeem to be a Gentlenamm. ia e 95 ; 
' Lyg. Thus, Captain Beſſus, thus: 19% 7 | 


have ld char cam 2 ( 


* 
17 x a ® 


Thus twinge your Noſe, thus arm thus tread 
Be. Ide beſeech you, 
Lyg. Indeed, I ſhould 


Beſ. 1 take it ſo . 
ens Captain, he heal; deed; ee I 
Ig: Sir, you ſhall have it quickly, and more Beating: t 
You havesftoPn away a W Captain CR 
And ſuch an one —— 1. ere, bin h 
Beſ. Hold; I beſeech you, hold, Sir, 
I never yet ſtole any living Thing 


TOR had a Tooth — -Tyg. 1 == 4 
[4 0 


Ir, 


"Bi d an No Ring... 5p ; 


geſ Wich none but Summer Whores upon my Life, Sir 
My Means and Manners never could „ Hate Noch 45 2 
Above a Hedge or Haycock... um: l 

Tg. Sirrah, that quits not fig, here is this Lady ? 
Do that, 5e de BS. to do Tt, Rt L — 
Or, by my — —-— Brains out 
Waſh em, and put em chat will IJ. 1GOY H 

Be. There was a Ladys t bnte 742 eich do 


Once in my Charge: The Prince Tigranes gave her 


To my Guard for her Safety, how Ius d her 
She may herſelf report, ſh@s with the-Prince now: JS 
did but wait upon her like a Groom, | blid5 


Which the Wil teſtiy, Pim fure # If not, 


My Brains are at ybur Service when pleaſe," Sr, o 
And gal T have em for f T = 0; lalaals * 
Lys. This is moſt likely; Sir, boos ea, 
Lask your Pardon, and am ſorry 1. Bw r HOH 
Was ſo intemperate. Bel. Well, lena ns more, - 
You will think it frage ſtrange now to have me bear you © 3 * 
Ar the frſt Sicht Lys.” Indeed, el "but, 1 know, 
Forgive me, FOR: 3 | 
Beſ. Ves, there's 8 r ja, K 
1 WML ANY 
er is a Whore, el it no. 2185 7 


Ay * +7 11 F 


res kalle, Yer I mil Coane,” Dei AL 
Diſcharge myſelf from being Father to Hes; WEL Nν 
And then back to my = gore 49 and} there diet” 2 
Farewel, good Captain. 6" Tam Log: 


1 


Beſ. Fare wel, Sir, farewel, y 
Commend ine b c. Genc A l 
ö 1 Sto, How now, Captain? Bear up, ess me | 
Beſ. Gentlemen o'th Sword, your Hands once more; 
[ have been kick d again, but tHe fooliſh Fellow is Feni⸗ 
tent, h*as ask d me Mercy, and my Honour's ſafe. 
2 Sw. We knew that, & the fol Fellow had bauer 
have kick'd his Grandfire. anom 
Be. Wage oeh, L feng. . 1 % od bas 
1 Sw, There be our Hands 2 , now le lim come 
eee * 
b | 2 | ef. 


57 Alas l good rind Man, Jt n „let him 
go, EL & 
Emer Lygon en. ee N 


Fob "My Lord, your Authority is g and L am glad 
it is ſos for * Conſent would never you from ſee- 
A ur own King: I am a Miniſter, but nat a Governor: 

this State; yonder is your King. nn INT Lear. 


afl a. Enter Tigranes and Spaconia," © rt 0 


Lg. There by is, indeed, and with, hin. my alen 

Child. AH o 25 
Her. I do ive ws bank ſo much, that yet, 

| Methinks. En A Af 
Lyg. Health to your Majeſty !- 819 bak 
Tigr. What, good Lygones! '. 

Welcome, what Buſineſs. hath brought pi hither? 
Lyg.. Several; my publick Buſine heben, 

By this; I have a M. D 1 Aich! I uo 


Which if it leaſe you ſo to authorize, +1.» / 104 3A 
Is an Emb⸗ from th Armenian State 
Unto Arbaces for your Liberty: n Ty 93 


The Offer's there ſer down, pleaſe you to „ c 
Tigr. There is no Alteration happen'd, lance nit 

I came thence? Iyg. None, Sir, all.isas.it was, | 
Tigr. And all our eee L 35y 21 9h de + 067 


Lyg. All v well... | {1 USdvra te K. 


Spa. Though Ih I have donenothing but v 
I dare not fee my Father, it was Fault (,.,.., 
— not to OE uaint him with that 9 8 rY 
Pour have ſeen 1 vou. 91 i 301 
"= Good Sir, f orgine mf wor Well 5 
Ig. Forgive you, why? I am no Kin t you, * 
Spa. Should it be rocaurd by my 1 
Indeed, Jou are not. 


Ly. Thou could'ſt prate ochappily, 


ge; Was: 


WOT 5 oy 7 * 4 


4 


E'er thou could'ſt go; would, thou chuld- - as well! | 


And how does Cuſtom hold our here? | * Sr? 


Tyg-: Are you | | 
In 7 tl, or how? 5 Whardo you mean? 


He. 


kita . E. LExcunt. | 


2 = AO TH wp” „ 


2 7 


"SS wa" FLY 


4. 
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Lyg. Do you tale Money?:""Ate.you; dome to fel 
Sin yee? Y 111] : :=50O = 30 Y 2 


Perhaps, I can help you to forme fIberul chende 


Or has not the King caſt you off yet? 0 0 ” 61 


Vile Creature, whoſe beſt Commendation is,, © 
That thou art a young Whore, I Would thy eber 4.6! 
Had liv*d to ſee this, ni dar ied Lali bn 
E'er I had ſeen it; hy didſt not make me acquainted. 1 
When thou wert firſt reſolv d to be a a 20 18G 
I would Have ſeen thy hot Luſt ſatisfied Bach 
More privately: I would have deren Dancer | 1 Halle 

And a whole Conſort of Muſicians 77 Yd 
I ny ow Houle ae bes e, 12 5H owT 
Spa. Sir, | was never Whore.” 2 A yM 

Lyg. If thou could'ſt ot „ 


vr bo o much for thyſelf, thou Mou l de carted.” 6.407 
Tigr. Lygones; nay read it, and I like it;: 
You ſhall deliver it. Ig. Well, Sir, I will: but Derag : 

A private Buſineſs with you. Tigi Speak, what ist? 
He. How has my Ae Jo ill of vou, Lr. 051 
That you eee ad 


But out of my Breed? raft. nt vy 2 : 
Tigr. Strumpets, ; Tamer? Yor ul e 
Lyg. Yes; -and-1 with to have you know, I from vs IN 

To get a Whore for any Prince alive, - + ava Þ 


And yet Scorn will not help: : methinks, my Danger 1 
Might have been ſpar d, ere were now dad Lt L 
Tigr. May 8 ſper but ſne's imocent 
As Morning t me, 1 dare wear l 
For al the 0 pal. Dye. Why is ſhe with DST fe 
Can ſhe wait on you better than your Man, 
Has ſhe a Gift in plucking off your Stockings, 
Can ſhe make Cawdles well, or cut your Corn? 
Why do you keep her with you? For a Queen 1 uk 
I know, ay do contemn her, ſo ſhould II 
And ev Subject elſe think much at it. 
9 an think much, due ase mae zum than 
rth: 47H? a 37 
Thou ſee*ſt thy y Queen there: e Ig. Thenhave I made a far 
Hand on't; I call her Mid If 1 
83 Now 


„„ 


Now as her Father chuſe but yoll "v7.1 
Rejoice that ſhe ſhall be a Queen: but if 1m | 
Shall ſpeak to you — — ſhe were mote fit 100 
, , To be your Whore: - N N { 8 gt, 2002 2011 t 0 
. Tigr. Get you about your Buſineſs to — 3 2 
Now vou talk idly. Ig. Les, Sir, will go, —— 
And ſhall ſne be a Queen? ſhe had more Wit, b b b 
Than her old Father, hen ſhe ran awer: 1 | 


Shall ſhe be Queen? now, by my LTroth, tis fine, 
I'Il dance out of all-Meafute at her Wedding: ow? 
Shall I not, Sir? Tigr. Yes, marry, ſhalt thou. 
- Tyg. Vil make theſe withered Kexes bear my Body 
Two Hours together above Ground: 7 r 1. 8% [ 
My Bufineſs requires Haſte: 
| _ Good Heav'n — Shoal [u99 = 1 x 
You are an excellent King. Spa. Farewel; — Father 
+ Lyg. Farewel, ſweet; virtuous Daughter, 


1 — ſo joyful in all my Life, lf! up! 

— — be a en? a irvine þ 

Now I perceive a may. weep for Joy, 

„ rr ſol” (Ent Ligne 
Tigr. Come, my dear Love. 


Spa. But you may ſee:another 5 ,-: 57771 2 it 
N rapper Tigr. Urge it no more, 74 
I have made up a new ſtrong Conſtane ,, 
c Not to be ſhook with Eyes: Tac Thave | we if 
The Paſſions of a Man, but if I meet git 
With any Subject that ſhould hold y s 5 


More e eee e Ne 
And run away from it: let that ſuffice. Eo 
Enter Bacurius and his oy ap 3 


Bac. Three Gentlemen without A K 5 
Ker. Yes, Sir. 8707 


n e .v0a! 
1 Enter Beſſus with the two ee. ww . 4 
ver. They are entred, Sir, already. 


Bac; Now, Fellows, our Bene: Ae tele te 
Gentlemen? 1 D363 1 721 


* 
ae g 
wo | = By 


CC 


— 


"© — 1 No „Kr. 263 
Beſ. My Lord, | have ade e Gen- 
tlemen, my Friends o'th* Sword, 1 1 1 
n Bac. Lam afraid, you'll fight then. 
5 Beſ. My good Lord, I will not. 
7 Your Lordſhip's much miſtaken; fear not, Lord. 
Bac. Sir, I am ſorry for r. 

I % Halt no more in Honourz Gentlemen, you hear 
J my Lord is ſorry. 

7 Bac. Not that I have beaten. yan, bt bent obe that | 
| will be beaten ; 'One whoſe dull Body will require « Las 


ming, | 
As Surfeits do the Diet, Spring and Fal. : 
Now to your Sword- men; what come they for, good | | 
Captain-Stock-fiſh ? -_ . | -" 
Beſ. It ſeems, your Lordſhip ha forgot y Name: i .Y 
Bac, No, nor your Nature neither, though x are 3 
Things fitter, I muſt confeſs, for any thing, __ 6 
Than my Remembrance, or any honeſt Man's: : 
Wi SIR OE be pil'd-up in. my Wood. , 
7 | 
" Beſ. Your Lordſhip holds your Mirth fl, St | 
” continue it! but for theſe Gentlemen, they come — 
Bac. To ſwear you are.a Coward, ſpare * Bock, 1 
do believe it. i | 
Beſ. Your Lordſhip fill draws wide, they comeravouch . 
Under their valiant Hands I am no Coward... | | 
Bac. That would be a Show, indeed, nth Wang: | 
Sirs, be wiſe, and take Money for this Motion, travel! i 
— vill yell nr dance Pl. þ 
ut, or a Cow yield more a Filt- 1 
* ing. This will prove more beneficial to you, if you be 


thrifty, — I. mee imm, 7 24 | 
of moſt valiant Hands, is thus true? 17 5 
2 Swy. It is fo, moſt renonmed. [2d why | 


Bac. Tis ſomewhat ſtrange. 15259159 1 MGR 
1 Sw. Lord, it is ſtrange, yet trum: 
Fehr nn erent En 
To this Man's Head, the Nature of © Bravngy'; 
he And we do find his Honour is come off 
Th Ts 7 this, . 7 
ef. S 4 | , * | 


264 AA King, and Mo King. 
g Bac. You are 2 l your Billo Men, 

'm glad. you're t aptain, twere 
You'd think on 4 Mar to — them, b. 
They' ve undergone a Labour for you, Beſus, 0 
Would have puzzled Hercules with all his Velour L101 

2 Sw. Your Lordſhip muſt underſtand;iwe are no Men 
© th' Law,'that take Pay for our ann 'K/ hc . 
cient we have clear'd our Friend. 

Bac. Let there is ſomething due, which 1, as touch'd i in 

. will e Captain; I'II pay this Rent 

or you. 

fe Spare yourſelf, my good Lord; my brave Friends 
aim at nothing but the Virtue. 

Bac. That's but a cold Diſchar; ©, Sir, for their Pains, 

2 S]. O Lord, my good Lord. 1 

Bac. Be not ſo 3 I will give you Coons 

Beſ. They ſhall dine with * nee hat s ſuffi 

e 

Bar. Somerbing in Hand the while, you- Rogues, yo 
Apple-Squires : 

Do you come hither with your bottled — 2 
Tour windy Froth, to limit out my rt 
1 Sw. I de beſeech your Lordſhip. 

2 Sw, O, good Lord! 

Bac. S'foot, what a beavy of beaten Slaves are here? 
Get me a Cudgel, Sirrah, and a tough one. 
— Mote of Nr Foot, Ido beloecty your Lord: 

P. 


1 Sw. O' this Ale, good my Lond. 


| Bac. You ſhall you ſhall Dang ad your Fellow: — 


Bar. 2 your . Vit 1 L4e fed, 
Forif you hurt my Foot, I'Il have 
You Raſcals. be 0 
1 Sw. Mine's off, m 
2 Sw. I beſeech your Lordſhip, ſtay a nila my Strap $ 
tied to m Cod-piece Point: now, when you pleaſe.” 


Bac; Captain, ee Fri 


for a little too? 
Be/. Lam pery wel, In e L 


Vac. ee ee 


Mungril? 


r 


et hurts my Toe, u 
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Mungril?, eee eee e it 
ick 
0 Here tis, Sirz ſmall Piecę g Arti chat 
a Gentleman, a dear Friend of your Tue nt me 


with, to get ing "Sir y't for, if you mark, the Noſe 
is ſomewhat looſe. 


Bac. A Friend of Adnet y0u Raſcal? T as never wearer 
e than kicking es 


Eiter 1 e Y 77 


| Ser. Here is a a good Cudgel, Sir. 
| Bac. It comes too late, Im wenry ] prey proce do tho | 
| beat them. | 
2 Sw. My Lord, thüs is foul Play, faith; to 5 2 
freſh Man upon us; Men are but Men, Sir. 
hac. That Jeaſt ſhall ſaye your _ Captain, rally 


your rotten Regiment, and be g — T had rather thra 
than be bound to kick theſe Raſcals, 5 l they cry'd, Ho; 


Baſus, you may put your. Hand to them now, and. then 
| you are quit. arewel, as you like this, "I viſit me 


2gain, t will keep me in good Health. Exit Bac. 

2 Sw. H'as a deviliſh hard Foot, Tires 8 che ke 
1. Sw. Nor I, and yet, I am fore, Thave felt 
dred. 


a kun 


2 Sw. If he kick thus i'th' D Dog-days he I be dry- 
2 What Cure now, eee Oil of 
ys | 
Beſ. Why, well enough, I warrant you; you can 
2 Sw. Yes, * be thanked; hoe Thet a . 0 
Ach; ſure, h'as IO my Huckle-bone. * 
136 I ha” 1 bat 
Beſ. A little Butter, Friend, » lcd Bens Wine d 
Parſley is a Sovereign Matter: probatum eſt. 
1 Sto. Captain, we myſt recueſt your Hand now to our 
onours. 

Beſ.. Yes, marry, ſhall ye, and tien er all the World 
tome, we are yaliant to ourſelves, arid there's an end. mn 
dr Nay, arch Guo? a Phe v e top: 

f 2 Sw. O my uts! a 5 p. 
; es they are Murtherers | * 
7 | er 


* 4 | 


„„ eee eee 
4i 1, Buter” Afbaces, with 035 Sthrrd drawn.” 


Is 
75051), Arb, It is geſoly'd: 3 | 
69 es Hell, een e ee 
I will thorough. them: 7 - og 03 if 
a. el Dying: «a il 
Where ye er Lend, 
Amongſt them allthey ſhall not have a Sin, {08 non $1 F 
But I may call it mine: I myſt 
Wr th' Murder of my Friends, = ſo go on, . 
To that inceſtuous Ravi and and e e A 
E frinlen Blow + N 


; Have you bid See * 11; 2 . 77 FE? „ f 74 * | 
Mar. How do.you, = 22 I | 
Arb. Well; i 15 he coming? SUL 1234 1 ung 


Mar. Why, Sir vou EM V4 £ iP +4 n 
Why do your Han Hands pr — 4. lawleſs W. War W761 
yo ba 
"ob "7 et 47 1 ut 7 197 5 


"Gi 2 en avh Je. 
0 ö 2 tan PO * fo 
b 75 2 I mu 4* — _ 121% 
Vith Murthes, of my. Friends, «4 Thus this Paſſage ba 
Nur from the 22 ition quite downwards. But, ſurely, no Cha 
rafter was ever introduced on the Stage, With a Sword drawn and an 
Intention of Self. Murther; and ſo little ſaid, to explain to the Au- 
Savoy: the Driſt of What he was about... But neither Abſurdity in 
is, or Barrenneſs of Invention, are to de placed to the Account of 
the Authors. The noble intermediate line, which I have, inſerted, 
are owing- te the invaluable zar to in 1619. 1 ſaped, why they 
were dr r they border, indeed, a little upon Impiety: 
Preciſene N . or their wiſe NIanager, could not jo 
them pr tho! Arbacet, through the whole Play, i 
drawn a Man of Oct moſt wild and extravagant Mons z tho he ws 
almoſt beſides himſelf with the Thought ef his intended Inceſt; and 
. tho'-he ſhew'd the utmoſt Contempt. of Rel „in that confirm's 


Madneſs of coming up t toa Nee of, deſtroying himſelf.” Ti - ; 
Alb. 


"37 


. 
* 3! > 
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Arb. Thou ankyereſt me one Queſtion with another, 
Is Gobrias coming? Mar. Sir, he is,. rb, 'T wl. 
can forbear your Queſtions then, e pe 
Mar. Sir, I have mark d,. 
Arb. Mark leſs, it troubles you IJ 
And me. Mar, — 10g | ca 
Arb. It may be ſo. Mar. — — 
Hunting r 928% 10 
Arb. _ what of — 4 by * TY | | 
Mar. And now you e new 405 into E l 
As r e 
th, I do confeſs it, will that ſatisfy? 


mAa0 IE 1 


1prithee, get thee gone. Mar. Sir, I will Fur 1 7 
Arb. Will ye? Mar. It is my Duty. | 3 
I fear, you'll Kill yourſelf: I am a Subject, 111 
And you ſhall do me Wrong in't: ies my Cause, A 


And I may ſpeak; Arb. "Thos: 2 — 7 
It ſeems, Mardonius : kill myſelf!, by _— 8 


Iwill not do it yet; and when I will, 11411 
PII tell thee then, I ſhall be ſuch a Creature, 1 
That _ wilt give me 3 without a Word. 

(52) There is a Method in 's Wickedneſs, 
3 — I am not cone 2 
So high as of myſelf, th ff; 212-22 D 
A hundred | 4 


Which I muſt do, and I ll comet ft de 


But take my Oath, not now; be ſatisfied, N 
And get thee hence. 0s ay 4 
Mar. I'm ſorry, "tis ſo ill. en W A 
(53) Arb. Be ſorry then, true Sorrow i lon, . 
ee u 9ldu? 

bert aon 760 andy — no i #7 ma. 
ls 9 „ ia 4 Method i in Man Wi chedneſe, 71 


It grows up by degrees.) This Thought is lainly honed 
on Ven kbar 8 I had wark'd in che Margin of my 


dn, and as Me Sympſon likewiſe hinted to me) My (a7) 
Wenns repent fuit turpiſimas. | * 0 E 
(53) Be forry then ; true Sorrow is alone; Ib "net 


Crieus by thyſelf.) This Reflection is as evidendy baue 


out from one of 22 s Epiprams; 
We aulit vere, gui fine Teſte dul i. 


This, 


268 4 King, and No King. | 
Mar. I pray you, let me ſee your Sword put wy N. 
Before 1 go: Fl leave you then. 

Arb. Muy, 2 wand Folly is this in thee? "wire 
As apt to Miſchief as it was before: 
Can I not reach it, thinkꝰſt thou? theſe ave'Toys 
For Children to be pleas'd with, and not Men, 
Nou / I am fafe; you think: I would, the Book 

Of Fate were here; my Sword is not ſo ſure | 061 
But I would get it out and mangle that, . . 
That all the Deſtinies ſhouſd quite forget uM 
Their fix*'d Decrees, and haſte to make us new; | OY 22. 
Far other Fortunes mine ou not be worſe; Ai 
Wilt thou now leave me? 

Mar. Heav'n put into your — —— Thoughts 


Pl leave you, though I fear... A N Mar 
Arb. Go, thou art honeſt. ore Ob Lich 0 bu 

Why ſhould the hafty Error + my Youth” bn! 
Be ſo e eee e pipe Manor em 
Helplefs wen 21 8 4 A Ji ob 1071 Ws? 
"Enter Gobi. 7 hes 15 b 

Cob. There is he King, now 1 L ke; 


(54) Arb. Draw near, thou guilty MT qu 2 75 ' 

That art the Author of the loathed*ſt-Crime-' / 

Five Ages have brought forth; and har me ak 

Curſes incurable, and all the Evils 

Man's Body or his Spirit can receive, C vr i 

Be with thee fi 39013 on batt 
Cob. Why, Sir, do you curſe ns thus? ff wh 
Arb. Why do I curſe hes?! if theo Mah.” 

Subtle i in Curſes, that exceeds the reſ, 

His'worſt Wiſh on thee! thou haſt broke my He: 


This, if I remember right,” was: thus render'd' by our facetion 
Tom Brown. 
' "That Mas grieves with a Witness, who ee without obe. 

(54) Draw near, \ thou guilty Man,] The ſubſequent Scenes, to the 
57 the Play, have been through the whole Courſe of the Impreſ⸗ 
fions deliver'd down to us as Proſe; but I have reſtor'd them to their 
Nri& Metre and Verfification: And thro' my whole Edition (where the 
* lations, or Caſtrations, by the Stage do not GE me in it 
* to do our — the, — Juſtice. 6 ; 

00, 


Geb. How, Sir, have I preſerv/@ you from a Childs 
From all the Arrows, Malice, or Ambitioaͤnnnn ! - / 
Could ſhoot at you, and have I this He Pap 22 San es 7 
ot Arb. *Tis-true; thou didſt prefe: © mes and in that 
Wert crueller than hardned Murthen * Hack 5718) 51 
Of Infants and their Mothers? chou'didſt ſave me, hs. 6 
Only till thou hadſt ſtudied Out a Way l {15 LOW 11 
How to deſtroy me cunningly thyſeltèCk!̃̃ d RN 
This was a curious Way of Torturing. l 1% 480 
Cob. What do you mean? 1 „ 0 797 7 1 FA AW 
Arb. Thou know'ſt the Evils chou ek cone to me; 1 
Doſt thou remember all thoſe witehing L, * tt 


Ms 


Thou ſent' ſt unto me to Armenia 2nis by bis 
id with the Praiſe of my beloved 8 | Alle ; 
ts! WM Where thou extol'dft her ; what had 2 1 


ar. Jo do with that? What could r Beauty be | 
lo me? And thou didſt write how well ſhe lov, 2 
1/ Doſt thou remember. this? 80 that I doted bn! I) | 
91 Something before I aw her. Cob. 3 orgy 1 ett l _ 
; Arb. Is it? and when I was return d, thou know'ſty, 7 Ri 


Thou didſt purſue it, till thou wound ſt me in iq v 0 


Jo ſuch a ſtrange and unbeliev d 1 worls Hi T 
u good Men cannot think on. 
7 Gob, This I 
» Wl think, I was Ke Conſe! Arb. Wert thou? Nay, more, 
I I[chink, thou meant'ſt it. Gab. Sir, Ichate to lle, 
ee llove Heay'n and Honeſty, I dd; N 
lt was my Meaning. Arb. Be china eren ad Judge, Jo 
A further Condemnation will not need; n 1 
Prepare thyſelf to die. Gob. Why, Sity/ to de? 
175. W hy Aer thou — — ever yet Offender 

impudent, that a'T t o ny”: | 
After Confeſſion. of a Crime like this? ls 1 — we! dv 
Get out I cannot where thou hurl'ſt me bn | 
22 take Revenge, that's all-the-Sweetneſs--- 

or me. 

Cob. Now's the Time; hear me but ſpeak. 1 

Arb. No, yet I will be far more merciful | 400 
Than thou wert to me; thou didſt ſteal into me, 


Ke 


* 52 me» 


2 


And 
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* 


| 
' 


270 Ning, aud M Ning. 


And never me Warning z (55-10 much Time" 0 
As I give now, prevented me rant 20 


For ever. N all thy Sins TH 
If thou haſt Hope, that there's ye pou ph wh 
To fave thee, turn and ſpeak it to thyſelf, 1 2 
- Gob. Sir, you ſhall know your Sins, befote you do em 
If you kill me, — Arb. wu rr pres "ow. a 
You kill your Father. Arb. n. vt» 03-wol 
* Gob, You kill your Father, 95 : 
Arb. My Father? though I uw it for "Ins + 
Made out of Fear to ſave thy ſtained Life, 
The very Reverence of the Word comes croſs me, 
And ties mine Arm de wn. Gob. I will tell you that” 
Shall heighten you again, am th Father j 
I charge thee, hear me. Arb. If it ſhould be fo, 
As tis moſt falſe, and that 1 ſhould be find 131% 04 jo! 
A Baſtard Iſſue, the deſpiſed Fruit 0g bo A om o 
Of lawleſs Luft, I ſhould no more admire 
All my wild Paſſions: but another Trutn . 
Shall be wrung from thee: if I could come by. . 
The Spirit of Pain, it ſhould be p 1 | 
*Till thou allow thyſelf more ll of moped 0 
Than he that teaches thee. MOT Ji 200g 2. 


, T- A614 £5 11001 Enter Auane. I * 638 kt 

W eee N n Jas! Ni „en 
J come to f to thee, hon wicked Man, 
Hear me, thou Tyrant. Arb. Poll urn do del 1 
Hear me, thou Strumpet; I have blotted out 
The Name of Mother, as thou haſt thy Shame. 

Ara. My Shame thou haſt leſs Shame than any thing 
Why doſt thou keep my Daughter in a Priſon? 
Why doſt thou call ber Siſter c this?” EN) 


(55) — ee — Lee er | 
As 1 give thee 411 had prevented thee am l 
For ever.) The eldeſt 2yarto in 1619 ives us the genuine 
Text; prevented me. I had not taken notice 1 ſo minute a Vari 
tion, but that the Sagacity of the — ne ; Fexvarg pointed i 
out « 0 me a abſolutly ved 8 the 0 


| Ab 


— 


f , 
. 


If thou refu 


man damn d. 27.) a . Mid en lll 


2 King, hos Nip Bing... 


Arb. Ceaſe thy ſtrangt Im 9 : 
If thou contemn ſt me, this will ask an Anſwer, 


And have it. 2 e ee of 
4, Guilt es Hots tz thou 
” tog ether ALE): $119 76%: IIA Ie 8 wy grow 


In doing Al, yet at the Binaſhoſent Nd! Ws 24 wv 
They ſever,” and each flies the Noiſe ery: At | 
Think not of Help, anſwer. Aras FWI; he- . 
Arb. To ſuch a thing,” as if it be a Tru, 9 
Think, what a Creature thou haſt made thyſelf; 10 VEſft 1 
That didſt not ſname to do, what I muſt blufly 1557 bn fs | 
Only to ask thee : Tell me Who 1 ame ec s t599 2 5 
Whoſe Son I am, without 3 oy | 
Be thou as e nz u PR | 
Ara. Why, you- are tis Son bo \// 
Ab. His Son? ſweaty ſwear, thou Werſe than Wo- 
Ara. By all that's good, you-are. en d yer oT 
Arb. Then art thou al! eino 5:4 119 21 
That ever was known bad; now is th Cauſe e ig "ot 
Of all, ſtrange Misfortunes come to Ligie:: 
What — expecteſt thou from a Child. 11 
To bring forth which thou — — o * 4 30 
Thy Husband, and the Land? ane Witch? © 5 
| know Tan eit eden lg b re, MM 
I was thy Luſt which thou wouldſt have forgot: fl 
Thou wicked Mother of in Sins, and me, | 165 - 
Show me the Way to the Inheritance n oi 11 
1 have by thee; which/is'a ſpacious World 03 27" 
Of impious Acts, that I may ſoon * are US" 
Plagues'tot thee, as thou liv'ſt,” and ſuch Diſeaſes * | 
As uſe to pay Luft, recompence thy Deed! | ie 
Cob. You ou do not know why you arg ths, oin ile 


Arb. TO well? een 
You are a pair of Vipers; and behed 4 
The 8 you have got; there is no Beaſt es ag 
But if he knew it, has 2 Pedigree „n OO 
As brave as mine, for they have more | Deſcents, nya + a Tm 
And I am every way as * . 


1 without the Compal of 4 . 


. 15h Kat fi 12 12 1 210 


Ara. Tou ſpend your Rage 
And rail upon Oper — 7 bring þ flit ic) 

Arb. No, ef will never hear, but talk — — 
My Breath, and die. Geb. Why, but you are ee 

22 Hows that? Ara. Nor Child of ee 

Arb. Still you go on WI. 
In Wonders, — Cab. Buy rel be mare Ben, 
I may bring Comfort to you. Arb. r 
And — with the Obedience of a Child Abb . 1 
Good Fathers ul do acknovledge — 
05 f 2112 fp Bu, 

0 ow, our 5 your u 

Was old and fecble when he married her, ; 
And almoſt all the Land -her paſt Hope 
Of Iflue from him. Arb. Therefore ſhe took _ 
To play the Whore, becauſe the King was old: 
Is this the Comfort? Ara. What will Auen one. 
To give me Satisfaction, when you find 
How you have injur d me? * — oe me, 
If ever I were Whore! Cob. n 
Or I will leave yu wedded to Deſpair, 20 00 
As you are now If you cabin M Temper: A. ur 
My Breath ſnall be a 1 ce vron 
That cools and, blaſts not. In 

Arb. Bring it out, good Fatt 15711001 bozforer n 
I'll lie, and liſten here —— +. V oll an wer? 
As to an An gel: It I breathe too — +5931 mary Wall. 
Tell me; for | would. be as füll as Night. J egg FF 
Gob. Our King, I ſay, was old, and = 


Deſir' d to bring an Heir, her 
She th % Was paſt it; — — 
I think, ſhe would not: If ſhe would have been, 


. Truth i is, ſhe was watch'd ſo Ana. vo! 


And had ſo ſlender Opportunities, 
She hardly could have — But yet her Coming 
Found out this way; ſhe teign'd Feat Cu 


And Pats were See hte ought the Land, 


And 


, SS : * 
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56) And God was humbly thank'd in ev'ry Church, 
That ſo had bleſs*d the Queen; 1— Prayers were made : 
For her — Going and worth = 

She feign'd now to grow perceiv d 

This 2 of Iſſue made her fear d, and brought 

A far more large Reſpect from every Man, | 

And ſaw her Pow'r encreaſe, and was reſolv d 

Since, ſhe believ*d, ſhe could not have't indeed, 

At leaſt ſhe would be thought to have a Child. 8 
Arb. Do I not hear it well? Nay, I will make 
No Noiſe at all; but pray you to the Point. | 
Quick as you can. Gob. Now when the Time was fall 

She ſhould be brought to Bed, I had a Son 

Born, which was You; this, the Queen hearing of, 
Mov'd me to let her have you; and ſuch Reaſons 
She ſnew'd to me, as ſhe knew well would tie ©, 
My Secrecy, ſhe fwore you ſhould be King; 

And, to be ſhort, I did deliver-you © 

Unto her, and pretended you were dead, 

And in mine own Houſe kept a Funeral, 

And had an a0 Goes Da Neem labs | 
That Night eign d haſtily to labour, 
And by — ef Women her on | 
Wich ſhe T. ed, ſhe made the World e 
dhe was delivered of you. Vou grew. up 

As the King's Son, till you were fix Years old; 
Then did the King die, and did leave to me 
Protection of the Realm; and, contrary 

To his own Expectation, left this Queen 

Truly with Child, indeed, of the fair Princeſs 
Pantbea: Then ſhe could: have torn her Hair, 

And did alone to me, yet durſt not ſpeak 

In Publick, for ſhe knew ſhe ſhould be found 

A Traitor; and her Tale would have been thought 
Madneſs, or any ting rather than Truth. 


(56) And God was humbly thanÞd in every Church, © 
That ſo had bleſid the Queen.] This Paſſage is only to be 
ſound in the two Duarto's of 1619, and 1676 but without them 
the whole Verkificarion is diſconcerted, and made imperiec. 


Vor. I, T; This 


274 4 King; ark No. King. 
This wag. ths onhs:Coulp whyHhe did. ſeals | n 

1 you, and I to keep you ſafe - 

his the Reafon, why . 756 

— — parte gf Love.ia yau to fair Pale, ; 
That ſhe mi get part of her Right again 

Arb. And have you made an End now? bs this al? 
If not, 1 will-be fill cill I be. 
Till all my Hairs be Silver. God. "This is al. 

_ =o 01g ao? r= ane Foreman 

a 

Heav'n nah true. Arb. Fanbes then 
Is not my Sifter? Cob. No. 

Arb. But can you prove this? 

Gob. If you will give Conſent, A whe £0: 
About it. Arb. Gwe Conſent? 
Why I will have em all that know it rack'd, 
To get this from em; All, that wait without, 
Come in, whate' er you be, come in and be 
Partakers of my Joy: O. you are welcome. 


Enter Beſſus, Gentlemen, Mardonius, and other 
8 Attendants. 


453 Aardonins, the-beſt News! nay, draw no nearer; ; 

They all ſhall hear it, N | 
Wor. Is that ſo good News? 

Arb. Yes, the happieſt News 

That e' er was heard. Mar. Indeed, dere well for you 

If you might be a little leſs obey d. 
Ib. One call the Queen. Mar. Why, ſhe is there. 
Arb. The Queen, 

Mardonius; Pauubea is the Queen ; 4 

And I am plain Arhaces; go ſome one, 

She is in Gobrias* Houſe ;, and, ſince I ſaw you, 

There ave a thouſand: Things delivered. to me, 


You little dream of. Exit @ Gentleman. 
Mar. So it ſhould ſeem : My Lord, 

What Fury's this? Gob. Believe me, tis no Fury, 

All that he ſays is Truth. Mar. Tis very ſtrange. 
Arb. Why do you keep your Hats off, Gentlemen? 


| Nay, 


is it to me? I ſwear, it m ſt not be; 


A King, aud No King. 273 
Nay, truſt me; in good Faith, it muſt not be; 
I cannot now command you, but I pray you 
For the Reſpe& you bare me, when you took © 
Me for your King, each Man clap on his Hat 
At my Deſire. p | | | 
Mar. We will. But you're not found 
So mean a Man, but that you may be cover'd - 
As well as we, may you not? Arb. O, not here; 
You may, but not I, for here is my Father 
In Preſence, Mar. Where ? 
Arb. Why, there: O the whole Story 
Would be a Wilderneſs to loſe thyſelt 
For ever: O pardon me, my deareſt Father, 
For all the idle and unreverend Words 
That I have ſpoke in idle Moods to you: 
I am Arbaces, we all Fellow-SubjeRs, 
Nor is the n Panthea now my Siſter, 
Beſ. Why, if you remember, Fellow-ſubje&t Arbaces, I 
told you once ſhe was not your Siſter : Ay, and ſhe look d 
4, Link you dit good Captain Biſe * * 
rb. I think you did, ain Beſſus. 
Beſ. Here will ariſe another Velbon now amongſt 
r; the Sword-men, whether 1 be to call him to Account for 
beating me, now he is proved no King. | 


a Mar. Sir, here's Lygones, the Agent for the Armenian 
tate. 225 
Arb. Where is he? I know your Buſineſs, good 
Lygones . | = * - 
Lys. We muſt have our King again, ill. 
Arb. 1 knew, that was n You ſhall 
Your King again, and have him ſo again 
As never King was had. Go one of you 
And bid Bacurius og Tioranes hither ; 
And bring the th him, that Panthea, 
The Queen Panthea, ſent me Word this Morning, 
Was brave Tigranes' Miſtreſs, [Exeuttt two Gentlemen. 
n? Lyg. Tis Spaconia. | 6, 1 
Arb. Ay, Ay, Spaconia, 3 2 She is my * 
2 | | ; 0 


= 
— EG—— wan a ogy 7 ow m— — FIRES: - 


have 


- = 
ee et . ——_—___—_—_—_—___ a —— — 
— ,] Un ̃⁰ ͥaq¹‚ ͤ˙i¹ err OO WR en + 
vin 


TO" —_ "4 King = No + oj * 


Arb. She is ſo: 1 could now tell any thing 
I never heard: Your King ſhall go ſo home, 
As never Man went, Mar. Shall he go on's Head? 
Arb. He ſhall have Chariots eaſier than Air, 
That I will have invented; and ne'er think, 
He ſhall pay any Ranſom, and thyſelf, _ 
That art the Meſſenger, ſhall ride before him 
On a Horſe cut out of an entire Diamond, 
That ſhall be made to go with golden Wheels, 
I know not how yet Lyg. Why I ſhall be made 
For ever! They bely 41 is King with us, 
And ſaid he was ei Arb. 5 then thy Dau ohter, 
She ſhall have ſome ſtrange Thing; we'll have the King- 
Sold utterly, and put into a- Toy '.. [dom 
Which ſhe ſhall wear about her careleſſy 
Some where or other. See, the virtuous Queen; 
Behold the humbleſt Subject, that * have, 
Kneel here before you. 


Enter Panthea and 1 Gentleman. 


Pan. Why kneel you to me, 

That am your Vaſſal? Arb. Grant me one Requeſt. 
Pan. Alas! what can I grant you? What I can, 
Iwill. Arb. That you will pleaſe to marry me, 
If I can prove it lawful. Pan. Is that all? : 

More willingly than I would draw this Air. 
Arb. I'll kiſs this Hand in Earneſt. 
2 Gent. Sir, Tigranes 
Is coming, though he made it ſtrange at firſt, 
To ſee the Princeſs any more. 


Enter Ti igranes and Spaconia. 


Arb, The Queen, 
Thou mean'ſt. O my Tigranes, pardon me, 
Tread on my Neck, I freely offer it; 
And if thou beſt 0 given, take Revenge, 
For I have injur'd thee,—— Tigr. No, I forgive, 
And rejoice more that you have found Repentance, 
Than I my Liberty. Arb. May'ſt thou be happy 


In thy fair Choice, for thou art temperate !_ 1 
ou 


A King, and No King. 277 
You owe no Ranſom to the State ; know, that 
I have a thouſand Joys to tell you of, 
Which yet I dare not utter, till I pa 
My Thanks to Heav'n for em: Will you go 
With me and help me? Pray you, do. Trgr. I will. 
Arb. Take then your Fair One with you, and you Queen 
Of Goodneſs and of- us, O give me Leave 
To take your Arm in mine: Come every one 
That takes Delight in Goodneſs, help to ſing 
Loud Thanks for me, that I am prov'd no King. 
5 [ Exeunt omnes. 
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| DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


M E N. 


Elli n 4 Suitor to the Lad 

Young Loveleſs, a Prodigal. 

Savil, Steward to Elder Loveleſs. 

Welford, 4 Suitor to the Lady. * 8” 
Sir Roger, Curate to the Lady, 


A Captain, : = 
Traveller, n A832 
4 Hangers-on to Young * 

A Tobacco-man, i 1 
Morecraft, an Uſurer. 

WOMEN. 

Lady, | Page 

and { Two Siſters. 

Martha, | 

Younglove, or Abigail, a waiting gene. 
A rich Widow, | 


Wenches, Fidlers, and Attendants. 


SCENE, LONDON. 


THE 


4 a 


A C f TL H E 


Enter Elder Loveleſs, Young Loveleſs, Savil he 
Steward, and a Page. 


Elder 116 118 


SES Cog Rother, is your laſt Hope paſt, to mam 

| BO BG Morecraft's Heart about your M 

2. Love. Hopeleſly paſt. I have preſented 

the Uſurer mo a ies Draught than ever 
Cleopatra fwallow'd ; he hath ſuck'd in ten 

thouſand Pounds Worth of my Land, more than he yoo 

for, (1) at a Gulp, without Trumpets. 

= Love. J have as hard a Task to perform. in this 

ouſe. 


Zo. Love. Faith, mine was to make an Uſer boek, 
or to loſe my Land, 


(1) at a Gulp, without Trumpets.] The Alluſion is here either to 
the Drinking of Healths at our publick Halls and City Entertain- 
1 or elſe to a Paſſage in the Acharnenſes of ArisTOPHANES, 

which the old Scholiaf informs us, that it was a Cuſtom in 


2 ens, at certain of their Feat, to challenge one þ _ to drink 
El, Love. 


by Sound 1 Trumpet. 


282 25. — 2 


Zi. Love. And mine is to perſuade a paſſionate Wornan. 
3 _— ſtay; I fear, 1 that 
ourney Night; though the 
Darkneks of the Ni Ge SIE SENT, 
might eaſily di an unwilling Man. 
Savil. Sir, your Father's old Friends hold it the founder 
Courſe for your Body and Eſtate to ſtay at home and 
marry, and propagate, and govern in your Country, than 
to travel and die without Iſſue. 

El. Love. Savil, you ſhall gain the Opinion of a better 
Servant, in ſeeking to execute, not Alter. my Will, howſo- 
ever my Intents ſucceed. 

Yo. Love. Yonder's Miſtreſs Y, ounglove, Brother, the 
grave Rubber of your Miſtreſs's Toes. © 


Enter Tounglove, or P bigail. 


El. Love. Mrs. Y oung love — 

. Abig, Maſter Loveleſs, truly, we thought your Sail 
had been hoiſt my Miftreſs is perſuaded you are Sea-ſick 
e*er this, fol 

El. Love. Loves ſhe her ill-taken-up Reſolution ſo dear- 
hy Oo thou move her from me? 

By — = ht that ſhines, there's no removing 
N 1 8 by the End. I attempted 
raed 3 a Woman can deny nothing, 
Ei. Love. What critical Minute was that? 

Abig. When her Smock was over her Ears; but ſhe 
was no more pliant, than if it hung about her Heels. | 
El. Love. I prithee, deliver my Service, and ſay, I defire Le 

to ſee the dear Cauſe of 'my Ballin x and then for 


2e. ern nnen 


=] I 


ace. 0 
Abig. Pu do't ; hark hither, 1s that your Brother? N 
El. Love. Tes, have you loſt your Memory? Ove 
Abig. As I live, he's a pretty Fellow. IE. BG 


9 Zo. Love. O, this is a ſweet Brache 
El. Loue. Why, the knows not you. 
45 Love. No, but ſhe offer d me once to know her. 


6) 0, this is a fweet ** A ſort of Hound, or any little 
Ainking, houſehold Cur, 


To 


The Scornfull Lady. 284 
: ' ſhe loves Youth of Eighteen ; ſhe heard a 
rue how Cupid ſtruck her in Love with a great Lord in 
e the Tilt-yard, but he never ſaw her; yet the in Kind- 
$, neſs would needs wear a Willow-Garland at his Wed- 
ding. She lov'd all the Players in the laſt Queen's Time 
er once over: ſhe was ſtruck when they ated Lovers, and 
id MW forfook ſome when they play'd Murtherers. (3 3) She has 
an nine Spur-ryals, and FA Servants ſay, ſhe $.old 
Gold; and ſhe herfelf pronounces angerly, that the 
er Farmer's eldeſt Son, (or her Miſtreſs's Husband's Clerk 
o- MW ſhall be,) that marries her, ſhall make her a Jointure of 
8 Pounds a Year; z the tells Tales of the AVE: 


0 Love. Enough, I know her, Brother, I ſhall in- 


treat you only to ſalute = Miſtreſs and take Leave, wen N 
part at the Stairs. 


To this 


Enter Lady and Waiting-women. 


= Lady. Now, Sir, this firſt Part of your Will is per- 
Fra 6 What's the reft? 
. El. Love. Firſt, let ee ee for this Gen- 
tleman my Brother. 
ing Lady. I ſhall take it as a Favour done to me. Though 
ed Wl the Gentleman hath receiv'd but an untimely Grace from 
you, yet my charitable Diſpoſition wou*d have been rea- 
dy to have done him freer Courteſies as a Stranger, than 
upon thoſe cold Commendations, 8 
2%. Love, Lady, my Salutations crave Acquaintance and 
Leave at once. 
Lady. Sir, I hope, you are the Maſter of your own 
Occaſion. [Exit Yo. Love. — Savil. 
El. Love. Would, I were ſo! Miſtreſs, for me to praiſe 
over again that Worth, which all the World, and you | 
yourſelf can ſee, 
Lady. It's a cold Room this, Servant. 
El. Love. Miſtreſs ——— * 


245 What tink you, f I hve a cue be out 


* She has nine Spur- ryals,] This was a piece of Gold Cain very 
current in the Reign of King ames I. 
El. Love. 


300 De ea Lobo 


El. Love. Miſtreſs, another in my Place, chat were not 
ty'd to believe all your Actions juſt, would apprehend 
himſelf wrong' d: But I, whoſe Virtues are Conftancy 
and Obedience. 
Lady. 2. ounglove, make a good Fire above to warm me 
after my Servant's Exordiums. 
El. Love. I have heard and ſeen your Affability to be 
ſuch, that the Servants you give Wages to may ſpeak, 
£40: "Tis true, tis true; but they ſpeak to th* Pur- 
e 
bo, Love. Miſtreſs, your Will leads my Speeches from 
the Purpoſe. But, as a Man —— 

A Smile, Servant? This Room was built for 
honeſt Meaners, that deliver themſelves haſtily and plain- 
ly, and are gone, Is this a Time or Place for Exordiums, 
and Smilies and Metaphors? If you have aught to fay, 
break jnto't: my Anſwers ſhall very reaſonably meet 

_” 
0 El. Love. Miſtreſs, I came to ſee you, 
Lady. That's ha pily diſpatchꝰd; the next —— 
El. Love. To take Leave of you. 
Lady. To be gone? 
Il. Love. Les. 
Lady. You need not have Gepard of that, nor have 
us'd 4 many Circumſtances to win me to give you Leave 
5 perform my Command; Is there a third? 
h El. Love. Yes; I had a third, had you been apt to 
ear it. 
Lady. 1? never apter. Faſt (good Servant) faſt. 
El. Love. Twas to intreat you to hear Reaſon. 
q 9 27 b Moſt willingly „ have you brought one can 
It * , 
BEL Love. Laſtly, it is to kindle in that barren Hear 
Love and Forgiveneſs. 
Lady. You wou'd ſtay at Home? 
EI. Tonk Yes, Lady. 
Lady. Why, you may, and doubtleſly will, when you 
have debated that your Commander is but your Miſtrels, 
a Woman, a weak one, wildly overborn with Paſſions: 


ME the Thing, by her commanded, is, to ſee Dover s * 


ave 


The Scornfull Lady. 285 
full Cliff, paſſing in a poor Water-houſe; the Dangers of 
the merci Channel twixt that and Calais, (4) five long 
Hours Sail, with three poor Weeks“ Victuals. | 

El. Love. You wrong me. 

Lady. Then to land dumb, unable to enquire for an 
Engliſh Hoſt, to remove from City to City, by moſt 
8 Poſt-horſe, like one that rode 1 in 8 of his 
Mother Tongue. | 

El. Love. You wrong me 0 

Lady. And all theſe (almoſt invincible Labours) per- 
form'd for your Miſtreſs, to be in danger to forſake her, 
and to put on new Allegiance to ſome French Lady, who' 
is content to change Language with your Laughter, and, 
after your whole Year ſpent in Tennis and broken 8 
to ſtand to the Hazard of being laugh'd at, at your Re- 
turn, and haye Tales made on you by the Chamber- 
maids. 

El. Love. You wrong me much; 

Lady. Louder yet. | 

El. Love. You know, your leaſt Word is of Bonk to 
make me ſeek out Dangers; move me not with Toys: 
But in this Baniſhment, I muſt take Leave to - „you are 
unjuſt: Was one Kiſs foro d from you in Publi — me ſo 
unpardonable? Why, all the Howl of Day 
have ſeen us kiſs, 

Lady. *Tis true, and ſo you told the Company that 
heard me chide. 

El. Love. Your own Eyes were not dearer to you than I, 

Lady. And fo you told 'em. | 

El. Love. I did, yet no Sign of Diſgrace need to have 
ſtain'd your Cheek: You yourſelf knew your pure and 
ſimple Heart to be moſt unſpotted, and free from the 
leaſt Baſeneſs. 

Lady. I did: But if a Maid's Heart doth but once thin 
that ſhe is ſuſpected, her own Face will write her guilty. 


{4) Five long Hours Sail, with three poor esp. Viauals] This 
Speech is all through Sarcaſtical. She is bantering her Gallant on the 
ſuppoſed Danger of his Voyage; and the great he is taking of 
himſelf, in laying in three Weeks Proviſions only to croſs from — 
to Calais. 

El. Love. 


2 


i 
El. Love. But where lay this Diſgrace? The World, 


that knew us, knew our Reſolutions well: And could ir 


be hop'd, that I ſhould: give away my Freedom; and 
venture a perpetual Bondage with one I never kift ? gr 
could I in ftrict Wiſdom take too much Love upon =, 
from her that choſe me for her Husband ? | 
Believe me; if my Wedding-ſmock were on, 
Were the Gloves bought and giv” * the Licence come, 
Were the Roſemary-branches dip*d, and al! ; 
() The Hippecras and Cakes eat and drunk off, 
Were theſe two Arms incompals'd with the Hands 
Of Batchelors to lead me to the Church, 
Were my Feet in the Door, (6) were, — I John — ſaid, 
If Jobn ſhou'd boaſt a Favour done by me, 
I wou' d not wed that Year: And you, I hope, 
When you have ſpent this Year commodiouſly, - 
In atchieving Languages, will at your Return | 
Acknowledge me more coy of parting with mine Eyes, 
Than ſuch a Friend. More Talk I hold not now, 
If you dare go. 
Ei. Love. I dare, you know. Firſt, let me kiſs, 
Lady. Farewel, ſweet Servant, and your Task per- 
On a new Ground, as a beginning Ny [ form'd, 
I ſhall be apt to hear you. 
E. Love. Farewel, cruel Miſtreſs. LE. Lady. 


Enter Young Loveleſs, and Savil, 


2. Love. Brother, you'll hazard the loſing your Tide 
to Graveſend : you have a long Half- mile by Land to 


Greenwich. © 
El. Love. I But, Brother, what yet unhcard-of 
your Imagination flatter you with? 


Courſe to live Goch 
Your ordinary Means are devour d. 


"(5) . lhe This was a Wine ſpiced and ſtrain'd thro? a Flan- 
nel Bag, formerly in much Requeſt at Weddin s, Wakes, Fc. The 
Strainer, we are told, was call'd Hippocrates's Sleeve. I know, there 
is a Woollen Bay, fo call'd, uſed by the Apothecaries to ftrain Syrups 
and DecoQions for Clarification. 

(6) Nero, John . ſaid,} i.e. Tho' the Ceremony of 


age were begun ; and we were come to the Words, John take 


"6 Love. 


thee Mary, Se. 
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, Love. Courſe? why Ho L think. Con- 
ume no Time in this; I have no Eſtate to be mended 


by Meditation: He, that buſies himſelf about my For- 
tunes, may Properly be ſaid to buſy himſelf about no- 


thin 
4 Love. Vet ſome Con yo take, which for my 
Satisfaction reſolve and open; if you will ſnape none, I 
muſt inform you that that Man but perſuades himſelf he 
means to live, that imagines not the Means. 7 
Yo. Love. Why, live upon others, as others have liv'd 


178 1. Love. 1 apprehend not that: You have fed others, 
and conſequently diſpos d of em: And the ſame Meaſure 
muſt you expect from your Maintainers, which will be 
too heavy an Alteration for you to bear. 

(7) Yo. Love. Why, I'Il purſe; if that raiſe me not, 
PI den at Bowling- Alleys, or man Whores; I would fain 
live by others: But PI! live whilſt I am unhang d, and 
after the Thought's taken. 


El. Love. J fee, you are ty d to no particular Imploy- 
ment then? 


Yo. Love. Faith, I may chuſe my Courſe: They ſay, 
Nature brings forth none but ſhe provides for them: Il 
try her Liberality. 3 

El. Love. Well, — 8 

gerous Paths, I have reſolv d you ſhall live as Maſter of 
ok It ſhall be your Care, Savil, to fee him fed and 
cloath*d, not according to his . preſent , Eſtate, but to his 
Birth and former Fortunes. 

Yo, Love, If it be refer'd to him, if I be not found in 
Canation Jerſcy- Stockings, blue Devils! Breeches, with 
the Gards.down, and my Pocket ith Sleeves, II neer 
look you iꝰthꝰ Face again. 
Wart A comelier Wear, I wuſs, it is than thoſe dangling 

ops. | 


El. Love. To keep you ready to do him all Service peace- | 


(7) Why, Pl urſe; if that raiſe me not, PU bett at Boniling- 
Hier, or man Whores;] i. e. I'll take a Purſe upon the Reads or 
turn Bully and Stallion to a Bawdy-houſe. | 


"ably, 
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ably, and him to command you reaſonably, J leave theſe 
further Directions in Writing; which, at your beſt Le. 
ſure, together open and read. | 

Euter Abigail to them, with a Jewel. 

- Abig. Sir, my Miſtreſs commends her Love to you in 
this Token, and theſe Words; it is a Jewel (ſhe ſays) which 
as a Favour from her ſhe would requeſt you to wear till 
your Year's Travel be pertorm'd : Which once expir'd, 
ſhe will happily expect your happy Return. 


El. Love. Return my Service with ſuch Thanks, as ſhe 


may imagine the Heart of a ſuddenly over-joy'd Man 
would willingly utter; and you, I hope, I ſhall with 
ſlender Arguments perſuade to wear this Diamond; that 
when my Miſtreſs ſhall, through my long Abſence, and the 
Approach of new Suitors, offer to forget me; you may 
caſt your Eye down to your Finger, and remember and 
ſpeak of me: She will hear thee better than thoſe allied by 
Birth to her; as we ſee many Men much ſway'd by the 
Grooms of their Chambers, not that they have a greater 


Part of their Love or Opinion on them, than on others, 


but for that they know their Secrets. 
Abig. O' my Credit, I ſwear, I think *twas made for 
me: Fear no other Suitors. N 3 
Ei. Love. I ſhall not need to teach you how to diſcredit 
their Beginning; you know how to take Exception at their 
Shirts at Waſhing; or to make the Maids ſwear, they 
found Plaiſters in their Beds. 


DD... | | $3.5 

El. Love, Farewel, be mindful, and be happy; the 

Night calls me. I [ Exeunt omnes præter Abig. 
Mig. The Gods of the Winds befriend you, Sir! a 

conſtant and liberal Lover thou art, more ſuch God 

fend us! 


| Enter Welford. : 
fiel. Let 'em not ſtand ſtill, we have rid. © | 
Aig. A Suitor, I know, by his riding hard; I'll not 
8 u 
eB 2 


Abig. T know, I know, and do not you fear the Sui-* 


— mm — — 


* 


„ 


ss 


7h 


r I OY 05. a IM 


"Cann Lad. 


Wel. A pretty Hall this, no Servant in't td 1 wou'd look 


freſhly. 


Albig. You have deliver'd your Errandito me then : 
here's oe Danger in « handſogns young Fellow: PH ſhew 
myic 

2 Lady, may it pleaſe Win Stan 
ger the ordinary Grace of Salutation? Amun Lady 
of this Houſe ? 

Abig. Sir, 1 an worthily proud to be/a Servant of 


hers 
'Wel. Lady, I ſhould be as proud to be a Servant of 
yours, did not my fo late A make me deſpair. 


cquaintance 
Abig. Sir, it is not fo hard to i but One may 


bring it about. 


Mil. For theſe corifortebld Words, I remain in your glad | 


Debtor, Is your Lady at home? | 
Abig. She is no Straggler, Sir. 2 ten 
Mel. May her Occaſions Amit uh eg peak wick her ? 
Abig. If you come in the way of a Suitor, No. 
Mel. I know your affable Virtue will be-mov*d' to per- 
ſuade her, that a Gentleman, benighted and tay" d, of- 
fers to be bound to her for a Night's 


249 2 
Abig. I will commend this Meſſage to her; but if you 


am at her Body, you will be deluded: (8) There are 
other Women of the Houſehold of as good C and 
Government; upon any of which if you can caſt your 


Affection, they will perhaps be found as faithful. and not 


ſo coy. [ Exit" SE: 
Wii What a Skin - full of Luſt is this? I. thought, 
had come a Wooing, and I am the courted Party. Tin 
is right Court-faſhion: Men, Women, and all woo; Catch, 
that catch may. If this 2 Woman have infusꝰd 
of her Tenderneſs into her 7 there | is "ws ſhe: 
be on” But WR SED? | | 


vl 


* 


10 Other Women of he hella, of as 1 1 5 6. 
vernment 3] Without the Inſertion of che N Words, There 
are, the 94; is A . Mr. n, 


n F. 7 ths 


; 1 a 
Vor. 1. U 


 *% Scorwfult rache 


ie Enter Sir Roger, "rhe Curate. 932 . 
Rog. God ſave you, Sir! My Lady lets you know, ſhe 


defies Wi be woquiiezed wth glbe- ane; before the cope 


fer with you ? 
Mil. Sir, my Name calls me Welford. 


© Rog. Sir, you are a Gentleman of « good Name, ru 


try his Wit. 
Mil. I vill uphold it as good as any of my Anceſtors 
had this two Hundred Years, Sir. | 


Rog. I knew a ful and a religious Gentleman | 
of your Name in the of Durbem. Call you 


him Couſin? 
Wel. I am only allied to his Virtues, Sr. 
| Rog. It is modeſtly ſaid: I ſhould carry the Badge of 
your Chriſtianity with me too. | 
Wel. What's that, a Croſs? there's a Teſter, 
' Rog. 1 mean, the Name which your God-fathers and 
man gave you at the Font. | 
Mel. *Tis Harry: But you cannot proceed orderly now 
in your Catechiſm; for you have told Fn: ai, e 
that Name. Shall I beg your: Name? #136 | 
Rog. Roger. 
ii.. What Room fill you in this Houſe? | 
Rog. More Rooms than one. 
a The more the merrier: ae, mp 00 
Nam? now, why your Lady hath ſent you to decypher my 
Neg. Her own Words were theſe: To know, whether 
you were a formerly deny'd Suitor, diſguis'd in this Meſ- 
ſage: For, I can affure you, (g) ſhe: delights not in Tha- 
lamo : Hymen and ſhe are a Variance, I ſhall return with 
much haſte. ©. | Exit Roger. 
Wel. And much Speed, Sir, 1 


1 X 


arrived amongſt a Nation of new-found F ools, on a Land 
whete eee has yet panes Wit; If 1 had fore- 


:.- She delights not in Thalame 11 It maſt bi as 51 bad Neb ago 
 obſery'd, and as Mr. Symp/on likewiſe hinted to me, in Thalams: 


ten 


She has no Taſte for Wedlock, for. the Marriage-bed. 


:. Certainly, I am 


Reed Wwolcm eo co i. cc 


EEE 
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J Knives, Copper, — 92 to trade with Women for 
i their Virginities; yet, I fear, I ſhould have betray d my 


ſelf to a needleſs C FO. Here comes e =_ 
N | „ 
Rog. ar, my Lady's Nee n an f:you coho tink _ 
| commanded” me to acknowledge her Sorrow, that you = 
4 muſt take the Nals co, cum up-for-19"-bad'"Emrermaie- . 
| ment. | | 
s ea. T ſhall obey your Lady, that ſent it, and acknow- 

lenge you that brought it, to be your Arts Maſter. 
| Rog. I am but a Bachelor of Art, Sir; and 1 have | 


the mending of all under this Roof, from my! dy” on 
her Down-bed, to the Maid in the Peaſe-ſtraw. c 


d Mel. A Cobler, : 

(10) Rog. No, Sir, I inculcate divine Homilie wich 
N theſe Walls. . 

s igel. But the Inhabitants of this Houſe do often em- 


ploy you on Errands without any Scruple of Conſcience. 
| Rog. Yes, I do take the Air many Mornings on Foot 
1 oe or four Miles, for Eggs But why move * 
4 t? 
6 Miel. To know whether it might become your. Functi- 
J a to bid my Man to nage in Horle a lite to 8 , 


on me. 
Rog. Moſt pro Se. 9 
Mel. I pray * a6 ſo then: The whilſt 1 will ike 


your Lady. e All ths LI hve "Frag 
a I do, Sir, 
Y We And this Door, I hope, condudts ro your Lady? 


er (10) Nay Sir, I aneidckre Huint ger che avithin theſe Wells] 5 
veral of the old 2uarto's have it, Homilies; Either Word is N 

le- to the Purpoſe, but the latter being the ſtiffer and more reciſe Term, 
ſeems moſt ſaitable to Sir Roger's formal Character. Abigail, at 
the beginning of the fourth Act, ſpeaking of him, ſays; _ 

| To this good Homiliſt / "ve been ever Pabborn; © 

LY, Sir Roger is a very good Picture of a dull, pedancick e -Chap- a 
en wo of thoſe Times, in a private Family. 


NU 9 f Rag. 


on 
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2 OASIS STY enious. a! 
| 15 Haun rah 
Euter Young Loveleſs and Savil, with a Writing. 


Sav. By your Favour, Sir, you ſhall pardon me. 


Zo. Love. (11) I ſhall beat your Favour, Sir; —Croß 


me no more; I ſay, they ſhall come in. 


Sav. Sir, you orget who I am? 


Do. Love. Sir, I do not; thou art my Brother's 
Steward, his caſt-off Mill- money, his Kitchen Arithme- 
Sav. Sir, I hope, you will not make ſo little of me? 
Zo. Love. I make thee not fo little as thou art; for, 
indeed, there goes no more to the making of a Steward, 
but a fair 4+ mis, and then a reaſonable Item infus' 
into him, and the Thing 1s done. 
Sa. Nay, then, you ſtir my Duty, and 1 muſt tel 
ou 
g Yo. Love. What wouldſt thou tell me, how Hops 
grow, or hold ſome rotten Diſcourſe of Sheep, or when 
our Lady-day falls? Prithee, farewel, and entertain my 


Friends, be drunk and burn thy Table-books; _ my 


dear Spark of Velvet, thou and l. 
 $av, Good Sir, remember. 
Fo. Love, I do remember thee a fooliſh R x 
that did put his_ truſt in Almanacks, and Horſe fair 
and 15 57 Honey, and Fot: butter. Shall they come in 
yet? 
4 Sau. Nay, then I muſt unfold your Brother's Pleaſure ? 
theſe be the Leſſons, Sir, he leſt behind him. 
Yo. Love. Prithee, expound the firſt. 
Say. I leave to maintain my Houſe three Hundred Pan 
P 7, ear; and my Brother to diſpoſe of it. 
25. Love. Mark that, iy wicked Steward; and I dif 


| poſe of it — 
Sav. Whilft be bears bimſelf like a Charles and m 


(11) 7 Gall bear jour Favour, Sir, croſs me no more.] There is 
neither Senſe-nor Humour, in young Lowele/s's Reply, as it ſtands in 
all the Copies. My Correction retrieves both: 7. e. If you continue 
to croſs me, I ſhall correct you for your Stubbornneſs. Credit 
4 (4 


The Scornfull Lad). 29 4 
: 2 Laut not in him. Mark, That, my good young, Sir, _ 
! 27 + | 
| | t Love. Nay, if it be aid ſhall fulfill it; While | 
my Legs will carry me PlI bear myſelf Gentleman-like, 
; but when J am drunk, Jet them oe: me that can. For- 
. ward, dear Steward. ö 
Sav. Next it is my Wi 2 that ho be . (as my 
Brother ) with Attendance, Apparel, and the Obedience 7 
A my People. 
4 Ye. Love. Steward, this is as plain as your old Minikin- 
breeches. Your Wiſdom will relent now, will it not? Be 
mollified, or—— you underſtand me, Sir; proceed. 


. Sav. Nert, that my Steward keep his Place, and NN = 
. and bound my Brothers Wildneſs with his Care. 
4 Ye. Love. I'll hear no more of this Apecrypha, bnd! i 

by itſelf, Steward. 
l Sav. This is your Brother's Wil, _ 6s drake is he 


makes no mention of ſuch Company as'you would draw 
vs unto you. Captains of Gallyfoiſts, ſuch as in à clear 
en Day Have ſeen Calais, Fellows that have no more of God, 
than their Oaths come to; E Wig Swords to reach „ 
Fire at a Play, and get there the oil'd End of a Pipe, i 
for their Guerdon : Then the Remnant of your Regi- |! 
ment are wealthy Tobacco-Merchants; that ſet up with 
one Ounce, and break for three; together with'a Forlom 
Hope of Poets, and all theſe look like Carthufians, Things 
er, Linnen: Are theſe fit for ny: Maſter's 
rother 
E; Zo. Love. I will either convert thee (O thou Pier 
Steward) or preſently confound thee and thy nga, 5 
A Who's there? Call uin mem N = 
ds Sav. Good Sir ; 
Zo. Love. Nay, you ſhall ee who I . 2 [| 
772 where I am, ; s 
Sap. Are you my Maſter's Brother? 
. Love. Are you be Mater see ith 
Face like an old Epbemeris ? 


S An 


N 
. 51 
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Eule HO Comrades.” Captain, Traveller. Poet, Sc.” 


(12) Sun, Then God help all, I ſay! 
To. Lover Ay, and . ; 
Wee Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome, Gentlemenz mine I 
{ 


1 


own dear Lads, you re 8 ee e * al 
Harry Groat. | Ie n 
Capt. Sir, I will * your Love. ES * en 0 
.  Sav. Sir, will you take my Purſe, "FR" e 
Capt,” And ſtudy to continue it. 
| ' 


Sor. I do believe. 7. 
Trav, Your honourable Friend and Maſter's Broder, 
And 6 wo ag ou to us ann 9 
And ſo we hug you, Sir. 
Sav. H' as given humſelf into che Hands of. — op | 
Nor to be carv'd out. Sir, are theſe the Pieces? + 
. Love. e lands of the Au, cr Vir : 
Men made of Gold. Iltues, | 
Sav. Of your Gold, you mean, Sir. nl) 
2b. Lover: This is a Man of War, * cries, 60 on, | 
[And wears hir Colors, Sap. In's Noſe, — , 
. Love. In the fragrant Belo os: wat 
This; is a Traveller, Sir, knows Men and Manners, 
And has plow'd up the Sea ſo far, till both | 
The Poles have knods ds hes on the Sun take Couch, 
And can diflinguiſh the Colour of his Horſes; | 
Their Kinds, and had a nn, OR. there. 
$av. Tis -much. f | 
Fav. I have ſeen more, Sir, . 
Sa. Tis even enough o Conſcience. ait 8 and 
reſt you, you are at the End of the World already. 
»Wou'd, you had as good a Living, Sir, as this Fellow 
couꝰd tys you out of, he has a notable Gift int! 


(12) Sav. Then God bai all, 7 Jay ! ]/Sawil 12 efteem'd, by 
all good of Comedy, an excellent Character of a preciſe, dog- 
5 elf-conceited Wan Always pretending to obtrude his 
Advice, and as deſirous of controuling with his Opinions. The in- 
enious Mr. App1$0on, I remember, told me, that he sketch'd out 
is Character of Vellum in the C a call'd the Drummer, purely 


_ from this Model. 


The Seannfult Talk. * 


59 2 Love. This miniſters the Smoak, and this oy 
10 Muſes. 

Sau. And you the Cloaths, and Meat, and Money, 
you have a — Generation of em; pray, let them 
multiply; your Brother's Houſe is big * 3 and, to 
ſay Truth, h'as too much Land, hang it, Dirt. 

Zo. Love. Why, now thou art a loving Stinkard, Fire 
off thy Annotations. and thy Rent-books, thou haft a a 
weak Brain, Savil, and with the next long Bill thou wilt 
run mad, Gentlemen, you are once more welcome to 
0 three anten Pounds Ae we. ep 10 n yy 
, 1 we not? 

Poer. A ſerious 2 =, a J pry 12 excommun- 


& =; 


cate any Man from our Company 4 
7 Trav, We will not talk wich neither? 
r- 2. Leue. harp Cans, vp allo Re 


85 venue in Drink 
Capt. Ian all for Drink. N 
Trav. J am dry, *till it be ſo. 
Poet. He that will not cry Amen to this et him live 
ſober, ſeem wiſe, and die o th Coram. 
Yo. Love. It ſhall be ſo, we'll have it al i in F Diebe let 
6 Meat and Lodging go, they are tranſitory; and ſhew 
, Men meerly mortal : Then we'll have Wenches, every 
| one his Wench, and every Week a freſh: one; we'll keep 
* no powder d Fleſh. All theſe we have by Warrant un- 
der the Title of Things neceſſary. Here upon this Place 
I ground it, the Obedience of my People, and all Neceſ- 


d ſaries: Your Gentlemen? 
7 Capt. Tis plain, and evident, cha he meant Wenches, 
W Fav. Good Sir, let me expound it. T 
Capt. Here be as ſound Men, as Sir Tho 
Poet. This do I hold to be the Interpretation : 


by i Hothis Word, Neceſſary, is concluded all that be Helps to 
FN Man; Woman ER IL a ere AIR 


ut 2. A. — me, "cine e ones and by theſe 
ly Words, The Obedience of "my Piople, you Steward, being 
oy are bound to fetch us Wenches. | 
0. ö Ks 4 Capt. 


| 1 


* 


vou 


Sir, good N 


"The. 2 Lodi 


Capt, He is, he is. e. 
Yo, Love. Steward, attend us for Inftru8ions. . 
Hav. But. will you keep no 2 Sir? & 
2. Love. Nothing but Drink,” Sir | three Hundred 
Pounds in Drink. 
Sav. O miſerable Houſe, and miſerable I tha : live 
to ſee it! Good Sir, keep ſome Meat. 
To. Love. Get us good Whores, and for your-pirt, Ty 
— you in an Ale-houſe you ſhall have Cheeſe and 
Onions, 
Sab. What mal becbensdt me? chin, Groaling? 
Well, Prodigal, your Brother will come home. [ Exit, 
2. Love. Come Lads, I'll warrant you for Wenches. 


Three Hundred Pounds in Drink, 
Omnes. O brave Loueleſ! / len. | 
1 BL 11 * e „ö 3 S — 
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ACT n. s E N R 


Emer Lady, Welford, ad Sir Roger. 
Lab. IR, now you ſee your bad Lodging, I mul 
Siu cow you fe yo E 
Wil. Lady, if there be any Want, . in Want of 


Lady. A lte Sleep will eaſe that Compliment. Once 
more, good Night. 


Wel. Once more, dear Lady, and then al veer Night | 


Lach. Dear Sir, be ſhort and ſweet then. 

Wel. Shall the Morrow prove better to me, ſhall I hop 
my Suite happier by this Night's Reſt? | 

Lady. Is your Suite ſo ſickly, that Reſt will help it; ? 


| Proy ye let it reſt then till I call for it. Sir, as a Stranger 
ae have had all my Welcome: But had I known your 
rrand Araight 


er LIT came, your Paſſage had been 
. 


Mel. So fair, and i cruel! Dear Unkind, ; ood N it 
e Nay, 


8 2 
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Nay, Sir,” you ſhall ſtay with me, of et, wo Zeal 
o be wy. | 


Rag. O Lord, S f DNN f 2 4 W 
Mel. Do you love — een 

. Rog. Surely, I love it, but it loves not me; 2 

Vet, with your Reverence, I will de bold. 


Wl. Pray, light it, Sir. How do yen like it? 

Rog. I promiſe you, tis notable ſtinging Geer indeed. 
It is wet, Sir; Lord, how it brings down Rheum ! * 

Wel. Handle it again, Sir, you have a warm Text of it. 

(13) Rog. Thanks ever premis'd for it. I promiſe you, 
'Tis very powerful, and, by a Trope, ſpiritual ; 

For, certainly, it moves In undry Places, 5 

Mel. Ay, it does ſo, Sir, and me, eſpecially, - © 
To ask, Sir, why you wear a Night-cap, _— 

Rog. Afſuredly, I will ſpeak the Truth unto you. . 
You und. „Sir, that my Head is broken; 
(14) And by whom? even by that riſible Beaſt, the Butler. 

Hel. The Butler? Certainly, he had all his Drink about 
him when he did it. Strike 555 of your grave Caſſock? 
1 * Tra Sir, for rearing; 

Rog. R at trip, 5 ou 
have the Total, ſurely. - 4 | 

Mil. You tel N Wheh his Rigs was ft 5. Uk, and 
ſo he crack d your Canons. I hope, he has not hurt your 
2 Reading. But ſhall we ſee theſe Gentlewomen ks, 


Rag: Have Patience, Sir, until our Fellow Nieholas N 


13) Thanks ever promiſed or 11. 7 promiſe * But why Thanks 
promiſed? He certainly meant to render them for the Fayour. 1 
dare ſay, a flight LOTION has crept in, from the Word promiſe 
immediately following. I make no Doubt, but the Authors wrote, 
premiſed; i. e. his T anks given by way of Preface, or Introduction. 
And, as it is z Term in Tegjot too, it has the greater Analogy to 
vir 7 7 Character. 

| And by aubem ? even by that viſible Beaf,, the Butler] An 
ani le Butler would certainly be a rare Curioſi 8 Man, 
quad Homo, is equally viſible at ſome Times. I am perſuaded, 
7 1 was the original Werd: 7. e. that boiſterous, noiſy, Iangbiag 

arlet. Or, perhaps, Sir Roger may uſe the Word in a more quaint 
Acceptation.; to hgnify a Man ri/4 dignus, warthy to be laugh'd at. 


Mr. * 
be 


4 
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be deceas'd, that is, rn 
(150 To ſleep, to die; to die, to fleep; a very Figure, Sir 
Miel. Cannot you caſt another for che Gentlewomcn ? 
Rog. Not till the Man be in his Bed, his Grave: His 
Grave, his Bed: The very fame again, Sir. Our Comick 
Poet gives the Reaſon ? Lew hy (16). Plenus rimarum eis, 
he is wn? 0 eget me ook ee our Pa. 


0 Your! Comment, Si, has made me werk 
vu. n e 
Ene 111 85 1 Lady's g ger, wa Abigal, to then 
TTL 6.8 wich a Paſſer. | 4 4 woe 


Reg. Sir, te aire , the Graces do ſalute: — 
te full Bowl of lene Is our old Enemy entomb'd? 

| iv. He's 

2 And does be ſaore out ſupinely with lle Poet ? 

Mar. No, he out-ſnores the Poet. bn KR 

TT 
to vou, ever your Seryant. 

Mar. Sir, my Siſter's Strictneſs makes wor us: forg 


you are a Stranger and à Gentleman. 
ig. In ſooth, Sir, were I c 


bang d into! my Lady, 

E fo well Adu with: Phuts,: ound bot be 
£77 | 3-4 1.8, , Th wy 

Wal, I thank. EY 2 d mt een 

you. See, how this foul Familiar chews the Cud! From 

dhe, and three and Fifty, good Love, deliver ime! 

Mar. Will you ſit down, Sir, frm take a pom? 

Wil. I wke it kindly, Lady, 

Mar. It is our beſt Banquet, Sir. 

K. Shall we give, Thanks ? 3 


To fu n t die, to fleepz 
"69 Not ti / the LO be in his . his * bis * hi 
Zed ;] Theſe two eue as Sir Reger calls them, are a maniſel 
2 at the Hamlet Se af, in that fine Soliloquy, whic 
ins, To be, or not to be, &c. 
1 (16) Plenus rimarum eſt, be i; Full of Looge-holes;] The Comic 
Poet, whom Sir Roger is here quoting, is TE NE MSR, in his Baue 
« Farm. — bac atgus illac perflue. 
Wi 
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1 Mel. 1 have ta the Gentlewomen already, Sir. _— 
. Mar. Good Sir. Roger, keep that Meeth to cool. y your 
det of th! Foſſet, you may chance have a {calding 


elle; an you Wee re your Tmenty 
o yourſelf. Would. you cou cov like this, Sir 
1 * would; your Siſter wou d . as "el 
2. 709 ” Te A E 49 


_ Sure, Sir, 8 5 wou'd: not eat you But baniſh 
u that Imagination 3 ſhe's. only. wedded to herſelf, lies. with 
herſelf, and loves herſelf: and for another Husband than 


herſelf, he ma knock at e I ue e096 9 
4 Be wile, Sir, "the 's a Woman, and i 
22 her man Faules, he a af hk, | 
ith ba? v4 | 


? 1 10 004 = her, ſhe'll d. do — 1 
'Wo d, L worthy his leaſt {Grief Miſtreſs Aube 
? fal. Now I muſt oyer-hear her 


Mars Shs. oo d thou bat gem all wi dug 


do not think, they wou'd make thee 2 Day older; 
e 2 Sir, will you put in —— "ts — ee : 
| Well ſad, ald Sayingn. 55 

el. She looks li 5 
Gentlewoman, you Keep your Word, Jour fret it 
W Ar a va a £44] ou 

g. Sir a Froli E ; 
Dare you change, dir? l. Myſelf for you, ſo Pleaſe | 
That Smile has turn d my Stomach ; This is right. | 
Th' old Emblem. of the Moyle cropping of This, . {| 
Lord, what a hunting Head ſhe carries, ſure, 1 /.., | oy 
She has been ridden with a Martingale. | ; _ 
Now Love deliver me! Nag. Do 1 dream, or do y So 
Wake? "Surely, I know not: Am I rub'd off 1 "WW 
Is this the way of all my Morning Prayers? or _- = 
OW a pe Fo raja +. 1 1 a Ss 


- 


A Flow'r. RO GE this conſurne my Carcaſs.» BD 


( in) « — Did 1 for this IMS! y Quarters,] If Sir R Roger means 
his Body, as Mr, Symp/on obſerves ke me, one ſhquld conjecture, that 
Carcaſi was more bgnificant, if not more obvious to be 8 


In Meditation, Vows, and wood her in 4 
Heroic Epiſtles? Did I expound the Owl, | 
And undertook with Labour and E n O ng 
Conſum' d in Cellars, and — 4eboigy 5 
(18) Of that our honour d Enghſhman Nich, Brough? 
Have I done this, and am I done thus to? 
I I will end with the wiſe Man, and ſay; He 
That holds a Wothan, has an Eel by the Tal. Me 
Mar. Sir, tis 10 late, and our Entertainment (meaning 
our Poſſet) by this is grown ſo cold, that twere an un- 
mannerly Part longer to hold you from your Reſt: Let 
what the Houſe has be at your Command; Sir. 
Wel. Sweet Reſt be with you, Lady.” And to you 
what you deſire too. | [Exeny, 


Abig. Ie thou'd be fome fuch good Thing ke your 


Fel. Heav'n keep me e this Curſe, and all my Iſſue! 
Good-night, Antiquity. 

Rog. kgs; pt Miſeris ſocios babuiſſe Dole: But 1 
alone. 2 Gas 72 „ e e eee 

Wl. Leal Sir, will you bid my Man come to me? 
And, requeſting a greater Meaſure of your Learning, 

Good-night, good Maſter Roger.” © Ty 

| Rog. Good Sir, Peace be with you!” \ [Exit Roger, 

Mel, Adieu, dear Domine. Half a Dbicn ſuch in 
A Kingdom wou'd make a Man forſwear Confeſſon: b 
For who, that had but half his Wits about him, | 
Wou'd commit the Counſel of a ſerious Sin x 
(19) To Such' a crewel | Night-cap? Why, HOW now, 
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(8) Of that our se Engliſhman" M. Br.] The e 105 
not apprehend, had any Intention of ſinking, or making a Secret, of 
this Author's Name. Ie was ſo well known at that Time of Day, 
that the Copyiſts thought, they m ight ſafely give us his Name abbre- 
viated. He was a voluminous Writer ter, who, amongſt other Things, 
compiled an elaborate Tract about Fj i/1h-Monar chy-Mem. Ben. ] 0v- 
son in his Alchemiſt, has made Dol. Common, in her ecſtatick Fit to 
Sir Epicure Mammon, talk very largely out of the Works of this 
4 * Broughton. © 
| (19) To fach a cruel Night-cap?)] The Poets, as Mr. aha bn ob- 
- ſerv'd with me, certainly wrote, n 9 . made of the 
coarſe — 


Sor 


mad — it 


S S/N 


of the Gentlewoman's, the ſtrangeſt Cattle. 


gal we hve an Amick? my „ 
e Kerbel 


Whoſe Head do you carry N Ig 
Upon your Shoulders, that you jole i D 
Againſt the Poſt? Is't for your Eaſe? Or have _ © 
You ſeen the Cellar? Where are my Sayers, Sir? 

Wa Where Se H the pot Vertigo? 

mel. Where, Sir? (20) Have ou got e pot o? 
Have you ſeen the Horles, Sir 8 3 "0 | 

Ser, Tes, DIC, X | N 

mel. Have they any Meat? i 

Ser. Faith, Sir, they have a ind of Molson Ruſs, 
Hay I cannot call it. ee 

Wel. And no Provender? + 

Ser. Sir, ſo I take it. 

Mel. You are merry, Sir, and why ſo? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, here are no Oats to be got, unleſs 
you'll have *em in Porridge: The Peo ops are ſo mainly 
given to Spoon- meat: 2 s a Calt of Coach · mares 


Wel. Why? 
Ser. Why, 1 any are, tranſparent, Sir, you may ſee 


And Fm a Monet Wel. Come, St, t the Truth of your 
Diſcovery. _ Ser. Sir, they are in Tribes like N 
The Kitchen and the Dairy make one Tribe, 
And have their Faction and their Fornicationn 
Within themſelves; the Buttery and the Landry 
Are another Tribe, and there is no Love loſt; 
The Chambers are entire, and what's done chere, 
Is ſomewhat higher than my Knowledge, Sir: 


hut this I am ſure, between theſe Copulations, 


A Stranger is kept virtuous, that is, faſting. 
But, of al cis, th Drink, dr 2 


20) Have ot. the por · Verdugo 7 Verdugo is 4 Word of ca 
125 2 got the yr the Sentkcations. in which it is taken, 
it has no one Conſonant to the Idea and Meaning here required. The 
Poets muſt certainly have wrote Vertige, a Dizzineſs, or Swimming 


_ 


wr the Head, with Drink. 
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Weil. What of that, Sir? YN OOTY 
Ser, Faith, Sir, I wilt handle it as os” Time and your 
Patience 
Will give me Leave. This Drink, or cooling Tulip, wy 
Of which three Spoonfuls kills the Calenture, 
+ A Pint breeds the cold Palſy.— Wil. Sir, you belye © 
The Houſe. Ser. I wou'd, I did, Sir. But as I am 
(21) A true Man, if it were but one D | 
R Colder, nothing but an Aſs's Hoof wo oft h hold it. 
Miel. I am glad on't, Sir, for if it had prov'd ſtronger, 
You had been Tongue-ty*d of theſe Cormmendations, 
Light me the Candle, Sir, I'll hear no more.  [Excunt. 


H 
Enter Young Loveleſs, and his Comrades, with er H 


and two Fidler. | N 

Yo. Love. Come, my. brave Man of War, trace out 0 

thy Darling, L 

And you m El Council, fit and tune, Bo | Big A 

Kifs BN he Corr come home, Kifs cloſe, Kifs de a L 

My Modern Poet, thou ſhalt kiſs in Couplets, = ; 3 I 

Enter Servant, with Wi Mes kif 

Strike up, you Varlets, and leave your bees. ä 
This is no Pay for idlers. 


Capt. O thy. dear tg? thy Heruls, thy _— H 
Fs, 


Makes thee ts Has, his Delight, his Solace. == M1 
Love thy brave Man of War, 2 Tt 
Clap kim in Shamls: Let there be deducted my kn 

— Fi ror 4 the ase am N He 


Colder, nothing but aum Ale K 2 it. 2 is one ( 
liar Impropriety in our Authors, (Who, to re, ought every 
—— to — — Learning, ſo it be done without Pedantry z) that 1 
they too frequently put it in the Mouths of Characters, who cannot 
well be ſuppoſed to know any thing of the Matter. The Alluſion Th 


here is to thoſe extreme cold Wart which flow'd down from 9 
Mountain Nonacris in Arcadia, and which would penetrate thro 4 
every Vehicle but that of an Horſe's Hoof; as Ju sT ix tells us in F 


the xiith Book of his Hiſtory. PLuTarci and ELIAN ſay, it was b 

an Aſe's Hoof. AA KIA, Prin r, and VirRUuvtvs, a a  Mule's: him 
aud QuixnTus CuxTivs, an Or's. The Variation in this point is $ 
of very little Conſequence. They were of ſo very cold a my as Goc 
to be mortal to thole who drank of them. 


out 


E i Shot "wy „ 
Our of be aids Vanda leh Marke 
In Hatchments to adorn this uiflant' Thigh, © Aren 
Cramp*d with chis Reſt of e, and I will fght 1 
by Barrels. é | 
. Love. Thou ſhalr havest, Boy, ul ty raue, 
Lead on a — you Michers. 7 


Enter Savil. 


Sav. 0 my Head, my Heart, what 2 // Noiſe . 
Change is here 5 
'Wou'd, I had been cold i' th Mouth before this Dey, 5 
And neꝰer have liv'd to ſee this Diſſolution. 
| He that bg ene. a Mile = — Place, 
4 Had as good in the | 
VNoiſe —— ill. d 
u of Drink 7th' Cellar, in Wich goodly Veſſels 
Lie wrack' d, and in the middle of this Deluge 
Appear the Tops of Flago ns and Black- Jacks, 
„ ie Churches drown'd Uth' Marſhes. i 
Ft Yo, Love. What, art thou come? 75 
My ſweet Sir Amias, welcome to Troy. Core, hon fat 
kiſs my Helen, and court her in a Dance.” 
Sav. Good Sir, conſider. © | = "+ 
i Os eg imple Toy 
ow Ou! 4 er were à 
Tfaith; alder. Wia Ara! n 
The Man, that cries,  confider, is our Foe: Let 1 Steel 
know him. . 
Yo. Love. Stay thy 8 H 
He muſt not al yer? TIRE be cn e., 


, 


Capt. Peaſant Save! 


Thou Groom compos d of Grudgings, Ale ind thank 
This Gentleman, thou hadſt ſeen F 
The next conſider kills thee. 


1 Let him drink down his Word again in a Gallon 


Poet. 'Tis but a Snuff; mile it two Gallons, and let 
him do it in Repentance. | 


Sav. Nay, r er kill me, there's but a Lay-man loſt 
N. 5 Captain, do your Office, 
Zo. Love. 


"© hea: 


Yo, Love. Thou ſhalt drink, Steward, drink and dance, 
my Steward. Strike him a Horn-pipe, Squeakersz (22) take 


thy Stiver, and pace her till ſhe ſtew, _ 
Sav. Sure, Sir, I cannot dance with your Gentlewomen, 
they are too light for me; pray break my —_ and let 


me go. 

Capt. He ſhall dance, he ſhall dance: | 
. Love. He ſhall dance, and drink, and be drunk and 
dance, and be drunk again, and ON er h 


Capt. Who knocks there? Let him in. 


Enter Elder Loveleſs, abe, 


Sau. Some to deliver me, I hope. 

El. Loue. Gentlemen, God fave you all my Buſine i 
to one Maſter, Loveleſs. 

Capt. This is the Gentleman you mean; view him, 
And take his Inventory, he's a right one. 

El. Love. He promiſes no leſs, Sir. 

2. Love. Sir, Your Buſineſs? 

El. Love. Sir, I ſhou'd let you know, yet Lam oth 
Yet I am ſworn tot; ou FI PLE; Fo ongue 
Wou'd ſpeak it for me! 7 

2. Love. Out with it, i 7 God's Name. 

El. Love. All I 3 Sir, is the Patience 
And Suff rance of a Man; and, good Sir, be 
Not mov'd more. 

Zo. Love. Than "Porte of Sack will do, 

Here is my Hand; prithee, thy Buſineſs? 

EI. Love. Good Sir, excuſe me; and whatſoever you hear, 

Think, muſt have been known to you; and be N 


| (22) take thy Striver, and pace ber till foe flew] Here is both 

Obſcurity and Nonſenſe, from the caſual Iuterpoſition of one unne- 

. ceſſary Letter. 8ive was the old and obſolete Term for the Stews; 
and conſequently, a Stiver, as it ſhould be reſtored in the Text, wa! 

a Girl, a Strumpet, who ply'd there. Hence, perhaps, might come 

the Word Stiver too, to on fy that inconſiderable Coin (the fifth 


Part of an En 2 Penny) 0 Pay of theſe mean Proſtitutes, theſe 
Diſcreet, 


Meretrices diobolares, as PLavyTus ſtyles them. 
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Diſcreet, and bear 1t nobly. 8 „„ 
Yo. Love. Prithee, diſpatch me. 

El. Love. Your Brother s dead, Sir | 

25. Love. Thou doſt not mean, dead Drunk? 

El. Love. No, no, dead and drown'd at Sea, Sir. 
Zo. Love. Art ſure, he's dead? 

El. Love. Too ſure, Sir. 

Yo. Love. Ay, but art thou very certainly fure of it it? 
El. Love. As ſure, Sir, as I tell it. 

: Z. Love. But art thou ſure he came not up again! 2 

| El. Love. He may come up, but ne'er to call you Bro- 


Yo, Love. But art ſure he had Water enough to drown 


El. Love. Sure, Sir, he wanted none. | 
7. Love. I would not have him want, I lov'd 3 
Here I forgive thee; and, i faith, be plain; 
How do I bear it? 
El. Love. Very wiſely, Sir. 
To. Love. Fill him — Wine. Thou doſt not 2 5 
me mov'd, 
Theſe tranſitory Toys n ne'er trouble me, 
L He's in a better Place, my Friend, I know't. 
Some Fellows wou'd have cry*d now, and have curs*d thee, 
And faln out with their Meat, and kept a Pudder; 
But all this helps not, he was too good for us, 
And let God keep him! There's the right Uſe on't, Friend: 
Of with thy Drink, thou haſt a Spice of Sorrow 
Makes thee a-dry : Fill him another. Savil, 
Your Maſter's dead, and who am I now, Savil? 
Nay, let's all bear it well; wipe, Savil, wipe; 
Tears are but thrown away: we ſhall have Wenches 
Now, ſhall we not, Savil? Sav. Yes, Sir. 
Yo. Love. And drink innumerable ? 
S$av. Yes, forſooth. 
1 5 Love. And you'l ſtrain Curt'ſy, and be drunk 2 
E , 
Sav. I wou'd be glad, Sir, todo my weak Endeavour. 
Zo. Love. You may be dug mn time to as a 
ench too. 


Vo. I, 3 ; Sap. 


306 The Gesu N 


Sav. In time the ſturdy Oak, Sie wa 

Yo. Love. Some more Wine for my Friend there. 
El. Love, I ſhall be drunk anon for my good News: 
But I've loving Brother, that's my Comfort. ; 
| Zo. Lov. Here's to you, Sir, | 

This is the worſt I wiſh you for your News: 

And if I had another elder Brother. 

And fay; it were his Chance too to feed Haddocks, 

I ſhould be till the ſame you ſee me now; 
A poor contented Gentleman.” More Wine for my F riend 
there, he's dry again. 

El. Love. I ſhall be, if I follow this Beginning. 
Well, my dear Brother, if I *fcape this Prowning, 
"Tis your Turn next to fink; you ſhall duck twice 
Before I help you. Sir, I. cannot drink more; 


Pray, let me have your Pardon. 7%. he O Lord, Sr, 


It is your Modeſty : More Wine, 
_ Give him a bigger Glaſs; hug him, my Captain, 
Thou ſhalt be my chief Mourne. 
Capt. And this my Pennon : 
Sir, a full Carouſe to you, and to my * of Land here. 
El. Love. I feel a buzzing 1 in my Brains; pray God, I 
bear this out, and PI ne er trouble them fo far again. 
Here's to you, Sir. | 
Yo. Love. To my dear Steward; Down o' your Knees, 
you Infidel, you Pagan; be drunk and penitent. 
Suv. Forgive me, Sir, and Pll be any thing. 
Yo. Love. Then be a Baud, I'll have thee a brave Baud. 
El. Love. Sir, I muſt take my Leave of you, my Buſt- 
neſs is ſo urgent. 
2. Love. Let's have a bridling Caſt, before you go. 
Fill's 4 new Stoupe. 
El. Love. I dare not, Sir, by no means, 
Yo. Love. Have you any mind to a Wench? I would 
fain gratify you for the Pains you took, Sir. 
EI. Love. As little as to the t'other. 
Yo, Love. If you find any Stirring, do but ſay fo, 
El. Love. Sir, you're too bounteous ; when I feel 
Itching, 
You ſhall aſſwage it, Sir, before another: GEN 


4 
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This only, and farewel, Sir. Your Brother, when 
The Storm was moſt extream, told all about him, 
He left a Will behind him, which lies cloſe 
Behind the Chimney in the matted Chamber. 
And ſo as well, Sir, as you have made me able, 
I take my Leave. Yo. Love. Let us embrace him all: 
If you grow dry before you end your Buſineſs, _ 
9 take a Bait here, I've a freſh Hogſhead for you. 
av. You ſhall neither will, nor chuſe, Sir. My Ma- 
ſter is a wonderful fine Gentleman; has a fine State, a 
2 fine State, Sir; I am his Steward, Sir, and his 
El. Love. Wou' d, you were your own, Sir, as I left you. 
Well, I muſt caſt about, or all ſinks. | 
Sav. Farewel, Gentleman, Gentleman, Gentleman 
El. Love. What wou'd you with me, Sir? 
Sav. Farewel, Gentleman! r 
El. Love. O ſleep, Sir, ſleedp. [Ex. El. Love. 


Zo. Love. Well, Boys, you ſee what's fall'n, let's in 
and drink, | K 
And give Thanks for it. 


Capt. Let's give Thanks for it. 

To. Love. Drunk, as I live. 

Sav. Drunk, as I live, Boys. 1 = 
2. Love. Why, now thou art able to diſcharge thing 
Office, and caſt up a Reckoning of ſome weight; I will 
be Knighted, for my State will bear it, tis ſixteen hun- 
2 Boys: Off with your Husks, I'll skin you all in 

ttin, . * f 

Capt. O ſweet Loveleſs ! 

Sav. All in Sattin! O ſweet Loveleſs! ( | 

Zo. Love. March in, my noble Compeers : And this my 


Counteſs ſhall be led by two: And ſo proceed we to the 


.̃Eseunt. 
Euter Morecraft the Uſurer, and Widow. 


Mer. And Widow, as I ſay, be your own Friend : 
Your Husband left you wealthy, ay, and wile, 
Continue ſo, ſweet Duck, continue ſo. | 
Take heed of young _— Varlets, younger —_ 
N 2 : : 
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They are Worms that will eat through your Bags; ; they 
are very 
Lightning, that with a Flaſh or two will melt 
Four Money, and never ſinge your Purſe-ſtrings: They 
Are Colts, Wench, Colts, heady and dangerous, till 
We take em up, and make em "it for Bonds. 
Look upon me, I have had, and have yet 
Matter of moment, Girl, Matter of moment; 
Lou may meet with a worſe Back, I'll not commend it. 
Wid. Nor I neither, Sir. 
Mor. Yet thus far by your Favour, Widow, * tis tough. 
Wid. Therefore not for my Diet; I love a tender one. 
Mor. Sweet Widow, leave your Frumps, and be edi- 
You know my State, I ſell no Perſpectives, [fied: 
Scarfs, Gloves, nor Hangers, nor put my Truſt in Shoe- 
And where your Husband in an Age was riſing [ties; 
By burnt Figs, drudg'd with Meal and powdered Sugar, 
Saunders, and Grains, Wormſeed and rotten Raiſins, 
And vile Tobacco, that made the Footmen mangy 
I in a Year, have put up hundreds inclos'd, 
Thoſe pleaſant Meadows, by a forfeit Mortgage; . 
For which the poor Knight takes him a lone Chamber, 
Owes for his 8 and dare not beat his Hoſteſs: 
Nay, more 
d. Good Sir, no more; whate'er my Husband vas, 
I know what I am, and if you marry me, 
You muſt bear it bravely off, Sir. | 
Mor. Not with the Head, ſweet Widow. 2 
Wid. No, ſweet Sir, 
But with your Shoulders: I muſt have you dubb'd, 
For under that I'will not ſtoop a Feather. 
My Husband was a Fellow lov'd to-toil,  _ 
Fed ill, made Gain his Exerciſe, and fo © - 
Grew coſtive, which, for that I was his Wife, 
I gave way to, and ſpun mine own Smocks coarſe, 
And Sir, ſo little, — But let that paſs; Time, 
That wears all things out, wore out this Husband, 
Who in Penitence of ſuch fruitleſs five Years Marriage, 
Left me great with his Wealth, which if you'll be 
A worthy Goſſip to, be knighted, Sir. 


Mod end band word 


Enter 


5 


te 
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Enter Savil. | 


Mor. Now, Sir, from whom come you? Whoſe Man 
are you, Sir? % 
Sav. Sir, I come from young Maſter Loveleſs 
Mor. Be ſilent, Sir, 


I have no Money, not a Penny for you, 


He's ſunk, your Maſter's funk; a periſh'd Man, Sir. 


Sav. Indeed. his Brother's fank; Sir, God be with him! 
A peniſh'd Man, indeed; and drown'd at Sea. 
Mor. How ſaidſt thou, good my Friend, his Brother 
drown'd? 
Sav. Untimely, Sir, at Sea. 
Mor. And thy young Maſter 
Left ſole Heir? Sav. Yes, Sir. 35 
Mor. And he wants Money? Sav. Yes, 
And ſent me to you, for he is now to be knighted. | 
Mor. Widow, be wiſe, there's more Land coming, 
Widow, 125 
Be very wiſe, and give Thanks fs me, Widow. 
Mid. Be you very Wiſe, and be knighted, and then 
e Thanks for me, Sir; 
Sav. What ſays your Worſhip to this Money ? 
Mor. I ſay, 
He may have Money, if he pleaſe. 
Sav. A Thouſand, Sir? 
Mor. A Thouſand, Sir, provided, my wiſe Sir, 


His Land lie for the Payment, otherwiſe —— 


Enter Young Loveleſs, and Comrades, to them. 


Sav. He's here himſelf, Sir, and can better tell you. 
Mor. My notable dear Friend, and worthy Maſter 
Loveleſs, 


And now right worſhipful, all Joy and Welcome. 


Zo. Love. Thanks to my dear Incloſer, Maſter More- 
Prithee, old Angel o' Gold, ſalute my Family, (craft; 
I'll do as much for yours; this, and your own ! 
Deſires, fair Gentlewoman. Mid. And yours, Sir, 

If you mean well; *tis a handſome Gentleman. 
To, Love. Sirrah, my Brother's dead. N 
9 X 3 Mor. 
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Yo. Love. Dead, and by this time ſouſt for Ember-week, 
Mor. Dead? | | | | 
next freſh Conger , | 
That comes we ſhall hear more. 
Mor. Now, by my Faith 
Of Body it moves me much. 
eee Ro wilt — be an Aſs, 
And weep for th Dead? Why, I thought nothing but 
A general Inundation would have _ thee. 
Prithee, be quiet, he hath left his Land 
Behind him. t 
Mor. O, has he ſo? Yo. Love. Yes, faith, I thank 
Him for't, I've all, Boy; haſt any ready Money? 
Mor. Will you ſell, Sir? 
Zo. Love. No, not outright, good Gripe; 
Marry, a Mortgage, or ſuch a ſlight Security. N 


Yo. Love. Drown'd, drown'd at Sea, Man; by the 


Mor. J have no Money, Sir, for Mortgage; if you'll ſell, 


And all or none, I'II work a new Mine for you. 
Sav. Good Sir, look before you, he*ll work you out 
of all elſe : If you fell all your Land, you have fold your 
Country, and then you muſt to Sea, to ſeek your Brother, 
and there he pickled in a Powdering-Tub, and break your 
Teeth with Biskets and hard Beef, that muſt have water- 
ing, Sir: And where's your 300 Pounds a Year in Drink 
then? If you'll turn up the Straits you may, for you 
have no Calling for Drink there, but with a Cannon, nor 
no Scoring but on your Ship's Sides, and then if you 
*ſcape with Life, and take a Faggot-Boat and a Bottle of 
 Uſquebaugh, come home, poor Man, like a Type of Thames- 
Preet, _ of Pitch and Poor-John. cannot tell, 
Sir, I would be loth to ſee it. 
Capt. Steward, you are an Aſs, a meazel'd Mungril, 
and were it not againſt the Peace of my ſovereign Friend 


here, I wou'd break your forecaſting Coxcomb, Dog, I 


would, even with thy Staff of Office there ; thy Pen 
and Inkhorn. Noble Boy, the God of Gold here has 
fed thee well, take Money for thy Dirt : Hark and be- 
 heve, thou art cold of Conſtitution, thy Seat _— 


7 
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ful, ſell Ta be-wiſe ; we are three that will adorn thee, 
and live according to thine own Heart, Child; Mirth 
ſhall be only ours, and only ours ſhall be the black-ey'd ; 
Beauties of the Time. Money makes Men immortal. 
Poet. Do what you will, it is the nobleſt Courſe, 
Then you may live without the Charge of Feople,.:: 
Only we four will make a Famuly ; ;; 3 8 
Ay, and an Age that will beget new Annals, 
In which I'll write thy Life, my Son of Pleaſure, 
Equal with Nero and Caligula. 3 
Zo. Love. What Men were they, Captain? 
Capt. Two roaring Boys of Rome, that made al folit | 
Zo. Love. Come, Sir, what dare you give? 
Sau. You will not ſell, Sir? 
2. Love. Who told you fo, Sir? 
Sau. Good Sir, have a care. Roof. 
76. Love. Peace, or I'll tack your Tongue up to your 
What Money ? ſpeak. 
Mor. Six thouſand Pound, Sir, 
Capt. Take it; Was overbidden, by the SP Bind 
him to his Bargain quickly. | 
7. Love. Come, ſtrike me Luck hath Earneſt, and 
draw the Writings. 
Mor. There's a God's Penny for thee. _ 
Sav. Sir, for my old Maſter's s ſake let my Farm be ex- 
cepted, if I become his Tenant I am undone, my Children 
Beggars, and my Wife God knows what : Conſider me, 
dear Sir. Mor. I'll have all or none. 
Zo. Love. All in, 155 in: Diſpatch the Writings. 
[ Exit with Com. 
Wild. Go, thou art a pretty f forchanded Fellow; *wou'd, 
thou wert wiſer. 
Sau. Now do I ſenſibly begin to feel myſelf a Raſcal; 
'wou*d, I cou'd teach a School, or by or lie well; 1am 
utterly undone ; Now he, that taught thee to deceive 


and cozen, take thee to his Mercy! ſo be it. 


[ Exit Savil. 

Mor. Come, Widow, come, never ſtand upon a Knight- 
hood, tis a mere paper Honour, and not Proof enough 
for a Serjeant. Come, come, I'll make thee ——  - 


X 4 Wid. 
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Mid. To anſwer in ſhort, tis this, Sir. No Knight, 

no Widow; if you make me any thing, it muſt be a 

Lady, and fo I take my Leave. 

Mor. Farewel, ſweet Widow, and think of it. 

Wid. Sir, Ido more than think of it, it makes me 

dream, Sir. [ Exit Wid. 

Mer, She's ich and ſober, if this Itch were from her: 
and, ſay, I be at the Charge to pay the Footmen, and 

the Trumpets, ay, and the Horſemen too, and be 2 

Knight, and ſhe refuſe me then; | 

Then am I hoiſt into the Subſidy, 

And ſo by conſequence ſhou'd prove a Coxcomb : 

PII have a care of that. Six thouſand Pound, 

And then the Land is mine, there's ſome Refreſhing 

yet, [Exit 


a 3 
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reer 
Enter Abigail, and drops her Clove. 


Mig. I F he but follow me, as all my Hopes 
Tell me, he's Man enough; up GR. my Reſt, 
And, I know, I ſhall draw him. 


Enter Welford. 


Wel. This is the ſtrangeſt pamper'd piece of F leſh to- 
wards Fifty, that ever Frailty-cop'd withal ; what a trim 
P envoy here ſhe has put upon me; theſe Women are 2 
proud kind of Cattle, and love this whoreſon Doing fo 


directly, that they will not ſtick to make their very Skins 


Bawds to their F lech. Here's Dogskin and Storax ſut- 
ficient to kill a 5 What to do with it, beſides nail- 
ing it up (23) amongſt 1; Heads of Teer, to ſhew 
the Mightineſs of her Palm, I know not: there ſhe is. 


; 623 among .f Iriſh Bead, of Teer, 5 flew 369 Migh:ine/s 7 ler 

Palm.] Per is the 1ri Pronunciation of Deir; the Palm, (or 

ren is call'd the Crown of a Stag s Head. Np 9 
I mu 
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I muſt enter into 5 Lady, you have loſt your -- 


Glove. 
Abig. Not, Sir, f you have found i LR 
Mel. It was my Meaning, Lady, to reſtore it. 
Abig. T will be uncivil in me to take back 
A Favour Fortune hath ſo well beſtow” d, Sir, 
Pray, wear it for me. ä 
Mel. 1 had rather wear a Bell. But, hark you, Miſtreſs, 


What hidden Virtue is there in this Glove, 


That you wou*d have me wear it? Is it good 

Againſt ſore Eyes, or will it charm the Tooth-ach? 
Or theſe red Tops, being ſteep'd in White-wine ſoluble, 
Will't kill the Itch? Or has it ſo conceal'd 

A Providence to keep my Hand from Bonds ? 

If it have none of theſe, and prove no more 

But a bare Glove of half a Crown a Pair, 


Iwill be but half a Courteſy, I wear two always; 


Faith, let's draw Cuts, one will do me no Pleaſure. 
Alg. The Tenderneſs of his Years keeps him as yet 
in Ignorance, he's a well-moulded Fellow, and I won- 


der 


His Blood ſhou'd ſtir no higher ; but ®tis his Want 
Of Company: I muſt grow nearer to him. | 


Enter Elder Loveleſs diſguts'd. 


El. Love. God ſave you Both! 

Abig. And „ you, Sir; this is ſomewhat rude, | 
how came you hither ? 

El. Love. Why, through the Doors, they are open. 
NS What are you? And what Buſineſs have you 

El. Love, More, I believe, than you have. | 
f 1 Who would this Fellow ſpeak with ? Art _ 
ober 

El. Love. Yes, I come not here to ſleep. 

Wel. Prithee, what art thou? 

El. Love. As much, gay Man, as thou art; [am a 
Gentleman, .” 

Mel. Art thou no more? 

E.. © Yes, more than thou dar'ſt be; ; a Solder 

. 
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ig. Thou doſt not come to quarrel? | 
EI. — No, not with Women; I come here to o ſk 
with a Gentlewoman. | 
 Abig. Why, I am one. | 
El. Love. But not with one ſo gentle. 
Mel. This is a fine Fellow. 
El. Love. Sir, I am not fine yet. ban ien yew; come 
over; direct me with your Ticket to your Tailor, and 


\ 


then I ſhall be fine, Sir. Lady, if there be a better of 


your Sex within this Houſe, — I would ſee her. 

Abig. Why, am I not good enough for you, Sir? 

El. Love. Your Way, you'll be too good; pray, end 
my Buſineſs. 
This is another Suitor; O frail Women ! 

mel. This Fellow with his Bluntneſs hopes to do 
More than the long Suits of a thouſand cou'd ; 


Though he be ſour, he's quick, I muſt not truſt him. 


oo this Lady is not to ſpeak with you, ſhe is more ſe- 
: You ſmell as if you were new calk'd ; go, and 
be — and then you may ſit with her Serving 

. | 
El. Love. What are you, Sir? 

Mel. Gueſs by my Outſide. | 

El. Love. Then I take you, Sir, for ſome new filken 
Thing wean'd from the Country, that ſhall (when you 
come to keep good Company) be beaten into better Man- 
L 3 Pray, good proud Gentlewoman, help me to your 

Miſtreſs 

Abig. How many Lives haſt thou, that thou talk 
thus rudely ? 

El. Love. But one, one; 1 am neither Car nor Wo- 
man. 

Wel. And l ces one Life, Sir, maintain you ever i 
ſuch bold Sawcineſs ? 

El. Love. Yes, amongſt a Nation of ſuch Meri as you 
are, uy be no worſe for wearing. Oil 1 rags with 2 
" hiv No; by: my 8 ſhall you not. 
El. Love. I muſt ſtay here tgnen. 

Hel. That you ſhall not neither. 


EI. Love. 


{2 
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El. Love. Good fine Thing, tell e "WV 
Mell. Good angry Thing, [ll tell you: 

This is no Place for e for fuch Companions, | 

Such louly Gentlemen ſhall find their Buſineſs a 

Better 1? th* Suburbs, there your ſtrong Pitch Perfume, 

Mingled with Lees of Ale, ſhall reek in Faſhion. 

This is no Thames-ſtreet, Sir. 

Abig. This Gentleman informs you truly. 

Prithee, be ſatisfied, and ſeek the nbaks 

Good Captain, or whatever Title elſe 

The Warlike Eel-boats have beſtow'd upon thee, 

Go and reform thyſelf, prithee be ſweeter, 

And know, my Lady Peaks with no ſuch Swabbers. 
El. Love. You cannot talk me out with your Tradition 

Of Wit you pick from Plays, go to, I have found _ : 

And for you, Sir, whoſe tender gentle Blood 

Runs in your Noſe, and makes you ſnuff at all 

(24) But three-pil'd People, I © let you know, 

e that begot your Worſhip's Sattin-ſuit, 

Can make no Men, Sir: I will fee this Lady, 

And with the Reverence of your Silkenſhip, 

In theſe old Ornaments, | 
Wel. You will not, ſure? 

El. Love. Sure, Sir, I ſhall. 
Abig. You wou'd be beaten out ? 
El. Love. Indeed, I would not; or if I would be beaten, 

Pray, who ſhall beat me? This good Gentleman 

Looks as he were o'th' Peace. 

Wel. Sir, you ſhall ſee that: Will you get you 8 

El. Love. Ves, That that ſhall correct your Boy's Tongue. 
Dare you fight ? I will ſtay here ſtill. [They draw. 
tbe. O, their Things are out; help, help, for God's 

Madam — Jeſus! they foin at one another. (fake, 


Enter Lady. 
Madam, why, who is within there? 
Lady. Who breeds this Rudeneſs? 


(24) But en pil'd People.] i. e. Wearers of Velvet; the Pile 
i the ſo t Shag or Pluff of it. 


1 
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Wel. This uncivil Fellow ; | 
He ſays, he comes from Sea; where I believe 
H'as purg'd away his Manners, 

Lady. Why, what of him ? 

Mel. Why, he will rudely, without once God 3/eſs you, 
Preſs to your Privacies, and no Denial 
Muſt ſtand betwixt your Perſon and his Buſineſs , 

J let go his ill Language. | | 

Lady. Sir, have you Buſineſs with me? 

El. Love. Madam, ſome 1 have, | 
But not fo ſerious to pawn my Life for't : - 

If you keep this Quarter, and maintain about you 
Such Knights o'th' Sun as this is, to defie 

Men of Employment to ye, you may live; 
But in what Fame? | 

Lady. Pray, ſtay, Sir, who has wrong'd you? 

El. Love. Wrong me he cannot, though uncivilly 
He flung his wild Words at me: but to you Y 
J think, he did no Honour, to deny 
The Haſte I come withal a Paſſage to you 
Though I ſeem coarſe. p34. 3 [ ledge, 

Lady. Excuſe me, gentle Sir, *twas from my Know. 
And ſhall have no Protection. And to you, Sir, 

You have ſhew'd more Heat than Wit, and from yourſelf 
Have borrow'd Power, I never gave you here, 

To do theſe vile unmanly Things. My Houſe 

Is no blind Street to ſwagger in; and my Favours 

Not doting yet on your unknown Deſerts 

So far, that I ſhould make you Maſter of my Buſineſs; 


>> OF< 
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My Credit yet ſtands fairer with the People, 


Than to be tried with Swords; and they, that come 5 
To do me Service, muſt not think to win me 
With Hazard of a Murther; if your Love 
Cõnſiſt in Fury, carry it to the Camp: 


And there in Honour of ſome common Miſtreſs, 

Shorten your Youth : I pray be better temper'd; 

And give me Leave a-while, Sir, I 
Mel. You muſt have it. N [Exit Welford, 
Lady. Now, Sir, your Buſineſs ? [Fellos, WW 8. 


El. Love, Firſt, I thank you for ſchooling this young 
| Whom 
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Whom his own Follies, which he's prone enough 
Daily to fall into, if you but frown, © 


Shall [level him a Way to his Repentance. 
Next, I ſhould rail at you, but you are a Woman, 


And Anger's loſt upon you. 


Lady. Why at me, Sir? _ 
never did you Wrong; for, to my Knowledge 
This is the firſt Sight of you. 
El. Love. You have done that, AY 
| muſt confeſs, I have the leaſt Curſe = '- 
Becauſe the leaſt Acquaintance : But there be 
{If there be Honour in the Minds of Men) 
Thouſands, when they ſhall know what I deliver, 
(As all good Men muſt ſhare in t) will to Shane 
Blaſt your black Memory. 
Lady. How is this, good Sir? 
El. Love. Tis that, that, if you have a Soul, will chodk 
You've kill'd a Gentleman. | Lit. 
Lady. I kill'd a Gentleman! 
El. _ You, and your Cruelty, have kil'd him, 
oman, 
And 6 (let mo beme | 
Whoſe leaſt Worth weigh'd above all Women's Virtues, , 
That are; I ſpare you all to come too: Gueſs him now. 
I am fo innocent, I cannot, Sir, [man, 
El. Love. Repent, you mean; you are a perfect Wo- 
And, as the firſt was, made for Man's Undoing. 
Lady. Sir, you have miſt your Way, I am not ſhe. 
El. Love. Wou' d, he had miſt his Way too, though 
be had wander'd 
Farther than Women are ill ſpoken of, 
So he had miſt this Miſery; you, Lady,— 
Lady. How do you do, Sir? 
El. Love, Well enough, I hope; 
While I can keep myſelf out from Temptations. 
Lady. Pray, leap into this Matter, whither would ye? 
El. Love. You had a Servant, that 91 Peeviſhneſs 
Injoin'd to travel. 
Lady. Such a one I haye | 
Still, ad I ſhall be griev'd "twere otheryiſe X 
El. Love. 
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El. Love, Then have your Asking, and be griev'd, 
he's dead: 

How you will anſwer for his Worth, I know not: 

But this, I am ſure, either he, or you, or Both 

Were ſtark mad, elſe he might have liv*d to ve given 

A ſtronger Teſtimony to th* World 

Of what he might have been. He was a Man 

I knew but in his Evening; ten Suns after, 

Forc'd by a Tyrant Storm our beaten Bark 

Bulg'd under us; in which fad parting Blow 


He calFd upon his Saint, but not for Life, 


On you 1 Woman; and, whilſt all 
' Sought to preſerve their Souls, de deſperately 
Embrac'd a Wave, crying to all that aw it, 
If any live, go to my Fate that forced me 
To this untimely End, and make her happy. 
His Name was Loveleſs : And I *ſcap'd the Storm, 
And now you have my Buſineſs. 
Lady. *Tis too much. 
Mould, I had been that Storm, he had not periſh'd. 
If you'll rail now, I will forgive you, Sir: 
Or if you'll call in more, if any more 
Come from his Ruin, I ſhall juſtly ſuffer 
What they can ſay: I do confeſs myſelt 
A guilty Cauſe. in this. (25) I wou'd fay more, 
But Grief is grown too great to be deliver' d. 
El. Love. — 5 this well: Theſe Women are auer 
1h 
'Tis ſomewhat of the lateſt now to weep, 5 
You ſhould have wept, when he was going from you; ; 
And chain'd him with thoſe Tears at home. 
Lady. Would, you had told me then ſo, theſe two Arms 
had been his Sea. 
El. Love. Truſt me, you move me much: _ lay, 
he liv'd, 


THIS were forgotten Things again, 


hs — 1 would ſay more, + 
But Grief is grown too great to be deliver'd. 4 
Cure leves loquuntur, ingentes ſtupent. 


Lach. 
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Lady. Ay, ſay you ſo? Arent! 

Sure, I ſhould * that Voice: This 18 Knavery. | 

I'll fit you for it. Were he living, ow 

I would perſuade you to be charitable, 

Ay, and confeſs we are not all ſo ill 

As your Opinion holds us. O my F Bend, 

What Penance ſhall I pull upon my F aul, 

Upon my moſt unworthy Self for this? 5 
El. Love. Leave to love others, "Rn s ome 1 ealoul 


That turn'd him deſperate. 


Lady. I'll be with you ſtraight: - 9 
Are you wrung there? e 

El. Love. This works amain upon her. 

Lady. ] do confeſs, there is a nene 
Has borne me long good Will. | 

El. Love. 1 do not like that. 

Lady. And vow'd a thouſand Suren to me; 41 
To me, regardleſs of him : But ſince Fate, arent. 
That no Pow'r can withſtand, has taken from me” 

My firſt, and beſt Love, and to weep away ail 150 
My Youth is a meer Folly, I will ſhew you e 
What I determine, Sir: Lou ſhall know all: 

Call Mr. Welford, there: That Gentleman 

I mean to make the Model of my Fortunes, 

And in his chaſt Embraces keep alive 


The Memory of my loſt lovely — do Retr ab. 


He is ſomewhat like him too. 
El. Love. Then you can love ? | | 
Lady. Yes, certainly, Sir: WE; 
Though it pleaſe you to think me hard 8 eruel 
I hope, I ſhall perſuade you otherwiſe. * N 
El. Love. 1 ve made myſelf a fine Fool. 


Enter Welford. 


171. Wou' d you have ſpoke with me, Madam? 
Lady. Yes, Mr. Welford, and J ask your Pardon 
Before this Gentleman for being froward:  -—-- 


This Kiſs, and henceforth more Affection. 


EI. Love. So, it is better I were drown'd LS 
Mel. This is a ſudden Paſſion, God hold it! 


320 The Scornfull Lady. 
This Fellow out of his F ear, ſure, has . 
Perſuaded her, I'll give him a new Suit on't. 1 

Lady. A parting Kiſs, and, good Sir, let me pray you 
— ID wait me in the Gallery. 8. 
Mel. I am in another World; Madam, ee you 
. pleaſe. [Exit Welford. 
EI. Love. I will to Sea, and r ſhall go hard but Ill 
Be drown*d indeed. 
Zady. Now, Sir, you fee I am no ſuch hard Creature, | 
But Time may win me. 
| EI. Love. You have forgot your loſt Lane: 
. Alas! Sir, what would you have me do? 
I cannot call him-back again with Sorrow; 
PII love this Man as dearly, and beſhrow me, 
PI keep him far enough from Sea; twas told me, 
Now I remember me, by an old wiſe Woman, 
That my firſt Lover ſhould be drown'd, and ſee,. 
Tis come about. | 
El. Love. I would ſhe had told you your ſecond ſhould 
be hang'd too, and let that come about: But this is very 
ſtrange. 
— Faith, [2 conſider all, and then I know you'll 
be of wy Minds. 11 weeping would. redeem him, I ma 
w 
2. Love. But, aw that I were Loveleſs, : 
And ſcap'd the Storm, how would you anſwer 050 
* Why, for that Gentleman 1 would leave all the 
orld. + 
El. Love. This young Thing too? | 
Lady. That young Thing too, 
Or any young Thing elſe: Why, 1 would loſs my 9 
i. Love. Why, then he lives ſtill, I am he, * n 
Loveleſs. | 
Lady. Alas, I knew it, Sir, and for that Fr | 
Prepar'd this Pageant : Get you to your Task; = =» 
And leave theſe Players? Tricks, or I ſhall leave you, 

Indeed, I ſhall, Travel, or know me not. 

EI. Love. Will you then marry? | 
. 1 will not. prom, take your Choice. PLETE 
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El. Love; There is no other 1 but a Woman. 


I muſt do ſomething. Exit Loveleſs, 

| WAS | BE * J i. 5 65 
| MET Enter Welford... r tow 

Wil Miſtreſs; 1 am rat 1011 ESL 10 Dur) . 

| Lady. You are, indeed, VAI I6T ns 4 

| Wel. You fo overjoy'd. mes Kaare N 0 lis R 


Lady. Take heed, you ſurfeit not; pray faſt, and wel- 
Wel. By this Light, you love me extreamly. ich 
Lady. By this, and To-morrow's Light, I care not for 
Mel. Come, come, you cannot hide it. [you. 
Lady. Indeed, I can, where you ſhall never 2 it. 
Jel. 1 like this Mirth well, Lady. 3 % 
Lady. You ſhall have more on't. ent 
Wel. I muſt kiſs you. 
Lady. No, Sir. . 3} 
Wel. Indeed, I muſt. 

Lady. What muſt be, muſt be; I'll — 75 my . 
| you have your . Blow: I pray, commend me to 
Wo few Friends you have, that ſent you hither, and tell 

dem when you travel next, twere fit you brought leſs 
Brav'ry with you and more Wit; mw never get a 
| Wife elſe. 8 10 TIE. 

Mel. Are you in Earneſt? png 

Lady. Yes, faith, Will you eat, Sir? TEL Horſes will 
be ready ſtraight, you ſhall have. a Pn ** in the 
Buttery for ye. 

Mel. Do not you love me then > 

Lady. Yes, for that Face. 

Hel. It is a good one, Lady. 

Lach. Tes, it were not warpt, the Fire i in time may 
C mend it. | 
| Mel. Vechinks, yours is is s none of the beſt, A 

Lady. No, by my troth, Sir; yet, o BY, C cience, 

Tou wou'd make ſhift with it. 115 
Hel. Come, pray, no more of tis. +. + (there? 
Lady. T will not: Fare you well. Ho, 59 s within 
Bring out the Gentleman's Horſes, he's in haſte; 5 
And ſet ſome cold Meat on the Table. 

Wel. 1 25 too much of that, Trhank. you, Lady: 

. Vo L,1 * 1＋ take 


' 
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che we Chakbirandein you pleaſe, there goes a black 


one with you, Lady. 


Lady. Farewel, young Man. [Exit Lady. 
Wel. You have made me one; Farewel; and may the 
Curſe of a great Houſe fall upon thee, I mean, the But- 
ler! The Devil and all his Works are in theſe Women; 
*wou'd, all of my Sex were of my Mind, I wou'd make 
'em a new Lent, and a long one, "that Fleſh _ on in 
more Rey wende with them. 


Euer Abigail to him. 


Abig. I am forry, Mr. Wilford —— 
= 'So am I, that you are here. 
How does my Lady uſe you? 

2 As I would uſe you, Scurvily. 

Abig. I ſhou'd have been more kind, Sir. 

We. I ſhould have been undone then. Pray, leave me, 
and look to your Sweet-meats. Hark, your Lady calls. 
8 ig. Sir, I ſhall borrow ſo much Time without Of- 
ENCE — 


Wel. You're nothing but Offence ; for God's Love, 


_ me. 


—_ *Tis ſtrange, my Lady ſhou'd be fuch a Tyrant— 
To ſend you to me. Pray, go ſtitch ; good, do; 
1 re more Trouble to me than a Term. 

g. I do not know how my good Will, if I ſaid 


130 1 lied not, ſhould any ways deſerve this? 


We. A thouſand Ways, a thouſand Ways; ſweet Crea- 


| mm 25 me depart in Peace. 


What Creature, Sir? I hope, I am a Woman, 
A hundred, I think, by your Noiſe. 
this Since you are angry, Sir, Ta am bold to tell you 


that Iam a Woman, and a Rib. 


Wel. Of a roaſted Hotſe? - 5 
Albig. Conſtrue me that. 
(26) Wel. A Dog can do it better; Farevel, canli, 


(26) 4 Dog can do it _ Kae Counteſs;] This is not 
complimental, but ſarcaſtically ſpoken, In a Pack of Hounds, an old 
ſtaunch Hunting- Bitch js often call * Counteſs, Beauty, &c. 


and 
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The Scornfull 'Lady. 323 
and commend me to your Lady, tell her ſhe? x nog 
„ and ſo I commit you Both to your Tempter. 

Abi. Sweet Mr. Welford, ———; 

Wel. Avoid, old Satanas: Go daub your Runs; 

Your Face looks fouler than a Storm: The Footman 
Stays for you in the Lobby, Lady. 

Abig. If you were a Gentleman, I ſhou'd know it by 
your gentle Conditions. Are theſe fit Words to. give a 
Gentlewoman ? 

Wel. As fit, as they were made Gi ye. Surah, my 
Horſes. Farewel, old Adage; keep your Noſe warm, 
the Rheum will make it Horn elſe ——- [Exit Wel. 

Abig. The Bleſſings of a prodigal young Hick 
Be thy Companions, Welford! Marry, come up, my 
Gentleman, 'are your Gums grown ſo tender they cannot 


bite? A s$kittiſh Filly will be your Fortune, Welford, and 


fair enough for ſuch a Packſaddle. And I doubt not (if 
my Aim ane to ſee her made to amble to your Hand. 
[Exit Abigail. 


| Enter Young Loveleſs, and Comrades, Morecraft, 
Widow, Savil, and the reſt. 


Copt. — thy brave Shoulder, my young puiſſant 


And may thy Back word bite them to the Bone 
That — thee not, (27) thou art an Errant- man, 
Go on. The Circumcis'd ſhall fall by thee. 

Let Land and Labour fill the Man that tills, 


Thy Sword muſt be thy Plough ; and Jove it ow. 


Mecha ſhall ſweat, and Mabomet ſhall fall, 

And thy dear Name fill up his Monument. 
D. Love. It ſhall, Captain, I mean to be a Worthy. 
Capt. One Worthy i is too little, thou ſhalt be all. 
Mar. Captain, I ſhall deſerve ſome of your Love too. 
Capt, Thau mat have Heart an Aland tee owe : 

Morecraft, 


(27) ————— thou art an Errant-Man, 
So on. The Circumcis'd dy Wars by thee.) i. e. A Knight- 
Errant : one fit to go on the Holy Wars; to fight x wt ** 


and Fenvs, 


* Go 
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If thou wilt lend me Money. I am a Man 1 
Be ruPd, and open to „r ee 
Whence none of thy evil Angels paſs again, | 
And I will ſtile thee Noble, nay, Don Diego, - = \ 
I'll wooe thy Infants for thee,” and my * 1 1 
Shall feaſt her with high Meats, and make her apt. 
Mor. Pardon me, Captain, you re beſide my Meaning 
. Love. No, Mr. Morecraft, tis a AT 
I ſhou'd prepare her for ye. 
Capt. Or provoke her. 13% 
Speak, my modern Man, 1 ſay revoke ids 2 011 


Poet. Captain, I Hay ſo too, or fiir. he to k. — 


the Criticks. 
2. Love. But howſoever you 5 it, . ſhe's 
very welcome, and this ſhall ſerve for Witneſs. And, 
Widow, ſince you're come ſo happily, you ſhall deliver 
up the Keys and free Poſſeſſion of this Houſe, while | 
ſtand by to ratify. The 
Wid. I had rather give it back again, believe me, 
_ *Tis a Miſery to fay, you had it. Take heed, . 
25. Love. Iis paſt that, Widow come, fit down, ſome 
Wine there; there is a ſcurvy Banquet, if we E Bac i. 1.98 
this fair Houſe is yours, Sir Savil? 
Savil. Yes, Sir. 
2%, Love.” Are your lays ready, 15 muſt cal your 
Burden. 
Sav. I am ready, Sir, to be undone, when you ſal 
call me to't. <5. 
Ze. Love. Come, come, chi ſhalt im * id 
Sau. 1 ſhall have leſs to do, that's all, there's half a 
dozen of my Friends iꝰ th* Fields ſunning againſt a Bank, 
with half a Breech among em, I: ſhall be with em 
8 The Care and continual Vexation of being rich, 
this Raſcal. What ſhall become of my poor 
Fam y? they are no Sheep, and they muſt keep them. 
ves. 
20. Love. Drink, Maſter Morecraft ; pray, be merry 
* an dn will not drink, there's no Society; [all 
| KE and drink: Widow, a Word. 
e und her thoroughly, Knight. 1 


O — r 8. 


Th 


[is 


This makes you not a Baron, but a bare one: 


to me, Sir: Captain, take Ter, the Mater i is a tart and 


A rich Face, pawn it to the Uſurer; 
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o Gold, here's to thy fair pr wn Be a Baron, and a 


bold one : leave off _ of young, Heirs: like 
Trouts, and let thy er Feed Menof e 


8 1 a bee d e | 
Mor. I thank you, worthy Cape, Go yotr: pe" | 

You keep your Chimnies ſmoking there, your Noſt ny 2 0 

And when you can, you feed a Man of War. 5 


And how or when you ſhall be ſav' d, let the Clark 

O'th* Company (you've commanded) have a juſt Gas of. 
Poet. The Man is much mov'd. Be not angry, Sir, 

(28) but, as the Poet ſings, let your Diſpleaſure be a ſhort. 

Fury, and go out. Tou have ſpoke 3 and bitterly, 


2 witty Whorſon —— 

Capt. Poet, you feign, vending 3 che Wit of this Man. 
Lies in his Fing ers Ends, he mult tell all; 
His Tongue fills his Mouth like a Neat's Tongue, and 
only ſerves to lick his hungry Chaps after a Purchace: His 
Brains and Brimſtone are the Devil's Diet to a fat Uſurer's 
Head. To her, Knight, to her; clap her Aboard, and 
ſtow her. Where's the brave Steward ? 

Sav. Here's Your poor. Friend, and Savil, Sir. 

Capt. Aways th' rt rich in Ornaments of Nature. | 
Firſt, in thy ace, thou haſt a ſerious Face, 
A betting, barganing, and ſaving Face, 


A Face to kindle c the Compaſſion 

Of the moſt-ignorant and frozen Juſtice. | 

R Sau. Tis ſuch, as I ſhall not dare to ſhew. i it ſhortly, 

Ir. . 

Cap. Be blithe and bonay, Steward. Maſter Auna. 

Drink to this Man of Reckoning. ft | 
Mor. Here's e' en to him. 
Sav. The Deyil guide it downward! * Wou'd, chere v were 

int an Acre of — great Broom - feld he bought, to ſweep | 


(28) but, as the Poet fig, let your EIA be a ſhort ray 1 
The Poet, alluded to 2 Honk Ack. | 
{ra furor brevis : 


4 ©” _ 


— | 
. 0; Doe Confider * I told you, you ar young, | 
Unapt for worldly Buſineſs: Is it fit | 
One of fuch Tenderneſs, ſo delicate, 
So contrary to Things of Care, ſhould tr 
And break her better. Meditations, 
In the bare Brokage of a Brace of Angels? 
Or a new Kirtel, though it be of Sattin? 
Eat by the Hope of Surfeits, and lie down. 00 
Only in Expectation of a Morrow, © k 
That may undo ſome eaſy-hearted Fool, he 
Or reach a Widow's Curſes? Let out Money, E 
Whoſe Uſe returns the Principal? and get, r 
- Out of theſe Troubles, a conſuming Heir; y 
For ſuch a one muſt follow neceſſariljy :: | 
You ſhall die hated, if not old and miſerable + 
And that poſſeſt Wealth, that you got with Pining, 
Live to ſee tumbled to 5 s Hands, 
That is no more a- kin to you, than you to cg 
id. Sir, you ſpeak well; wodd 8 that Charity 
had firſt begun herrſſe it b ha 
Yo. Love. Tis yet Time. Be merry; emethinks; youwan 
Wine there, there's more Y "the Houle.” — 2 A 
reſts the Health? ?) 017 
Capt. It ſhall go round, Boy? Hir 
o. Love. Say, you can ſuffer this, ny the End | 
Points at much Profit, can you fo far bow © © 
Below your Blood, below your too much ame 
To be a Partner of this Fellow's Bed, 
And lie with his Diſeaſes? If you can, 
I will not preſs you further: Yet look upon him: 
There's nothing in that hide-bound Uſurer, 
That Man of Mat, that all decay*d, but Aches, 3 
For you to love, unleſs his periſh'd Lungs, ot | 
His dry Cough, or his Scurvy, This is Truth, 
And fo far I dare ſpeak yet: He has yet, 
Paſt Cure of Phyſick, Spaw, or any Diet, : 
A primitive Pox in his Bones; and o“ my, Knowledge 


He has been ten times rowell'd; Ye may love him ; bs 
e 
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| 

7 
it 
le 


ſe 


The Scornfull Lady. 


327 
He had a Baſtard, his own toward Ifſue, - | 
Whip'd, and then crop'd for waſhing out t the TY 
In Three- farthings to make em Pence. 00 
Mid. I do not like theſe Morals. 
25. Love. You muſt not like him then. 


Enter Elder Loveleſs. 


El. Love. By your Leave, Gentlemen. 

Yo. Love. By my Troth, Sir, ——— wel- 
come, faith : Lord, what a Stranger you are grown; pray, 
know this Gentleman, and, if you pleaſe, theſe Friends 
here: We are merry, you ſee the worlt on's; (29) your 
Houſe has been kept warm, Sir. 

El. Love. I am glad to hear it, Brother; pray! God, 
you are wiſe too 

Zo. Love. Pray, Mr. Morecraft, know my elder Bro- 
ther; and, 1 do your Compliment. Savil, I dare 
ſwear, is glad at Heart to ſee you; Lord, we heard, Sir, 
you were drown'd at Sea, and ſee how luckily: Things 
come about! 

Mor. e again, Sir. i 

20. Love. No, Sir, pray = —_ 'twill male 
good Tailors? Meaſures; I am ank you. 

Mid. By my Troth, the — = ſtew'd hin in 
his own Sawce, I ſhall love him for't. 

Sav. I know not where I am, I am fo glad: 
Your Worſhip is the welcom*ſt Man alive; 
Upon my Knees I bid you welcome home: 
Here has been ſuch a Hurry, ſuch a Bin 
Such diſmal Drinking, Swearing and Whoring, t has al- 
moſt made me mal. We have all bv'd 1 in a continual 


(2c ) Ho Fa * warm, Sir, 
2 Low lad to 5 Brother z pray Ged, you are — 3 


| 5 ; th 3 be a very odd Reply, did it not depend on a Pro- 


verbial Expreſſion, If you are wile, keep yourſelf warm. 80 f in 
SHAKBSPEARE's Much Ado about Nothing, 
So that if he has Wit enough to keep himſelf Wares Ce. 


And, again, in his Taming of the Shrew: 


pet. Am I not wile? 
Kath. Tes; keep you warm. 


Ya ©  Turnbals 
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Turnbal-ftreet;, Sir; bleſt be Heav'n, that ent Ou ale 
mint no Mall L eat, and go to bed 3 
El. Love. Brother, diſmiſs theſe People. 77814 
d ee. ee. be gone a while, meet me at my old 
Rendevouze in the Evening, take your fmall Poa with 
you. Mr. Morecra r you were beſt go prattle with your 
earned Counſel, I ſhall preſe rve your Money; I was co- 
zen'd when Time was, we are quit, Sir. {<1 
id. Better and better fill. 97.) 
El. Love. What is this F ellow, Brother?! zit iD 
25. Lobe. A thirſty Uſurer chat 9 my Land off, 
El. Love. What does he tarry for? 1 
20. Love. Sir, to be Landlord of your Houſe and State: 
T'was bold to make a little Sale, Sir. 
Mor. _ I over reach d ? It there be Law, Pl ham- 
8. 
. Tree? Prithee, be gone, and rave at home, thou art 
So baſe a Fool I cannot laugh at.thee: , 
Sirrah, this comes of Coz'ning, home and ſpare, 
Fat Raddiſh til you raiſe your Sums again. 
If you ſtir far in this, I'll have you whip'd, - 


Your Ears nail'd for Intelligencing o th' Pillory, d 


your Goods ſorfeit: Tou are a wle 5 leave my 
Houſe: No more. 

Mor. A Pox upon your Houſe! Come, Widow, 1 ſhall 
yet hamper this young Gameſter. 
VMid. Good twelve i' th Hundred, berg ur Way, 1 


am not for your Diet; aka in e own OR Jew, 


and get a Broker; *' 
p ge Love. Tis well bad, Widow: Will you jog on, 
| offi bs. - 1.5 
Mer. Yes, I will go, but * tis no matter nber: 
But when I truſt a wild Fool, and a Woman, 
May I lend gratis, and build. Hoſpitals!” ** © Exe, 
Jo. Love, Nay, good Sir, make all ev'n, here's a Wi- 
dow wants your good Word for me, ſhe 8 rich, and may 
renew me and my Fortunes. 


El. Love. I am glad you look before you. Gentlewo- 


man, here is a poor diſtreſſed younger Brother, 
Wi d. You do him POE Sir, he's a Knight. 


BY | El. Love. 


4 ©, = 3 mp2 wt 


a ww is ww. 


1 


| 


— 


* 


The Scornfull Lady. L 329 


El. Love. I ask you Mercy: yet tis no matter, his 
Knighthood is no Inheritance, I take it: Whatſoever he 
is, he is your Servant, or wou'd be, Lady. Faith, be 
not mercileſs, but make a Man; he's: young and hand- 
ſome, though he be my Brother, and his Obſervances may 
deſerve -your Love: He ſhall not fail for Means. 

Mid. Sir, you ſpeak like a worthy Brother: And ſo 


much do I credit your fair Language, that I ſhall love 


your Brother: And lo love him, — but [ ſhall bluſh to 
lay more. 

El. Love. Stop ha Mouth. I — you ſhall Jokes 
to know that Hour, when this ſhall be repented. Now, 
Brother, I ſhou'd chide, but Pl give no Diſtaſte to your 
fair Miſtreſs. I will inſtruct her in't, and ſhe ſhall dot: 


Lou have been wild and ignorant, pray, mend it. 


Zo. Love. Sir, every Day now Spring comes on. 

El. Love. To you, good Mr. Savil, and your Ge. 
Thus much I have to ſay: You're from my Steward 
Become, firſt, Jour own Drunkard, then his Bawd; 
They ſay, you're excellent grown: in both, b aperſet: 227 
Give me your Keys, Sir $avil. 1 

Sav. Good Sir, conſider ne as Inns leſt me to. 

El. Love. I left you as a Curb for, not to provoke 
My Brother's Follies. Where's the beſt Drink, now? 
Come, tell 8 Savil; where's the ſoundeſt Whores? 2 
Ye old He- goat, ye dricf Ape ye lame Stallion, 

0 30) Muſt 1 the el caping in thy "Houle? Your Whores, 


' (30) You muſt be wits in my Houſe your Whores, _ ; 
Like Fairies dance, &c.] This Paſſage has ſuffer d both by oh 
falſe Pointing, and a flight Corruption in the Text. The Latter I 
have cured from the Authority of the oldeſt Qzarto; it wants ne 
Confirmation, from the Words, Goat and Stallion, preceding; and 
the Expreſſion is frequent in our Authors. 
So, in Philafter ; 
T d rather be Sir Tim the $ choolmaſter, 
And leap a Dairy: Maia, | ' 
And, again; 


I know Fans and her Hikats, 
Her Lays, Leaps, and Outlays ; | 
And, again: 


He looks like an old ſurfrited Stallion after his Leapingz 
| | ; : | And 
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Like Fairies dance their Night- rounds, without Fear 
Either of King or Conſtable, within my Walls? 
Are all my Hangings ſafe; my Sheep unſold yet? 
I hope, my Plate is currant; I ha* too much on't. 
What ſay you to three hundred Pounds in Drink now ? 
Sa v. Good Sir, forgive me, and but hear me ſpeak. 
El. Love. Methinks, thou thou be drunk all, and 
404. met . peak, 
"Tis the more pardonable. . 
Sav. I will, Sir, if you will have it ſo. 


El. Love. I thank ye: be. r Ges it, Sr: Do 


you hear? 

Get you a Whore ſoon for your Recreation ; 335 

78 _ out Captain Broken-breech your Fellow, 
— uarrel if you dare: I ſhall deliver 

Theſe Keys to one ſhall have more Honeſty, 

Though not ſo much fine Wit, Sir. You may will 

And gather Creſſes, fit to cool your Liver 

There's ſomething for you to begin a Diet, 

Yowll have the Pox elſe. Speed you well, Sir Savil: 

You may eat at my Houſe to preſerve Life; yrs" 

But keep no Fornications in the Stables. | 


Sav. Now muſt I hang myſelf, a Friends will look 
£227:$0T © | 

Eating and Sleeping, I do deſpiſe you both now : 

I will run mad firſt, and, 22 not Pity 

PI drown myſelf, to a moſt diſinal I — | "tam Savil, 


Rr in the Cu/flom of the County; 
How big he bears! 
Bare, be will leap before us all; 

c. &c. 
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ig. 1 poor Gentlewoman, to what a Miſery 


Hatch Age now brougfit thee: To what à 
ſcurvy Fortune? 


Thou that haſt been Companion for Nb eee, 


And at the worſt of Times for Gentlemen; 


Now, like a broken Serving- man, muſt beg fr 


Favour to thoſe, that wou'd have crawl'd like TO 


To my Chamber but for an Apparition of me. 

You that be coming on, make much of Fifteen, © 

And fo till Five-and-twenty : Uſe your Time 3 5 
With Reverence, that your Profits may ariſe: ©. © © 
'Twill not tarry wi” you, Ecce fignm : Here was a Pas 
But Time, that, like a Surfeit, eats our Youth, 

(Plague of his Iron Teeth, and draw em for't 78 

Has been a little bolder here than welcome: 

And now, to ſay the Truth, I am fit for no Man. 
Old Men i' th“ Houſe of Fifty, call me Granum;, © 
And when they are drunk, e en then, when * and my 


Are all as one, not one will do me Reaſon. Dey 


My little Levite hath forſaken me, 

His ſilver Sound of Cittern quite aboliſh'd, 

His doleful Hymns under my Chamber- Window, 
Digeſted into tedious Learning now: | = 
Well, Fool, you leap'd a Haddock when you left lun; — 
He's a clean Man, and a good Edifier, | 
And twenty Nobles is his State de claro, 

Beſides his Pigs in poſſe. 
To this good Homilift 1 have been ever ſtubborn, bre 
Which God forgive me for, and mend my Manners: 
(31) And, Love, if ever thou had'ſt Care of Forty, | 45 


(31) And, Love, if ever thou bad Care of Forty, _ 
Of ſuch a Piece of lape Ground, hear my Pray' r,] I believe, | 
there is no ſuch. Term in the Exgliſb Tos wt as /ape Ground, The 
Word muſt have been Lay, or 228 i. e. erra inculta, Novale: un- 
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plow'd, uncultivated, Lang, Mr. 3 mp/e Of 
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Of ſuch a Piece of laye Ground, hear my Pray* , 
And fire his Zeal ſo far forth, that my Faults 


In this renew d Impreſſion of my Love, 
May ſhew corrected to our gentle Reader. 


Enter Roger. 


See, ke, how n ne cgligently he paſſes by. me. 

With what an uipage Canonical, | 

As tho? he had broken the Heart of. Bellarmine, 3 

Or added ſomething to the ſinging Brethren. 

*Tis Scorn, I know it, and deſerve it. Mr. Roger 
Rag. Fair Gentlewoman, *. Name. is Roger. 
ig. Then, gentle Roger, —— 5 
Roger. Ungentle Abigail, — _ NZ 
Abig. Why, Mr. Naber, will you ſet your Wit . 

To a weak Woman's? | 
Rog. You are weak, indeed: For 5 the Poet W + 
Ag. I do confeſs my Weakneſs, ſweet Sir Roger. 
Rog. Good my Lady's Gentlewoman, or my good La- 

dy's Gentlewoman 

(This Trope is loſt to you now) leave your Prating, 

Lou have a Seaſon of your firſt Mother in ye: ' 

And, ſurely, had the Devil been in Love, 

He had been abuſed too: Go, Dalilab, 

Tou make Men Fools, and wear Fig beriched, 
Abig. Well, well, 

Hard-hearted Man; dilate upon the weak 

Infirmities of Women: Theſe are fit Texts, 

But once there was a Time, 2 

*Wou'd, I had never ſeen thoſe Eyes, thoſe Eyes, 

Thoſe orient Eyes. | 
Rog. Ay, they were Pearls once with you. | 
Aug. Saving your Reverence, Sir, ſo they are til.” 

Rog. Nay, nay, I do beſeech you, leave your Cogging, 

What they are, t ey are, they ſerve me without Spectacles, 

I thank em. 

Abig. O, will you kill me? 
Neg. | do not think, I can; 
You're like a Copy-hold with nine Lives in't. 


Abig. 


* * 
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- Abig. You werrron th eee oy ow 


For your own Worſhip's ſae. * 
Rog. I was a Chriſtian Fool then: „ 


Do you remember hat a Dance you led i me? 


How | grew qualm'd in Love, and was a Dunce? % 7 


Cou' d expound but once a Quarter, and then was out too: : 


And then out of the ſtinking Stir you put me in, 
I pray'd for my own royal Iſſue. Tou do wy 
Remember all this? 1 Fa 1900 „ ö ; | 
| 2 O be, as then you were. 
Rog. 1 thank you for it, 
Surely, I will — wiſer, Abigail: nd as the bank | 
Poet ſings, 

(32) I will not loſe my Oil and Labour too. 
You re for the Worſhiptul, I take it, Abigail. 

Abig.” O take it ſo, and then I am for the. 

Rog. I like theſe Tears well, and this Hunbling us 
they are Symptoms of. Contrition. 4015 
If I ſhould fall into my Fit again, 1 
Wou'd you not ſhake me into a quoridian Coxcomb 2 / 
Wou'd you not uſe me ſcurvily again, 
And give me Poſſets with purging Comfets in em? I 
tell thee, Gentlewoman, thou haſt been harder to me, than 


a long Chapter with a Pedigree. 


Abig. O Crate, cure me: I will love thee better 

dearer, longer 

I will do any things betray hs Secrets 

Of the main Houſehold to thy Reformation. 

My Lady ſhall look lovingly on thy Learning, 

And when true Time. ſhall point thee for a Parſon, _ 

I will convert thy Eggs to — Cuſtards, 

And thy tithe Goof: ſhall graze and multi y. 

Rog. I am mollified, as ; well ſhall t 

This faithful Kiſs; But have Care, Miſtreſs Abigail, + 

_ 3 depreſs the Spirit any more 11 1 
our Rebukes and Mocks: for , i 8 
ge of ſuch a Folly cuts itſelf. | | 


(32) Twill not boſe my Oil and Labour 756 1 The Pihnick Por, 


| here alluded to, is PLauTvus in his Pænalus, 


Tum pol Ego &5 Qjeum & operam perdidi. ws 
Mig. 
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big. O Sir, you have pierc'd' me thorough. Here ! 

vaw a Recantation to thoſe nen F aults 1 ever did 
ainſt you. Never more 

Will I deſpiſe your Learning, never more 10 60 

Pin Cards and Cony-tails upon your Caffock; | 

Never again h e reverend Night-cap, 

And call it by gy Name of Murrion : 

Never your — 1 Perſon, more, and ſay, © 

You look like one of Baal's Prieſts in a Hanging, 

Never again, when you ſay Grace, laugh at you, 

Nor put you out at Prayers: Never c you more 

With the great Book of Martyrs; nor, when you ride, 

Get Sope and Thiſtles for you. No, my Roger, 

'Theſe Faults ſhall be corrected and'amended, 

As by the Tenor of my Tears appears. 7 01 
| Rog. Now can't I hold, ſhould I be hang'd, I muſt 

Cry too. Come to thine own beloved, and do | 

Even what thou wilt with me, ſweet, ſweet Abigail. 

I am thine own for ever: Here's my Hand, 


When Roger proves a Recreant, hang him Pthe Bell- -ropes, 


Enter Lady, and Martha. 


Lady. Why, how now, Maſter Roger, no Pray'rs down 
wich you to Night? Did you hear the Bell ring? You 
are 1 ; & ir Flock ſhall fat well for it. 

g. I humbly ask your Pardon: I'll clap up Pray'rs, 
| 1 ay a little, and be with you again. Exit 2 


Enter Elder Loveleſs. 


Lady. How dare you, being ſo unworthy a Fellow | 
Preſume to come to move me any more? | 
El. Love. Ha, ha, ha. 

Lady. What ails the Fellow? 25 

El. Love. The Fellow comes to laugh at you, 
I tell you, Lady, I would not, for your Land, 
Be ſuch a Coxcomb, ſuch a whining Afs, | 

As you decreed me for when I was laſt here. . 

Lach. I joy to hear you are wiſe, tis a rare Jewel 
In = Elder Drochers Pray, be wiſer yet. 


El. Love. Methinks, Lan very vie, —— 


mA 


re. 


of 


ö. 
* 
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A wooing. Indeed, mm nan. ann 
Your Ladyſhip. on a 
82 — tian . Wo | 
Zl. Love. Only to ſee you and be merry, Lady: That's 
all my Buſineſs. Faith, let's be very merry. * 8 
little Ng er? He is a good Fellow; := 
An Hou or two, well ſpent in wholeſome Mirth, 1h 3 
Is worth a thouſand of theſe puling Ons grove NE 
Tis an ill World for Lovers. 75 ; 
They were never fewer. 
El. Love. e ere is one the ef for me 
Lady. 
Lady. You were never any, Sir, 
El. Love. Till now, and now 
I am the prettieſt Fellow. . 
ou talk like a Tailor, Sir. by 4. | 
El. Love. Methinks, your Faces are no ſuch . fine 
Things now. 
Lady. Why did you rin Lord! what 
A lying Age is this; where will you mend theſe Faces? 
7 LI 9 A Hog's Face, ſouſt, is worth a Hundred 
of *em. 
Lady. Sure, you had a Sow to your Mother. 
El. Love. She brought ſuch fine e rd as you, 
ft for none but Parſons, Lady. : 
Lady. Tis well you will allow us our Clergy yet. 
El. Love. That ſhall not ſave you, O that I were in 
Love again with a Wiſh ! 
Lady. By this Light, you are 
48 Fellow; pray, be gone. El. Love. Ton kacks 
Pry aac 7 4 Lady. Do I know it? 
El. Love. Come, come; you wou'd know it; that's 
as good: But not a Snap, never 1 for't, not a Snap, 
dear Lady. 
Lady. Hark ye, Sir, hark ye, get ye to the Suburbs, 
There's Horſe-Fleſh for ſuch Hounds: Will you go, Sir? 
El. Love. Lord! how I lov'd this Woman, how I 
'  -- + worſhip'd | - 
This pretty Calf with a white Face here! As I lire, 
Tou were the prettieſt Fool to play withal, 5 
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The wittieſt little Varlet, it would talk: con, . 
Lord, how it alk'd! And when Tage 1 
It would cry out, and ſcratch, __ eat x no . N \ 


nn would. (ops hoo „ N 

Tach. It will ſay fo if x you anger it. [ried, 
EL yy — And — 1 ad i it, if 1 it ie would be mar. 

It ſent me of an Errand into France, | 3 

And would abuſe me, e ini to c N! 

. Sir, this is moſt unmanly ; pray, be gone. cme) 

El. Love. And fear (even when 1t-twitter'd to be at 
E-was unhandſome. Lady. Have you no Manners in hu? 

El. Love. And ſay my Back was ns when God 

he knows, 

1 kept it at a Charge: Four Renders Mares 

Would have been caſter to me, and a Fencer. 

Lady. You think all this is true now? _ 

El. Love. Faith, whether it be or no, ue too good 

for you. 

But ſo much for our Mirth: Now have at you in Earneſt, 
Lach. There is enough Sir, I deſire no more. | 
El. Love. Yes, Faith, we'll have a Caſt at your beſt 

Plc now ; And then the Devil take the worſt ! i Pe 
Lady. Pray, Sir, no more, I am not ſo much affected 

with your Commendations, *tis almoſt Dinner, 1 know 

they ſtay for you at the Ordinary. 

El. Love, E'en a ſhort Grace, and then. I am gone. 
You are a Woman, and the proudeſt that ever loy'd a 
Coach: The ſcornfulleſt, ſurriat, and moſt ſenſeleſs 
Woman; 

The greedieſt to be De and never mov'd.- 

Though it be groſs and open; the moſt envious, | 

That at the poor Fame of another's Face, 

Would eat your own, and more than is your own, _ 

The Paint belonging to it: Of ſuch a Self-opinion, that 

ou think none can deſerve your Glove: And, for your 

Malice, you're ſo excellent, you might have been your 

Tempter s- tutor: Nay, never cry. 

3 Your own Heart knows you wrong me: I cry 


for 
L 2 Lou ſhall before I leave you. TI 
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Lach. 15 all this ſpoken Earneſt?” $6.3 54.1 Ry 
El. Love. Ves, and more, as ſoon a l en get it out | 
Lady. Well, out with't. | 
El. Love. You are; let me Se . 
Lady. One that has us'd you with too much Reipedk. 
El, 1 * One that hath us d me, fince you will haye 
it 10, 
The baſeſt, the moſt Foot-boy-like; without Reſpect of ä 


what I was, or what you might be by me; you have uſed 


me, as I would uſe a Jade, | 
Rid him off 's Legs, then turn him-to the commons 1 
You have us'd me with Diſcretion, and I thank ye, 

If you have many more ſuch pretty Servants, 1 
Hs build an Hoſpital, and, wa they are old, 


Keep em for Shame. 


Lady. I cannot think yet this is ſerious. 

El. Love. Will you have more on't? 

Lady. No, Faith, there's enough, 
If it be true: Too much, by all my 2 
Tou are no Lover then: Na 

El. Love. No, I had rather be a Carrier. 

Lady. Why, the Gods mend all! 

El. Love. Neither do I think © 
There can be ſuch a Fellow found i ay World, 
To be in Love with ſuch a froward Woman; 
If there be ſuch, they're mad; Fove comfort em! 
Now you have all, and I as new a Man, . 
As light, and ſpirited, that I feel myſelf 
Clean through another Creature. O *tis brave 
To be one's own Man, I can ſee you now ©. 
As I would ſee a Picture, fit all Day by you, 
And never kiſs your Hand.: Then hear you ſing, 
And never fall backward ; but with as ſet a Temper, 
As I would hear a F idler, riſe and thank you. 
I can now keep my Money in my Purſe, + 
That ſtill was gadding out for Scarfes and Waſtcoats : 


Lo +» 


And keep my Hand from Mercer's Sheep-skins finely. - 


I can eat Mutton now, and feaſt myſelf. 

With my two Shillings, and can ſee a Play 

For Vece Pence again: I can, my Lady, I can. 
M 01. 2 Lady 
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_ _ ODE Fellow vexes me. Sit, 2 
et me a little private with you, ?: 
Lk not ſuffer this. wt tae he 
El. Love. Ha, ha, ha, what would you with me? 
ou will not raviſh me? Now, your ſet Speech? 
Lady. Thou perjur'd Man 
El. Love. Ha, 2 — ha, this 18 a fine exordium, 
And why, I pray you, perjur'd? 
Did you not fwear 
A thouſand thouſand times, you loy'd me beſt . 
Of all Things! 2 *. 
EI. Love. I do confeſs i it: Make your beſt of that. - 
Lady. Why do you ſay, you do not then? 
El. Love. Nay, PU {wear it. 
And give ſufficient Reaſon, your own Uſage. 
Lady. Do you not love me then? 
El. Love. No, faith. 
Lady. Did you ever think, I lov'd you dearly? 
El. Love. Yes, but I ſee but rotten: Fruits on' t. 
Lady. Do not deny your Hand for J muſt kiſs it, 
And take my laſt Farewell ; now let me die, 
So you be happy. 


s cht Lady, ſpeak, LR | 
Lady. No, let me die. [She Swoons,. 


Mar. Oh my Sifter! 
* Abig. O my Lady! help, help, ; 
Mar. Run for — Roſa Solis ! [Lady, 


El. Love. I have plaid the fine Aſs: Bend her Body. 


Beſt, deareſt, worthieſt Lady, hear your Servant, 
I am not as I ſhew'd: O . Fool, 
To fling away the Jewel of thy Life thus. 
Give her more Air; ſee, ſhe begins to ſtir, | 
Sweet Miſtreſs, hear-me. Lady. Is my Servant well? 
El. Love. In being yours I am ſo. 
Lady. Then I care not. 
El. Love. How do ye, ponder a Chair there; I confeſs 
_ Fault not pardonable, ih purſuing thus 
Upon ſuch Tendernef my willful = 3 1 
But had I known it wou'd have wrought thus with ye, 
T oy * not the ä had won me to it; 


SO 6803562 — 885 
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And let not, iny beſt Lady, any Word Hoods? wa] 
Spoke to my End diſturb your quiet Peace; 22. 
For ſooner ſhall you know a general Ruin, wo 
Than my Faith. —— Do not doube tis, Mites, 
For by my Life, I cannot live without you. 
Come, come, you ſhall not grieve, rather be- an. 
And heap Afffiction on me: I will ſuffer. * ! 
O, I could curſe myſelf; pray, {mile upon me. 
Upon my Faith, — but a Trick to try you, 
Knowing you lov'd me dearly, and yet ſtrangely' | 
That you would never ſnew it, though my "+ 
Was all Humanity. I 
All. Ha, ha. EL Love. How now?? | 
Lady. I thank you, fine Fool, for your moſt fine bier 5 
This was a ſubtle one, a ſtiff Device | 
To have caught Dottrels with. Good ſenſdefs Sit, 
Could you imagine I ſhould ſwoon for you; e e den 
And know yourſelf to be an arrant Aſs? I% 
Ay, a diſcover'd one. *Tis quit, I thank you, Sir, 
Ha, ha, ha. 
Mar. Take _ Sir, ſhe may chance to Far again 
Al. Ha, ha, ha 
Abig. Step to her, Sir, ſee, how ſhe r Colour. 
El. Love. III go to Hell firſt, and be better welcome, 8 
(33) I am food, I do confeſs it, finely fooPd, WB 
Lady-fool'd, Madam; and I thank you for it. 
Lady. Faith, tis not ſo much worth, Sir: 
But if I knew when you come next a Birding, | ND, 
Ill have a ſtronger Nooſe to hold the Woodcock. 
22 Pray, lag 
e. I am to ſee merry: Pray, aug on. 
Mar. H' ad a Wa Heat — could not langh. at you, 
La Pray . Siſter, do not laugh, you'll 9 him | 
And then he'll rail like a rude Coſtermonger, 


(33) Tan h, I do confeſs it, finely ſbol d, . ; 
Lady, fools, Nada. Wie, call her Lady and Madam 
too, within the Compaſs of three Words? Loweleſs would =. he 
was grown a Woman's Fool, Lady fool d: as Mr. Symp/on law with | 
me the Text ought to be reſtor'd. 
Z 2 ; That 


| 
| 
| 
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That School-boys had en of his * 
As loud and ſenſeleſs. vlog? 
El. Love. L will doe rad !; 4d AY 0616 
Mar. Faith, eee of? 
El. Love. Yes, you ſhall hear me. 7 v 
Lady. Shall we be the better by it then? | "(Works 
El. Love. No, he that makes a Woman better of oy 
I'll have him Sainted: Blows will not do i . 5 by 3 1.0 
Lach. By this Light, hell beat us. 7 


1 ung You do delerve it richly, 00 : 
And may live to have a Beadle do it. 85 Fam | 
, Lady. Now he rails. Ait | 

El. Love. Come, ſcornfull Folly, £1 a 


H Lk be CE: you ſhall hear me rail. 
, put it in good Words thee: 


El. Ede 4. ir worſt are good enough for fuch a «Tre 


Such a proud Piece of Cobweb-lawn. 
en bite; Kirn | 

El. Tove. I wou'd till the Bones crack'd, an 1 had 
my Wil. 

Mar. We had beſt muzzle him, he geows⸗ mad: 

El. Love. I wow'd *twere lawful in the next great Sick- 
neſs to have the Dogs ſpar' d, thoſe harmleſs Creatures, 
and knock i th Head thoſe hot continual Plagues, Wo- 
men, that are more infectious. I __ 10 State will 
think on't. ä ; 


Are you well, Sir 7 


Mar. He looks as though he had ag grirvous Fir oe 


Cholick., | 
El. Tore: Green-ginger will cure wer; ad at 
Abig. I'll heat a Trencher for him, 5 


El. Love: Dirty December, do, 6 4 
Thou with a Face as old as Erra Pater, 
Such a Prognoſticating Noſe : Thou Thing, 

That ten Years ſince has left to be a Woman, 
Out- worn the Expectation of a Bawd ; 


ae And EY 1 Bones can reach at wy now, 1 
ut 


(9) And 10 dry Bones can reach at hs now, 


Tut Gords, or Nine pins ;] There is no fuch-Word, that I 
pp — 2 now 


Ray... · 1 Ho fed wi. i. tos bn >. od od 
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Lady. Let him alone, he's crack*d. ' 
1 Pll fee him hang'd firſt, he's a beaftly Fellow | 
To uſe a Woman of my Breeding thus; Sa 


Ay, marry is he: Wou'd I were a Man. 
I'd make him eat his Knaves' Words. 


El. Love. Tie your ſhe Otter up, good Lady Folly, 


She ſtinks worſe than a Bear- baiting. FM 
Lady. Why will you be angry now? 5 * 
El. Love. Go paint, and Purge, f 


Call in your Kennel with you: You a Lady? 


Abig. Sirrah, look to't againſt che ewe. | 
If there be a good Hehaviour in the World, 4 
PI have thee bound to it. 


then; 

Pray, ſend this Ferret home; and ſpin, Abi ail. 
And, Madam, that your — — FI 

In what baſe manner you have us'd my 3 

I do from this Hour hate ye heartily ; 

And though your Folly ſhould whip you to Reperitance, 
And waken you at length to ſee my Wrongs, 

"Tis not the Endeavour of your Lite ſhall win me; 


Not all the Friends you have, nor Interceſſion, 
Nor your ſubmiſſive Letters, though they ſpoke 


As many Tears as Words; not your Knees grown 
To th' Ground in Penitence, nor all your State, 
To kiſs you; nor my Pardon, nor my Will 


Io give you Chriſtian Burial, if you die thus 15 
So, farewel. When I am married and made _-_ Pu 


come 

And viſit you again, and vex you, Lady. 

By all my Hopes, I'll be a Torment to you, 
orſe than a tedious Winter. I know you will, 

Recant and ſue to me, but ſave that Labour: 

PI rather —— a Fe ever and continual Thirſt, 


know of, as Gordr. Our * muſt certainly have wrote Coggs 3 


i. e. hard, dry, tough Pieces of N. which are call'd the Teeth : 


of a Mill-Wheel. . Mr. Sympſon. 


Z 3 rather 


347. 
But Coggs or Ninepins; pray, go ferchva Trencher, go. 


1 
— ee ee ˙Q!— —— 


El. Love. You muſt not ſeek it in your Lady - Houſe 
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(35 Rather opere my Youth do drink and feagge, 
Doat upon Quarrels, or take a drawn Whore. from 1 
An Hoſpital, that Time, Diſeaſes, and 
Mercury had eaten, than to be drawn does ele way, 
Lady. Ha, ha, ha, pray do, but take Heed 
El. Love. From thee, falſe Dice, Jades, Cowards, and * 
plaguy Summers, 
Good Lord deliver me! [Exit Elder Loveleſs, 
Lady. But hark you, Servant, hark ye: SEO ORE 
Call him again. 
Abig. Hang him, Paddock. 
Lady. Art thou here fill? Fly, fly, and call 2 
vant; fly, or never ſee me more. 
Abig. I had rather knit again than ſee that Raſcal but 
I muſt do it. [Exit Abigail, 
Laach. I would be oth to anger him too much 
What a fine Foolery is this in a Woman, 
To uſe thoſe Men 20 frowardly they love moſt ? 
If I ſhould loſe him thus, I were gp ſerv'd. 
I hope, he's not ſo much himſelf, to rt 
To th' . How now? Will he come back? 


Enter Abigail, 


: Abie. " Name, he ſwears, while he can * dies @ 
there's any Woman living: He ſwore he would n 
firſt. | 
| Ladd Didft thou intreat him, Wench? ? 

Abig. As well as I cou'd, Madam, 
But this is ſtill your way, to love being abſen 
And when he's with you, laugh at him and a8 hin. 
There is another way, if you could hit on't. 


Af fA, Y «aj Py == i, e 
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(35) Rather contract my Youth to drink and 00 m* . 
Upon Quarreli, ] The Metre here is quite diſconcerted ; and, 
beſides, this ſeeming prieffly Word /acerdote, I am afraid, is not to l 
be found in any of our DiKoharies, I doubt not but our Poets - 
wrote ; 7 
Rather contrast my Youth to drink, and ſwagger 
Doat apon Juarreli, 1 
6 So, again, in the Mad Lover ; | { 
—— — To fight and Frogger, 1. 

Dre about the Ears, &c. Mr, nyo h 
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Lady. Thou ſay'ſt true, get me Paper, Pen and Ink, - 
Til write to him; I'd be loth, he ſhould ſleep in's Anger. = 
Women are moſt Fools when they think they're uff. 


4 
, 
- . ¶ ͤ1— we ro — 


| Exeunt. 
N Mufick. Enter Y oung Loveleſs, and Widow; ; With - 
. | them his Comrades, 
Wid. Pray, Sir, caſt off theſe Fellows, as ng 


For your bare Knowledge, and far more N Company: | 
Ist fit ſuch Ragamuffins as theſe are, "4 
Should bear the Name of Friends, and furniſh nur 
. A civil Houſe ? Tou) re to be married now, and Men, _ 
love you, 7 8 | 
t Muſt expect a Courſe far from your old Career: 
| If you will keep em, turn 'em to th* Stable, and 
There make em Grooms: And yet now I conſider it, 
Such Beggars once ſet o Horſe-back, you have heard, 
Will ride, how far you had beſt to look. 
| Hear you, you 
That muſt be Lady, pray content yourſelf 
| And think upon your Carriage ſoon at Night, "7 
What Dreſſing will beſt take your Knight, what Waſtcoat, 
What Cordial will do well ”th* Morning for him, 
What Triers have you? | 
ie Mid. What do you mean, Sir? 8 

Capt. Thoſe that muſt ſwirch him up: If he ſtart well, 
Fear not, but cry, Saint George, and bear him hard: 
When you perceive his Wind grows hot and wanting, 

Let him a little down, he's fleet, ne er doubt him, 7 
. And ſtands ſound. 
Wid. Sir, you hear theſe Fellows? 
Yo. Love. Merry Companions, Wench, merry Com- 
panions. 
4 Wid. To one another let em be Companions, | 
ho But, good Sir, not to you: You mall be civil, 
And lip off theſe baſe Trappings. 

Capt. He ſhall not need, my e 
if he be civil, not your powder'd Sugar, nor your Raiſins 
ſhall perſuade the Captain to live a with him; 
let him be civil and eat i' th Arches, and fee what will 

. come on't. 0 Poet. 


* 
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Peet. Let him be civil, do: Undo him; ay, that's 
the next way. 1 will not take, if he be civil once, two 
hundred Pounds a Year to live with him: Be civil? There 5 
a trim Perſuaſion, 
t. If thou be'ſt civil, Knight; as Jove defend it! 
Get thee another Noſe, that will be pull'd 
Off by the angry Boys for thy Converſion: 
The Children thou ſhalt get on this Civilian 
Cannot inherit by the Law, they're Erbnicks, 
And all thy Sport meer moral Leachery : 
When they are grown, having but little in *em, 
They may prove Haberdaſhers, or groſs Grocers, 
Like their dear Dam there: Prithee be civil, 
In time thou may'ſt read to thy Houſehold, and be drunk 
once a Year: This would ſhew finely. 
Zo. Love. 1 wonder, Sweetheart, you will offer this, 
You do not underſtand theſe Gentlemen: 
J will be ſhort and pithy: I had rather 
Caſt you off by — way 0 Charge: Theſe are Creatures, 
That nothing goes to the Maintenance of 
But Corn and Water. I will keep theſe Fellows 
Juſt i in the Competency of two Hens. 
Mid. If you can caſt it fo, Sir, you have my Liking: 
If they eat leſs, I ſhould not be offended : _ 
But how theſe, Sir, can live upon ſo little , 
As Corn and Water, I am unbelieving. 
To. tom Why, prithee, Sweetheart, what” s your Ale? 
unn 
That Corn and Water, my ſweet Widow? Wd. Ay, 
But my ſweet Knight, where is the Meat to this, 
And Cloaths that they muſt look for? | 
Zo. Love. In this ſhort Sentence Ale, is all included: 


Meat, Drink, and Cloth: Theſe are no ravening Foot- 


No F ellows, that at. Ordmaries dare [men, 
Eat their eighteen Pence thrice out before they riſe, 
And yet go hungry to a Play, and crack 
More Nuts than would ſuffice a dozen Squirrels; 
Beſides the Din, which is moſt damnable : 

1 had rather rail, and be confin'd to a Boat-maker, 
Than live among ſuch Raſcals; theſe are People 


. ua od ted. tea. ⅛ . Ga AS 
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Of ſuch a clean Diſcretion in their Diet 
Of ſuch a moderate Suſtenance, that they ſweat |". 
If they but ſmell hot Meat. Porridge is Poiſon,  .. 
They hate a Kitchen as they hate a Counter, 
And, ſhew *em but a Feather-bed, they ſwoon. | 
Ale is their eating, and their drinking, ſurely, 

Which keeps their Bodies clear, and ſoluble. 

Bread is a binder, and for that aboliſh'd 

Even in their Ale, whole loſt Room fills an Apple, 

Which is more airy and of ſubtler Nature. 

The Reſt they take is little, and that little 

Is little eaſy. : For, like ſtrict Men of Order, AP 

They do correct their Bodies with a: Bench, 

Or a poor ſtubborn Table; if a. Chimney 

Offer itſelf with ſome few broken Ruſhes, 

They are in Down: When they are ſick, that's drunk, 

They may have freſh Straw, elſe they do deſpiſe - 

Theſe worldly Pamperings. For their 3 — 

Tis worn out to the Diet; new they ſeek none; 

And if a Man ſhould offer, they are- angry, 

Scarce to be reconcil'd again with him: 

You ſhall not hear em ask one a caſt Doublet 

Once in a Year, which is a Modeſty 8 

Befitting my poor Friends: You ſee their Wardrobe, 

Though ſlender, competent: For Shirts, I take it, 

They are Things worn out of their Remembrance. 

Louſy they will be when they liſt, and mangy, | 

Which ſhows a fine Variety: And then to cure em 

A Tanner's Limepit, which is little Charge, 

Two ail You and theſe too, may be cur'd for three Pence. 

; ou have halt perſuaded me; pray, uſe your 
Pleaſure : | | 

And, my good Friends, ſince I do know your Diet, 

P'll take an Order, Meat ſhall not. offend you, . 

(36) You ſhall have Ale, : : 


(36) — —— You fall hve Ale. 


We ak no more, let it be, mighty Lady.) Let it be, WG 
and why, mighty Lady? The falſe Collocation of a poor Comma 
has begot this Nonſenſe. The Captain would ſay, If we ſhall have 


_ let it be mighty, Lady; ſtrong, ſtinging Geer, 5% 
Capt. 
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Capt. We ask no more, let it be mighty, Lady: 
And if we periſh, then our own Sins on us, © 
Yo. Love. Come forward, Gentlemen; to Church, my 
Boys; when we have done, I'll give you Cheer in Bowls, | 
¶ Exeunt, to 


_ Mm ho _— * "Y * ae. * 1 


— CE — — 


* 


ACT v. 8 C E N E I. 


Emer Elter Loveleſs. 


E. Love. I Nis ſenſoleſ Woman vexes me to th* Heart, 
She will not from my Memory; *wou'd, 
ſhe were 
A. Man for one two Hours, that I might beat her: 
If I had been unhandſome, old or jealous, 
*T had been an even _ ſhe might have ſcorn'd me; ] 
But to be young, and A i this Light, I think , 
As E as the proudeſt; made as clean, ; 
] 


As ſtraight, and dong back d 3 Means and Manners equa 
With the beſt Cloth of Silver Sir Pth* Kingdom: 
But theſe are Things; at ſome time of the Moon, 
Below the Cut of Canvas : Sure, ſhe has | 
Some meeching Raſcal in her Houſe, ſome Hind, 
That ſhe hath ſeen bear, like another Milo, | 
CHE of Malt upon his Back, and ſing with't; ; ; | 
» Threſh all Day, ad i'th' Evening, in his Stockings, 
Strike up a Hornpipe, and there ſtink two Hours, 
And ne'er a whit the worſe Man; theſe are they, 4 
Theſe Steel-chin*d Raſcals, that undo us all. ' 
*Wou'd, I had been a Carter, or a Coachman, 
1 had done the Deed e'er this Time. 

| Enter Servant. 


Ser. Sir, there's a Gentleman without would ſpeak 
with you: 
. Love. Bid him come in. 
Euter Welford. 


: Wa By your Leave, Sir. | 
Zl. Love. 


I 


El. Love. You Om What's your Wi Ar? 
Wel. Have you forgotten me? 
El. Love. r Aer | 
Miel. Lou muſt, Sir. Lum cut Gn yo plea 
to wrong, 
In your Diſguiſe, I have inquir 8 
El. Love. 1 was diſguis'd, ecd, Sir, ir ! wrong 
you; pray, where and when; 
Wel. In ſuch a Lady's Houſe, - 
I need not name her. El. Love. 97 — 
You ſeem'd to be a Suitor to that Lady? 
mel, If you remember this, do not forget 
How ſcurvily you uſed me: That wass 
No Place to quarrel in, pray you, think of 1 itz 
If you be honeſt you dare fight with mem 
Without more u elſe I muſt provoke ye. 
El. Love. Sir, 12 fight, — never for a Waun 
I will not have her in my Cauſe, ſhe's mortal. 
And fo is not my Anger: If you have brought - 
A nobler Subject for our Swords, I am for you 
In this I would be loth to prick my Finget. 
And, where, you ſay, I wrong'd you, tis ſo far 
From my Profeſſion, that amongſt my Fears, 
To do Wrong is the greateſt : Credit me, 
We have been both abus'd, (not by ourſelves, 
For that I hold a Spleen no Sin of Malice, 
And may with Man enough be beſt forgotten, ) 
But by that wilful, ſcornfull Piece of Hatred, 
That much forgetfull Lady: For whoſe lake, 
If we ſhould leave our Reaſon, and run on 
| rn our Senſe, like Rams, the little World 
Of good Men would laugh at us, and deſpiſe us, 
Fixing upon our deſperate Memories 
The never worn-out Names of Fools and Feneem : 
Sir, *tis not Fear, but Reaſon, makes me tell you; 
In This I had rather help you, Sir, chan hurt you, 
And you ſhall find it, though you throw yourſelf 
Into as many Dangers as ſhe offers, 
Though you redeem her loſt Name every Day, 
And find her out new Honours with 88 Sword, 


You 


= "he Scornfull Eh: 


n,. as I have bee. 

Fel. I ask you Mercy, Sir, you have ta- en 5 Edge 
Yet I would fain be even with this Lady. [off: 

El. Love. In which Ill be your Helper: we are two,' 
And they are two: Two Siſters, rich alike, ” Ov - 
Only the Elder has the p uder Dowry : * =; cal 


In Troth, I pity this ace in you, 

Yet of mine own I am ſenſeleſs: Do but follow 

My Counſel, and I'II pawn my Spirit, we'll 

Over reach *em yet; the Means is this | 
s Euter Servant... 


Ser. Sir, there's a Gentlewoman will needs ſpeak with 


Tepe keep han out; he $ ama; Sir. 
85 J. Love. — is the Waiting woman, pray be not ſeen: 
Sera, hold her in Diſcourſe a while: Hark in your Ear, 
So and diſpatch it quickly, when I come in | 


Pl tell you all the Project. 1 6140 I 
Wel. 1 care not . > "76 [Exit We, I 
El. Love. Away, tis done, ſhe muſt not ſee you: 

Lady Guiniver, . w at News with you? (Nov, | 

Enter Abigail. 


ig Pray, leave theſe F rumps, Sir, and receive this ] 


BL Love. From whom, good Vanity? PRs 

Abig. Tis from my Lady, Sir: Alas, good Soul, ſhe 
cries and takes on! | 

El. Love. Does ſhe ſo, good Soul? wou'd- ſhe not 
have a Cawdle? Does ſhe ſend you with your fine Ora- 
tory, Goody Tully, to tie me to believe again? Bring 
out the Cat hounds, I'll make you take a Tree, WR, 
(37) then with my Tiller bring down your Gibſbip, and 

en have you cas'd, and hung up Ph? Warren. 

ig. J am no Beaſt, Sir, would you knew it. 


7) * wich my Tiller bring down your Gibſhip, and then have 

you caft, &.] I have already explain'd the Word 2 er in the 22d 
— upon Philaſter : Caſt. Mr. Sympſon _ as r gang od! to 
Gs i. e. Head, ä 1. 0 


- 


El. Love. Wou'd, J did, for Jam pet very doubtfull;' 


what will you ſay now? 191/441 us d Sun tot 


Abig. Nothing, not I. II Wai d ni Sit 
Zl. Love. Art thou a — — ſay g? * 4 
Albig. Unleſs you'll hear . with more v Moderaen, 1 

can ſpeak wiſe enough. ns if 420471 
El. Love. And loud . 2 Will y qur Lady * An 
Abig. It ſeems ſo by her Letter, * her Lamenta- 

tions; but you are ſuch another Mann. 

El. Love. Not ſuch another as I was, Mumps; aa 
not be: I'll read her fine Epiſtle: Ha, ha, ha, is not wy 
Miſtreſs mad ? | 

Mig. For you ſne will be, tis a Shame you ſhou'd 
Uſe a poor Gentlewoman ſo untowardly; ''© © 
She loves the Ground you tread on; and you, hard Heart, 


Becauſe ſhe jeaſted with you, mean to kill her; 9 24 
'Tis a fine Conqueſt, as they ſa rr. 
El. Love. Haſt thou ſo m Moiſture 


In thy Whit-leather Hide yet, that thou canſt erp?! $1431. 35 


I wou'd have ſworn thou hadſt been Toudiood five 


Year ſince} - | 
Nay, let it rain, thy Face chop fo « Shower 10 


Like a dry Dunghil. f 85 15 jd . 
Abig. I'll not endure this Ribauldey 5- 199, en Forty 


Farewel, th* Devil's Name; if my . i * 


De grornfull Lach? zug 


* 


I'll be ſworn before a Jury, thou art the Cauſe on A Dein 
El. Love. Do, Maukin, do. 
Deliver to your Lady from me this 0. 


I mean to ſee her, if T have no other Buſineſs: rng 


Which before I will want to come to her, 


But if I come, from this Door till I fee: her, will I ink 
How-to rail vilely at her; how to vex her, © 
And make her cry ſo much, (3 8) that the Phyſician, 


(38) that the Phyſician, if . fall fick pe Pall find the Cauſe to 


I mean to go ſeek Birds Neſts: Vet I may come tor 1117 


be · Want of Urine,] This is not altogether bad Senſe; but it is not 


quite perſpicuous. I have choſe to adopt the Reading of the elder - 
; Quarto, as I think it the cleareſt; and as Phyſicians are uſed, to 
trace the Cauſe and 1 of Maladies mh the CEA of ws 


If. 


Urine: 


« 4.4 
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If ſhe fall fiek upon it, ſhall want Urine - WE 

To find the Cauſe by, and ſhe remedilets' 1 

Die in her Hereſy. F. _ old Ag, 

1 the Boys malce — 
Abig. Thou rt a vile Man; Cafes my Iſſue from thee. 

E. — Thou haſt but oy eee g . 


Crupper, 
That makes ther Bohle ſo; you muſt be ground . 
Pth* Breech like a Top, ee. er 5 85 well elſo: 
en * Nec 1 
Ei- Lady _ * 


Labs ESSE Ve + a Woman's Will 
Shou'd track out new Ways to diſturb nx 
If. L ſhould call my Reaſon to Account," 100 2! 
It cannot anſwer Why I keep myſelf -- 
From mine own Wiſh, wn hop the Man L love 
From his ; and every Hour agam,. wa. A, 
Yet ſtill go on: I know tis like a Mang 


OO 2&4 N 8 Bi 


That wants his natural Sleep, and owing dull 

Would gladly give the Remnant of his Life 

For two Hours Reſt; yet through his Frowardneſs. || © 

Will rather chuſe to watch another Man,. | 3 
Drowſy as he, then take his own Repoſe. * 

All this I know: Vet a ſtrange Peeviſſn em Je 

And Anger, not to have the Power to do | ! * 


Things unexpected, carries me away: _ 

To mine own Ruin: I had rather die 

Sometimes, than nat diſgrace in publick bim 

Whom People thipk J love, and do't with Oaths, lv 

" And ag-in — ———— — 4 
Men, you muſt anſwer this, that dare obey 

mi = 0192-1 mou How now? What News? 


Enter Abigail. 


Abig. Faith, Madam, none worth Hearing, 
Lady. Is he not come? N 
Abig. No, truly. 
ty. Nor has he writ? 
big. Neither. I pray God you have not coins” 
Yourſelf. Abig. 


wp 2,S 


ht 147 reg If 


Lady. Why, but what fays he? 

Abig. Faul, he talks Rrangaly, REES A | 

Lady. How ſtrangely? ? (3 

tie. Firſt, at your Letter be lavgh'd extremely. 

What, in Contempt? 

Abig. He laugh'd monſtrous loud, as be would die, 
and when you wrote it, I think, you were in no ſuch merry 
Mood, to provoke him that way : And: having done, he 
cried, Alas for her, and Walen laugh'd again. 

Did he? 

Abig. Yes; till I was angry. 

Lady. Angry, why ? 
Why wert thou angry? He did do but A 
did deſerve it; he had been a Fool, 
An unfit Man for any one to love, 
Had he not laugh'd thus at me: You were angry, 
That ſhow'd your Folly ; I ſhall love him more 
For that, than all — before: 
But ſaid he nothing elſe? | 

Abig. Many uncertain Things: He ſaid, chough you had 

mock'd him, 

Becauſe you were a Woman, he cou'd wih 
To do you ſo much Favour as to ſee you: 
Yet he ſaid, he knew you raſh, and was loth to offend” 


you with the Sight W whom nom eee 
to leave. 


Lady. What One was cht? | iT 


Abig. I know not, but truly I do fear there is a 3 
there: For I heard the Servants, as I paſt by ſome, 


iſper ſuch a thing: And as I came back thro* the Hall, 


Fs. were two or three Clerks writing great Convey- 

ances in haſte, which they ſaid were for their 3 8 

Jointure. | 
Lady. *Tis very like, 5 fit it ſhould bs 15 

For he does think, and reaſonably think, 

That I ſhou'd keep him with my idle Tricks At" 

For ever &er he be married. Abig. At laſt he faid, 

It ſhould go hard but he would ſee you fot 


Your. Satisfaction. ne 


Wd All we, that are call'd Women, know as well 
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To grace where we are grac'd, and give Reſſ 

There where we are reſpected: Vet oh Reſiſt | 

A wilder Courſe, and never, bend our Eyes 

On Men with Pleaſure, till they find the Way* — 
To give us a Neglect: Then we, too late, | 
Perceive the Loſs of what we Neue have , 

And doat t to Death. 


Enter Martha.” 
Mar. Siſter, * 8 your 2 520 with A Gentle 


woman with 


Lady. Where? ; 

Mar. Cloſe at — Door. bh ol 

Lady. Alas, I am undone ; -L four; he is betroth'd; 5 
What kind of Woman is ſhe? Win 

Mar. A molt ill-favoured one, with her Mask on: 
5 And how her Face ſhould mend the reſt, I know not. 

T.aqdy. But ro her Mind was: of a milder up fy 
Than mine was. 5 


Enter Elder Loyelcks en Welord in Waonat's | 
Now I-ſee him, 1 my Heart OY" 

Swell not again (away, thou Woman? 8 pride) 

So that I cannot ſpeak a gentle Word to him, 


Let me not live. 
El. Love. By your Leave here. 


. Lady. How now, 3 new Trick invites you hirher? | 


Ha you a fine Device again? 

; 25 Love. Faith, this is the fineſt Device I have now: | 
How doſt thou, fweet Heart? 
Wel. Why, very well, fo long as I may pleaſe 

You my dear Lover. I nor can, nor 

Be ull when you are well, well when you are il. 


El. Love. O thy feet Temper! What would I have 


That Lady had been like thee! See'ſt thou her?  [giv'n, 
That Face, my Love, join'd with thy humble Mind, 
Had made a Wench indeed. Mel. Alas, my Love, 
What God hath done, I dare not think to mend. 


Luſ 


* 


bay ot hb bobs hand bor 


hd - —__ — — — — 
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ſe 


F. ee eee 00 
I uſe no Paint, nor any Drugs df Art, abend 203: ob 7 


My Hands and Face will Gary is rok! 127733 11 
>» Why, what Thing 1.0592 no tel: Og 
Have you brought to ſhew:us ako? 


Do you take Money for it ? EI. Love: A Godike Thing, 


Not to be bought for Money: tis my 5. 4a 
In whom there is no Paſſion, nor no Scorn: N . 85 
What I will is her Law; Pray you, —_— 20111: 19/7 
Salute her? By this good Lights wels not 
kiſs her for half my Wealth. 3 0 
El. Love. Why? Why pray you? 3 2 0 
You ſhall ſee me doꝰt afore you; look you. e 
Lady. Now fie upon thee, a Beaſt would not have don't. . 
I would not kiſs thee of a Month to gain a Kingdem. 
El. Love. Marry, you ſhall not 2 * a 
Lady. Why, was thre ever fuch a Meg as this? 
Sure, thau art mad. D u 
El. Love. I was mad once, hen I loy'd: Pictures 3 fer 
what are Shape and Colours elſe, but Pictutes ? In that 
tawny Hide dere lies an endleſs Maſs: of: Mirues, When 
all your red and: white ones want it. 4 Attn Ane 517 
Lady. And this is ſhe you are to manry; 't dot? | 
£1. Love, Yes, indeed, is t. b yeng 1 hn. 


Lady. God give you; Jo. 15%o 10 ,29 L ON 2 

El. Love. Am men, oa e 1 | »- va . 

Mel. I thank you, as unknown, 8 your good With. 
The Jike/to you whenever you-ſhall Wed. 

EI. Love. O gentle Pan | er1 8 23:4 l (44 0 107 Ji 

- Lady.: You thank me? I pray, | ad er ee J aud 
Keep your Breath ncarer you, e it. bas. got w! 


Mel. I would not willingly offend at all. 
Much leſs a Lady of your worthy Parts: en 12 

El. Love. Sweet, ſweet! 5 

Lady. 1 do not think-this ©: "IE Nh can by Name x 
Be thus; thus ugly; fure, {he's ſome common ere 
Deform'd with Exerciſe of Sin: Mel. O, (ogy \ 
Believe not this; for Heav'n ſo comfort. we, / ha), 


As J am free fam foul Pollution | 5 167th? 

With any Man; my Honour ta'en away, act 

I am no Woman El. Love, Ariſe, my elt Soul; * 
VOI. 1 A a - Ido 
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I do not credit it. Alas, I fear, 
Her ever Het wile ih ths dee, 

ou know no more Civili ß 
r in. Tis no matter, Sweet; 
Let he fay-what he will, thou art not worſe _ 
To me, and therefore not at all; be careleſs. | 
Mel. For all things elſe I would, but for mine a 
Methinks.—. Kl. Love. oy thine Honour is not ſtain d, 7 


About? Mar. Faith, Bilder, — are much to blame, ; P, 
To uſe a Woman, wharſoe'er 


Tan II ſalute her: You are welcome hither. | f 

For all des Wu . | . 5 

I love thee not fo ill to keep thee here 8 

A jeaſting Stock. Adieu, to the World's And. ic 

Why, whither now? > 8 

El. Love; Nay, you ſhall never know, 6 6 le 

Becauſe c Lach. 1 ig 7 

Me ſpeak with you. | | 8 
El Lobe. Tis very well: e 

. I pray you, let me ſpeak with you. by, F 


El. Love, Yes, for another Mock. y 
a By Heav'n, I have no Mocks: Good Sir, a 


th Love. Tho yon deſerve not fo much at my Hands C 
n „TI fpeak a Word with you; 


be brief: For, in good Faith, there's a 
Fes and Aa ſtay for us th Church all this while: 


And, oy know, tis Night. od 
ir, give me Hearing patiently, whatſoever 
I have heretofore ſpoke 2 forget: 


9 & 

What I — 2 — Fania 
El. Love. Well, r 
Lady. Was not I once your Miſtreſs and you my 

Servant? 

El. Love. O, *tis about the old Matter, 


7:3 wa Nay, good Sir, * 


= 
* * 
MX 
' * 
' * Ee 


i, behind her, inferior to her, 


he — Lahn 355 
Me out; I wou'd but hear you exeuſe yourſelf,” 
Why you ſhould take this Woman, and leave me. 

El. Love. Prithee, why not? deſerves ſhe not as much 
As you? Lagy. I think not, if you will but look- r liz? 
With an Indifferency upon us both. N 

El. Love. Upon your Faces, *tis true: But if judi- 
ciouſly we ſhall caſt our Eyes upon your Minds, (39) y | 
are a thouſand Women off her in Worth. Sho ee 
ſwoon in Jeaſt, nor ſet her Lover Tasks, to ſhew her 
Peeviſhneſs, and his Affection, nor croſs what he ſays, 
though it be not Canonical. ord df ru dan Wench, 
that will do as I will have her, and me tnfty Boys 
throw the Sledge, and lift at Pigs of Lead. And, for a 
Wife, ſhe's far beyond you. What can you do in a 
Houſehold to provide for your Iſſue, but lie ? Bed and 
get em? Your Buſineſs is to dreſs you, and at idle Hours 
to eat; when'ſhe can do a thouſand profitable Things: 
She can do pretty well in the Paſtry; and knows how Pul- 
len ſhould be cram'd, ſhe cuts Cambrick at 'a Thread, 
weaves Bone-lace, and quiles Balls "admirably. And what 
are you good for ? 

= Admit it true, that the were far beyond me in 


ks does that give ou a Licence to wen 
urch 7 . 


Tak. Tas, yo e ini 
you tten the innumerable 
Oaths eu vom x Rb in — all for Wives but 
me: Pllndevetethbes you: God give you Joy 

El. Love. Nay, but 2 thithtanr of Ouch fs 
ever underſtood. Admit, I ſhou*d proteſt to ſuch a Friend, 
to ſee him at his Lodging to Morrow: Divines wou'd ne- 
ver hold me perjur d if I were ſtruck blind, or he hid 
where my diligent Search could not find him: So there 
were no croſs Act of mine own in't. Can it be imagin*d 1 


mean to force * to Mar. ns to have you 1 wg; | 
mou will or no 


mir TATION E 
, X. 


(39) you are a thouſand unis of ber in Worth. ] e hal 2 
Intention of making his Lady any ſueh Compliment. I am pretty 
well ſatisfied, I bs retriey'd the true Reading: * ber in Worth, 


Aaz Lach. 
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Lady. Alas, you need not. OE Tr 


myſelf, and then you are: forſworn: 5 
El. Love. Some Sin I ſee indeed muſt neceſſrly | 
Fall upon me, as whoſoever deals! 75 
With Women ſhall never utterly . ON Aike! 
vet I wou'd chuſe the leaſt Ill; which is to 
Forſake you, that have done me all the Abuſes 
Of a malignant Woman, contemn'd my Service, 
And would have held me prating about Marriage, 


* 


Till ll been paſt getting of Children's Rather wy 


Than her that hath-forſaken her F amily,) 200 oF 2 
And put her tender Body in my Hand, 11 
Upon my Word — + 

Lady. Which of us ſwore you firſt to? 

El. Love. Why, to ou. I 

Lady. Which Oath is ide kept oo * 7 


El. Love. I prithee, do not urge my Sins. ne me, LIE , 
Without IT cou'd amend em. Lady. Why, you may 


By wedding me. El. Love, How will that ſatisfy.” 
My Word to her? Lady. Tis not to be kept, 
And needs no Satisfaction, it is an Error 


Fit for Repentance only. El. Love. Shall 1 bye was; | 
To wrong that tender-hearted Virgin ſo ? ff fi 


It may not be. 

Lady. Why, may it not be? 

El. love. I e. I had rather marry tl chan 3 
But yet mine Honeſty . Lady. What Honeſty? 


Tis more preſerv d this wWa 4 — by this Ligh, 1 


Servant, thou ſhalt; I'II k. 5 thee on't. 
# El. Love. This Kiſs, / „ 


Indeed, is ſweet; pray God, no Sin le under it! bt 


bak. here is no Sin at all, try but der 
Mel. O my Heart! Sf 

: ' Mar; Help, Siſter, this Lady ſons, 8 

El. Love; How do you? ET one 
Wel. Why, very well, if you be fo. 25 


{. Love. Since a quiet Mind lives not in "any Woman, 


I ſhall do a moſt ungodly Thing. 
Hear me one Word more, which by all my Hopes 
J vill hot alter. I did W Oath 


a 44 
, id. ; - S i * 


dine” ot - 4 do” od 


When 


rere 


„ 


5 8 


,* 


| De Scornfull Lady. 
When you delay'd me {o;-that this very Night 
I wou'd be marry*d ; now if you will 


Without Delay, ſuddenly, as late a8 i is, 400.3 WY 


With your own Miniſter to your on Chap kappe, KS 
Ill wed you, and to Bed. ee 2 B97 9% N 

Lady. A Match, dear Servaft ! 525 

El. Love. For if you hop d forfakt me now, l care not, 
She wou'd not though for all her. Infuties, cee! N 
Such is her Spirit. If I be not aſftam d N 
To kiſs her now part, may I not Rel voy N TY; 

Nel. J ſee you go, as my 4 you think WY DU 27 
To ſteal away: yet I will pray fofyou ts 04117 361 50 
All Bleſſings of the World light on Y wo, 6 2051 THURS. 
That you may live to be an aged Pair?! 
All Curſes on me if I do not ſp ee 


What J do wiſh, indeed! El. Lou, 40 1 


To purpoſe to her, Jam a Villain. 7 I A ene 
Lady. Servant, away. wh 4 — rice mod 27 2H 
Mor. Siſter, wil you marry that neonſtant Man: JET 


Think you, he will not N u off to Morrow, 0 * * 


To wrong à Lady thus? loo d ſhe like Dur £193 10 T 
"T'was baſely row May you' ne*er proſper” with Him! 
mil. Now God forbid!” Als, I was unworthy," ſo 1 
told him. 7 £1903 HISI-07- lol n 0 T 
Mar. That was your Modeſty, roo good for him.” 
| wou'd not ſee your Wedding for a'World. 27 47 
„ Chuſe, ele; come, Younplove. - 14 1505 1. 
80 e FOOT 200 Exit Lady, El. Love. and Abig. 
Mar. Dry up Wee Eyes, forſooth, you ſhall not think 


we are all ſuch uncivil Beaſts: 48 the; Wou'd I knew 


how to give you a Re ven. 
Hel. So would not iS No, let 6s fuffer truly, that 1 
deſire. 5 uch fro 2 2001 350 9201d uot 


Mar. Pry wile in Sith: me; tis very late, and you 
ſhall ſtay all Night: Your Bed ſhall be no worſe 0 
mine; I wiſh I cou'd but do you Right: « on 20t "63 a0 

Wl My humble Takte vo 43190 el 
S I may but n yo Love! n leu, 

Ee 2 ˙7 PE e * woas f 


” Nate 


— 


4 uf + we FLY 
74 8 J 4 
* 4 2 - 174 44 I 4 A 3 10 LEY 4 + 
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| Beer Young Loveleſs and Savil. 


Yo. Love. Did pave Moſer fd p.m; me, Savil? = 
Sav. Yes, he for your W Sir. 5 
Yo. Love. Do 5 808 Buſineſs? 

Sav. Alas, Sr, I know nothing, A 

1 am employ'd beyond . eat exting. B 


To. Love. Poe oper al IE TH 70 | 
Sav. If you conſider me in Little, 1 
Am, with your Worſhip's Reverence, Sir, a e 
One that upon the next Anger of your Brother, 
Myſt raiſe a Sconce hy the —.— and ſell Switches; 
My Wife is learning now, Sir, to weave Inkle. 
Zo. Love. What doſt thou mean to do with hy c 
dren, Savil? | 
Sev. My eldeſt Boy is half a Rogue already, 1 
He was born burſten, and, your Worſhip knows, 
That is a pretty Step to Mens' ey | 
My youngeſt Boy 1 purpoſe, Sir, to bind 
For ten Years to a Goaler, to draw under him, 
Ko hr pon ney IT rey in his . — 
Zo. Love, Your Family is quarter d wit 
Ton are l n = then. WEE Mi 
Sav. Beggars ; muſt. be no. Chuſers,,. 
In every Place, 3 take it, but the Stocks. © {Savil, 
D. Love. This is your Drinking and your Wie 
I told you of! it, but your Heart was harden d. 
-8av. Tis true, you were the ee 
I do remember yet in Tears, you 
Vou wouid have Whores, and in. that Paſſion, Sir, 
You broke out thus: Thou miſerable Man, | 
Repent, and brew three Strikes more in 2 Hogſhead, 
nee en now; and the Tine Ine 
Can tarry for no Man. 
2. Love. Lou . be, 
can clear your Head better than Muſtard, | 
ry be a Suitor —— your Keys again, Sir. 
Sau. Will you but be ſp gracious to me, Sir? 


I ſhall 


Mor. Thou art wide yet: Þ ll keep thee Company. 


You're in a fair Courſe, pray — it ſtill. 
Company; Here, honeſt Fellow, for this Gentleman sſake, 


lay a thouſand Pound _ my Crap-Ear, "= 2 


23. ange = 359 
7e. Love. 9 Sir, i oral 
Dit ay oor mad «Fu sur. wo 


Enter Morectaft. 


Mor. Save you, Gentleman, ſave you... 


Yo. Love. en Tao have 
you to draw ? 


Mor. Come, prithee be familiar, Knight; - _— 
b. Love. Away, Fox, T'll ſend for Terrier for you. 


Yo. Love. I am about ſome Buſineſs, Indentures, 

If you follow me, I'll beat you; take heed, 

As I live I'll cancel your Coxcomb. © 
Mor. Thou art cozen'd now, I am no vun: 

What poor Fellow's this? 2 hoy w; RO 
Sav. I am poor, indeed, Sir. on ras vor 8 
Mor. Give him Money, Knight. | 
Zo. Love. Do you begin the Offering. 

Mor. There, poor Fellow; here's an Angel i thee.” 

Yo. Love. Art thou in Earneſt, Moreer Merecraft # 

Mor. Les, faith, Knight, I'll follow thy n 
Thou had'ſt Land and Thouſands, thou , and 
flung' ſt away, and yet it flows in double: 

I purchas'd, wrung, and wierdraw'd, dor my Wealth, 

Loſt, and was cozen' d: For which I make vor” SET 

To try all ways above Ground, but PII find x; 

A conſtant Means to Riches without Curſes, '; - 

Zo. Love. I am glad of your Converſion, Mater Mr 


[craft: 
Mor. Come, we are all 8 now, Tt keep thee | 


there's two Angels more far thee. 
—— God quit you, Sir, and keep you hong in this 
ind! 
Yo. Love. Wilt thou evere? 
Mor. Till I have a 
I have brave Cloaths a making, and two Horſes ;/ N 
Canſt thou not help me to a ſatch, good Knight? Pll 


Aa 4 


| 
{ 
| 
| 
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The Kn 
2. Love. Foot, this is ſtranger than an Africk Monſter; 


There will be no more Talk of the Cleve ” Wars 


While this laſts; come, I'll put thee into Blood. 


Fav. *Wou'd, all his damn'd Tribe Were as 


J beſeech you let this Gentleman join with you | 
In the Recovery of my Keys; I like 1 + 
His good Beginning, Sir; the whilſt P11 28 55 8 
For both your Worſhips. 1 

Yo. Love. He ſhall, Sir. | 

Mor. Shall we go, noble Koight? I eve Fin be 
acquainted. 

Zo. Love Love, VM be your Servi, Sir. (Eau, 


Enter Elder Loveleſs, and 1 


El. Love. Faith, my ſweet Lady, I have caught you 
Maugre your Subtilties, and r nn Loe long 
Be coy again now. 2 8 

Lady. Prithee, Sweet heat, tell true. 

El. Love. By this Light, 


By all the Pleaſures T have had this 1 Night, ray 


By your loſt Maidenhead, you are cozen'd merely. 
I 5 caſt beyond your Wit. (40) That Gentle woman 
Is your Retainer Welford. Lady. It cannot be fo. 

El. Love. Your Siſter has found it ſo, or. I miſtake, 
Mark, how ſne bluſhes when you ſee her next. 
Ha, ha; ha, I ſhall not travell now, Ha, this ha. 

Lady. Prithee, Sweetheart,” 115 
Be quiet, thou haſt angred me at Heart. n 

Et. Love. I'll pleaſe you ee 1. i 

. Welford?' tz bil 

E Live. Ay, Walford ; bes 2 « young — F el 

Pip well-bred and landed, your Siſter can wax any 


his good Parts, better than I, by this time. 


Tas *U4's foot, bo, 2 over thus? : 
El. Love. Yes, A red | | bon 


(40) That Gentleman 7s your | 1 Welford] I think, the Poets 


certainly wrote Gentlewoman, 1, e. that ſeeming Gentlewoman ; for 


Welford was now in Woman' s Habit. And ſo, again, in the ſubſe- 

quent Page. 

| Now you me fr the om. Stand the: | 4 
9 


F 


] 


"Mm, Load PA. ' > 


= »y. Td ay, feed «> wot 


De Srornfull Dach. 100 
And _ ſhall be fetch'd again, never 4 ied e 
Lach. I muſt be patient, thought tortute me: 
You have got the Sun, Sir.. 

El. Lowe. And the — in which Til be che 
Man. Y af! ATTN 5 
Lach. But bod 1 known this had | but ſurmis'd 1 it, 
You ſhould have hunted three Trains more, before vou. 
Had come to th' Courſe, _ ond have hank' d o'th' 


S e - merit 1 (Bridle; 
El. Love. 1 knew it, and min'd wich vou, and ſo * 
you u . 


Now "ou _y ſee the ee Stand Ausg. 
Enter Welford, and Martha. | 5 


Mar. 'F or God's ſake, Sir, he priyate in this FEY 
You have undone me elſe. O God, What have 1 done 
Mel. No harm, I warrant thee... * 
Mar. How ſhall I look n my Friends n 
With what Face? 3 : 
mel. Why cen with. that: 'tis a. good one, 8 
Thou can'ſt not find a better: Look. upon all 
The Faces thou ſhalt ſee there, and you ſhall find em 
Smooth ſtill, fair ſtill, fweet ſtill, and to your — mg 


Honeſt; thoſe have done as much as you have yet, F 


4 * * . 


Or dare do, Miſtreſs, and yet they keep no ſtir:- 1 
Mar. Good Sir, go in, and put your Womans Cloaths 
If you be ſeen thus, I am loſt : for ever. Lon: 

Wel. Pl watch you for that, Miſtreſs: 1 am no Fool, 
Here will I tarry-till the Houſe be A | 
And witneſs with me. * 2 0 


Mar. Good dear Friend, go — 
Mel. To Bed again if you wry aſs 5 am fd * 
Here till there be Notice taken what I am, | 
And what I have done. If you could Juggie me into my 
Womanhood again, and ſo: cog me out of your Com- = 
pany, all this would be forſwom, and J again an A/inego, 4 
as your Siſter left me. No, I'll have it..known and 
liſh'd; then if you'll be a Whore, forſake me an be 
aſham' d: And when you can hold no 3 1 ſome 


caſt Cleve Captain, and fell Bottle-Ale. * 


362 The Scornfull Lady. 
Mar. I dare not ſtay, Sir, uſe me modeſtly% } 
J am your Wife. Wil Go in, PH make up all,” | | 
El. Love. V'll be a Witneſs-of your naked Truth, Sr. 
This is the Gentlewoman, 'prithee look 
Upon him, ths». that made me break my Faith, 
Sweet: 
But thank your, Siter, me hath ſolder d it. 
„What a dull Aſs was I, T'could nor ſee | 
This Wencher from a Wench : Twenty to on, l 
If I had been but tender like my Siſter ( 
He had ſerv'd me ſuch a li Faw too. | 
mel. Twenty to one I 5 
El. Love. 1 wou'd have wan dy *. Sir, by ag 
good Patience, | 
For ferreting in my Ground. EY . 
Lady. 786 been with ray Siſter e | 
Wel. Yes, to bring. f 
El. Love. An Heir into the World, he means. 
. There js no chafing now... | 
Wil I have had my Part on't : | 
J have been chaft this three Hours, thavs the let, Tan 
reaſonable cool now. 
top: Cannot you fare well, bur you wut ey Roaſt 
meat 
Wiel. He that fares well, *e) will not bleſs the Founders, 


Ts either ſurfeited, or ill tau = 
For mine own part, I have Ba by ſo r IG - „Her, CH 


I can comment it, "though T cannot fi 75 

* El. Love. How like you this Diſh, Weld, I made a 
Supper on't, 
145 55 Oy I'con'd not ſleep 

Lig, had I but out per r 
—— f tarts are Pillow in your Arms; and kifs'd 
that, or e 5 ones for any Wife ye had got this 
Twelye· month yet: I would have vex'd you more than 
a tyr'd Poſt-horſe ; and been longer bearing, than ever 
after-game at Iriſh was. Lord, that 1 were unmarried 


. Love. Lady, Id not Wodtke ye, were you 3 
| Ee for the beſt Caſt of Ladies i'th* King- | 


dom: 


% A Ks «©__\'v e a 


— 


fs 
4 
- 
. 
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dom: You were ever tckl-ored, and-would en 


round. 

Mei. Is ſhe faſt ? 

El. Love. She was all Night ea have, By: 5 

(41) Vel. Then you may lure her without foar- of 
loſing: Take off her Creyance. You have à delicate 
Gentle woman to your Siſter: Lord, what a pretty Fury 


ſhe was in, when ſhe perceived I was a Man: But 1 


CE CCI EG 
o'th* Town. | 
El. Love. What did ye? 

Miel. Madam, can you tell what d 1 3 
El. Love. She has a ſhrewd Gveſs at it, I ſee it by ber. 
1, Lady. Well, van may mock us: — ann 

woman, 

(42) My Mary Ambree, had J but ſeen i into you, by 

You ſhould have had another Bed-fellow, - BY 


| Fitter a great deal for your Itch. 


Wel. 1 thank you, Lady, 2 it was mel. 
Tou are ſo curious. 


Enter Yong Loveleſs, bis Lady Morecrai Sai, 
and two Seruingmen. _ 


E Love. Get on your Doublet, 8 
Yo. Love. God mor e e 


ae e e towed 
El. Love. Good-morrow. Here's a * OO. * 
yours: 8 


(Ai) Then you may lure her * Frar of 3 
Tale off ber Cranes. ] A Lure in Fauconry, is a i com- 

ſed of Feathers and Leather ; which by being caſt up into the Air, 
ſeems in its Motion to look like a Fow!: Upon this, a young Hawk 
is train'd up to be fed, has a live Dove given ber; and ore 
forſakes not the Lure. The Creyance is a fine ſmall long Line of 
ſtrong, and even twin'd Packthread, which is faſten'd to the 12 700 | 
Leaſh & before: ſhe is reclaim d, or fully tamed, 

(42) -My Mary Ambrée,] This was a Virago, who in the 


ning of King James the Firſt's rind went a Volunteering in 5 $ 


Cloaths. She is frequently mention 


zan Jonson both in his 
Plays and * 


Lach. 


36a The Nene Lat 


Lach. Fie, how this ſnames me 
Mor. Prithee, good Fellow, help me to a Cup of 1 
Ser. I will, Sir. 5 fie} 41 W + 

Yo. Love: Brother; what makes you here? Will this 

Lady do? Will er Is ſhe not nettl'd ſtille $4 12 

= Love. No, n her- Ro os : ane 

Mr. Welford, pray „ Or Wt wap is is my 


oe Foe ew eto aft axtw ; au/ 1 
mil. Sir, I ſhall long to love hiummm does 
Yo, Love. I ſhall not be core Debtor, Sig 25 how 

is't with you? Lid 257 


El. Love; As well as may bey n 2 mia: 
Tour new Acquaintance hath her Siſter, and all's well. 
-2:2%; Love. L amglad on't. 1 Lady: Siſter, 

How do you find my Brother ? n 

Lady. Almoſt as wild as you are. 

Zo. Love. He will make the better Husband: You 
have tried him ? 71 10 e 101 = 3EST2 £ 193317 

Againſt my Will, Sir. N 

Zo. Love. He'll make your Will Aan bn do 
not doubt 5 
But, Sir, T muſt 1 intreat you t6 be'b better kriown 
To this converted Few here. 

Ser. Here's Beer for you, Sit. 

1 443) Mor. And here's for you an a; YC 
Pray, buy no Land, *twill never proſper, Sr. * ef br. 
El. Love. Houôs this: Hoy n bo 5 

10 Yo. Love. Bleſs you, and then 1 tell. Hes rurn'd 


Gallant. 2117 10 * 
El. Love. Gallant? 


and 4 » now: called, Waun 
raft ; * . : ns Wis 4 29304;2) 54% 

The 1 8 11 0 inform "you at more Leier 55 q . | 2 

"Wa. 0 good Sir, let e kon bim Pretec. F 


N got „ 2 3 Si 1 WK. 13 1008 2 


IE 6039 Mor: And here“ 5 for pon an Angel J This ſudden Converſion 
of Morecraft, from a gti priping Uſuter to a downright” Gallant, is 
quite extravagant and out of the Rules and Practiſe of the Stage : 


Eſpecially, as derb is no Shadow of Reaſon for it; unleſs he may be 
ſaid to Took upon the Lofs he had ſuſtain'd from Voung Loveleſi to be 
a en and Judgment upon him for his former Rapaciouſneſs. 


Zo. Love. 


The ern Lacht 365: | 
Yo. Love. Lou ſhall, hug one © 


Mor. Sir, I muſt keep you Compan oY oe p 
= Love. And Reaſon : + | LH 


_ Cutting Morecraft faces "= 1 muſt pre 
* ee 


Mor. As many as you will, Sir, 1 am- lor em. K 
Wel. Sir, I ſhall. do you Service. 1 
Mor. I ſhall look for- I in good Faith,” Sir. 
El. Love. Prithee, good Sweetheart, kiſs him. 
Lach. Who, that Fellow? 
Sav. Sir, will it pleaſe you to remember! me? 2 My Keys, 
ood Sir | Y 
, 2. Love. I'll do it preſently. 1 » 
' 1 Love. Come, thou ſhalt; kiſs him for our 1. 
ake. 
Lady. Let him come on then; and do you hear, do. 
not inſtruct me in theſe Tricks, for you may repent it. 
El. Love. That at my Peril. Luſty Rar. Morecraſt, 


4 
* — , 


way 


Here is a Lady. wou'd ſalute you. 


Mor. She * not boſe her r Longing, Sir: What 18 


_ ſhe? | i 306 59! 
EI. Love. My Wife, Sir. ent vo oi at. 
Mor. She muſt be then my aſtray. Jun 2A 08% 
i Lads. Muſt 1,..Sir2; co od dais 1. 3% 
El. Love. O yes, you muſt. 00 


Mor. And you mut alte this Rings a poor Pan 
of ſome fifty Pound. | 

El. Love. Take it by any Means, *tis lawful Pre 

_ Lady. Sir, I ſhall call you, Servant. , 

Mar. I ſhall be Proud on't: What Fellow's chat? 


24 


Zo. Love, My Lady's Coachman. q 
Mor. * 8 ſomething, my Friend, for you to buy 
PS; 2 O41 * + $4 85 1 
And for you, Sir, and you, Sir. 0 LAY 


EI. Love. Under a Mirade, this 1 is the frangelt 


LI ever heard of, 


Mor. What, ſhall. ve play, or drink? What den 


| we do? A 
Who will hunt with me for a Hundred Pounds ; ge 
at Stranger and ſtranger! , & wil 101% 309 2 25 


ke he Stornfull Lady.” 


Sir, you ſhall find Sport after a Day or two. 
Yo. Love. Sir, I have Suit unto you 
Concerning your old Servant Savil. 
El. Love. O, for his Keys, I know it. 
Fav. Now, Sir, ſtrike in. 5 
Mor. Sir, I muſt have you t me. 
El. Love. Tis done, Sie, take your Keys again: 
But hark you, Savil, leave off the Me Motions 


Of the Fleth, and be honeſt, or le ou hl graze gin: 


I'll try you once more. 
Fab. If ever I be taken drunk, or 


Take off the biggeſt Key 1'th* Bunch, and pen 


ZI. Love. Nay, then, I fee we mult keep Holiday. 


Enter Roger, and Abigail, 

Here's the laſt Couple K 

Rog. Joy be among you all! © 

Lady. Why, how now, Sir, what's the Mewing of 

this Emblem? 2M w 0 

Rog. Marriage, an't your Wo 

£99. Are you married? N > 
. as e e Pre bal dh ie; Mags 

21. Love. I think, the Sign's in Gemini, here's fuch 


Coupling. 


Mil. Sit Roger, what will you take to le from your 
Sweetheart to Night? 


Rog. Not the beſt Benefice in your Worſhip Git, Sir 
Wel. A whorſon; how he Swells 


Yo. Love, How 5 K times — Night, Str Roger? 
Rog. Sir, you 


What I ſhall a, Fall de: If all do: 1 ſhall not need Your 5 
2. Love. For Horle-fleſh, Roger. 

El. Love. Come, prithee be not angry, tis a 5 
Given wholly to our Mirth, 


Lady. It ſhall be ſo; Sir Roger and his Bride, 
We ſhall intreat to be at our Ciutge:””* : 
El. Love. Welford, 


Get you to th* Church; by this Light,” 
Lou he not with her again, till married. | ons 
61 | ei. 


My Head with it, Sir. 1 humbly thank your Worſhips. 


Sir 


The Scornfull Lady. 367 

Wel. I am gone. 

Mor. To every Bride I dedicate this Day 
Six Healths a Piece, and, it ſhall go hard, 
But every one a Jewel: Come, be mad, Boys. 

El. Lows. Thov'rt in a good Beginning: Come, who 
Sir Roger, you ſhall have the Van: lead the Way: 
Would, every dogged Wench had ſuch a Day 


The End of the Firſt Volume. 
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To: the FIRST Vorun 3 
"0 1 
By 7. 8 E WA E D. 5 

| 8 Cage Criticiſm admits of the es Va- 

riety of Opinions, I ſhall ſubjoin to this Volume 
an Examination of thoſe Notes of Mr. Theobald - 
where J happen in any degree to differ from him; and: if 
the Reader joins in the Approbation of the reſt, Mr. The 
bald will, by this Adieu, loſe no; Part of that Henour 
which the learned . Hite — excellent Edition 
of Shakeſpear. at 
Maid Tragedy, Page 16. e 12. Neptone in I | 

Maſque thus ſpeaks to Aolus;' 5 9 2 2 
e do command thee == iy O'S «pul | 
Favonius, and thy milder wiudi, to'xwait- 1 


"2 
» 


EE: >; our Cinthia ; but tie, a ee 514 1 4 
He too rebellious. Went an treat 1:4 205 bas 
Fee 1 all do it. 4 


Ne o, great Maſter o aj Flood, mid all Zelatb, 
Thy. 25 Command 22 1 0 the Main. 5 5 
Neptune! — Nept. Here. - Hol. Boreas has Tail 
Chain. ] The leaſt Attention to this Paſſage 
diſcover the groſs Abſurdity of Neprune s calling olus 
great Maſter of the Flood. Non illi imperium Pelaps, 
I therefore propos d to Mr. Theobald the following Con- 


jecture. When Salus goes out to — were the Com- 


mand, it is neceſſary that Neptwne- ſome- 
thing, that there may be no Pauſe in the — there 
being an Aukwardneſs in ſuch ſore. of Pauſes, which 
ſhould always be avoided in Dramatic Writings. Inſtead 


of Great I read Here, and reſtoring. che Verte the 


whole will run thu: : um dtn boog 
. L ſhall do it. Nept. Do, *. c; 30 H.-Y 
We're Maſter-of | the Flood, and all below” Lalg 
. full Command hath 2 ü — Aol. He | thi Main, 
3 . 


2 2 


352 EMT 3 


1. 6. 1 role the Sea, and thon rul'ſt the Winds, which are 
impriſon'd in the Caves below the Earth, It will then 
5, a Ttanſlation of what Neptune _ of Aolus 
in Ving 

tenet ille immania Sara 
Ve * Eure, 2 illa ſe jattet in Aula 
Aolus, et clauſo Ventorum carcere regnet. 


Mr. Theobald did not mention this from a Partiality to 
Aa Conje cture of his own, which the Reader will find in- 
N in the Text, and which makes tolerable ſenſe; but 
hurries the Action of ÆZalus fo much, that Mr. Theobald 
has recourſe to Æolus's Godbead to ſolve it; but this could 
not aſſiſt the Actor in N it, whom it is probable 
the Poet would take care of, by not putting him in ſo 
indecent a Hurry. — Since Mr. Theohald's Death, I re- 
. ceived his valuable Collection of old Quarto' s, and find 
_ the firſt n has nat the Word: "great, but reads a 
1 | 
Nept. Do,—Maſter 70 the Flood and al flaw Se.. | 


It is probable. the Word in the Manuſcript was, blotted, 
and the firſt Qyarto leit an Hiatus for it, but the Setter 
of the. Preſs, © in the ſecond Quarto, very unhappily fill'd 

it up with greas, which was follow'd by all the other edi- 
tions, This therefore ſeenis b render my Conjecture 
much more probable.” Phong 


Page 16, Note 14. Aſter Cimthia' 8 Train bows ſung 
their Part, Neptune thus introduces a Song by his 7. ritons. 


00 - Nept. Great _ of us _ ERP ny Rear why ! 
6 ng | | TH 

+96 make 15, Hour a full one, 1% wut): 

I not ber Meaſure, © Cinth. Speak; Sea? s Eg. The 

Words, — not her Menſure — are evidently abſurd, | 

and are inſerted in the middle of a Verſe fo as to interrupt 

the Regularity of the Meaſure, By a very ſlight Change { 

ood Senſe may be reſtor d to them, I read therefore — 

f 

a 


t not O er- meaſure; becauſe he ſays his Tyitons ſhould 
plway — Muſick to lead a Storm. And as to the Interrup- 
tion of the Meaſure, tuck Intercalations of Words be- 


tween 


WW VV ma > = 


Page 18, Verſe 18. 


| POSTICRUET. 
tween Verſes are us'd by our Authors. Thus Vol. III. 
Page 191. FO ee, = S 19 eee 
F He bave perform d a Hurt 
Moriby the Gods themſelven. ir 2195! 
Sat. Come forward, Maiden, do not lurk, | / 
The Hemiſtic is an Intercalation. The Liberties: in Mea- 
ſure, taken by our old Dramatic Poets, being quite bound- 
leſs. This Emendation Lſjent Mr. Theobald, but he 
preferr'd a Conjecture of his own, Which makes the in- 
tercalatory Words a mere marginal Quæry, accidentally 
crept into the Text. The Conjecture is certainly a happy 
one; but I think he ought to have mention'd both, and 
left tha Choice ta. the Reader.. „ 


©» 0 
# s 1 


The Day breaks here, and yon ſame flaſhing Beam 


S bot from the Soutb.] Moſt of the Editions ' read ſem- 


flaring, but the firſt Quarto reads Sun-flaring, a com- 
pound Word, vaſtly more poetical than any of the ſub- 
% TT ICE Eh 

Page 25, Note 22. Mr, Theobald allows the Juſtice of 
Mr. Rhymer*'s Exclamation at the Effrontery and Impu- 
dence of Evadne's Character; as if the Poets were not as 
ſenſible of it as Mr. Rhymer, and had not ſufficiently 
puniſh'd her for it. The Anger of theſe Gentlemen at 
the Character, is the very Paſſion deſign'd to be rais*d by 


it; but they miſtook the Oęject of their Anger, and were 


as much in the wrong as an Audience would be, who 


vuere violently angry with a good Player for repreſenting 


Macbeth, Iago, or Richard, as ſuch conſummate Villains, 


The (Queſtions which a_ Critic ſhould ask are, I het her 


the Character is natural? and Whether proper for the 


Stage or not? As to the firſt y Nature, we fear, gives 


but too many ſad Examples of ſuch Effrontery in Wo- 


men, who, when abandon'd to their Vices, are obſerved 


to be ſometimes more reprobate in them than the worſt 
of Men. Beſide this, there is a remarkable Beauty, in 
the Effrontery and Haughtineſs of Evaduss Character; 
ſhe has a Family. Likeneſs to her Brother; ſhe is a Female 


Melantius depraved by vicious Love. And if there are 


any of her Expreſſions which ſeem now too groſs for: the 
8 B b 3 Stage, 


Rs 
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Stage, it is ſufficient to ſay, they were far from being 
thought groſs in the Age they were wrote; of which ſee 


Proofs at Page 34, 55, and 36, in the Preface. Mr. Thes- 


bald too is juſt as much miſtaken in his Impeachment of the 
King's Character at Note 36; he fays it is monſtrouſl 


overcharged with Vices. But does not Hiſtory afford ug 


a hundred Inſtances of ſuch royal Monſters ? Indeed, 


when à vicious King is opce perſuaded that he has a Di- 


vinity about him, that — 3 his Vices and exalts him 
above the reach of Law or Juſtice, there is no wonder 
chat he ſhould e e to Lon manner mW 


eee een 


Page 32, Note 29. See a New! on __ Paſtge at 


| * 305 of the Preface, 


36, Note 35» No more, embyace me] Mr. Theo- 
1 Res inſerted a Change here which is neither conſonant 
to the Context, nor to the ſteady, Friendſhip of the Cha- 
racter who utters it. The Senſe of the old Text is ex- 
ccedingly clear No more, i. e. Talk not wy more in 
this manner, but come and embrace me. 


Page 46, 47, Cc. The Quarrel Kitwioed Ane Ja 


 Melautius has been the Subject, fays Mr. Theobald, of 
much Criticiſm. | For my. part, I have read none but 


Rhymer*s Abuſes, rather than Criticiſms, upon it. In an- 
Twer to which Lean only ſay, that the Sentiments thro* the 
whole Scene are nervous, ſtriking, and noble; the Lan- 
guage al and ſublime; and the Occaſion of the 
Quarrel a beloved Siſter's' Honour. Againſt the firſt 
Quarrel 7 nothing but Rancour or Folly can ob- 
ject. But Amintor's Challenge of Melantius, after their 


firſt Reconciliation, ſeems at firſt ſight very unaccount- 


able, and ſo in reality it is; for it is built upon an abſurd 
Principle, that of unlimited Paſſive Obedience and Non- 
Rifharnes its Princes. This was the faſhionable Dectrine 


cf cur. Author's Ages and Amintor's Heroiſm is intirely 


built up n it. The le therefore, as is before obſerv*d 


a Page $7 of the Preface, between his amazing Provoca- 


tions and his indiſpenſable Duty, would ws £7064” 
lürn into the: Madneſs he dere falls into. 


AY £4 
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* Obſcurity, but without reaſon. The er clear 


at the Cloſe only to the ill Conſequenees of Vice in Kings. 
But theſe Gentlemen did not remember, that good Writers 


2 o b 5 
Page 81, Note 46. Mr. Theobald blames the Authors 


enough, nor needs any Explanation. . 
Page 71; Note 61. The Note here of mine was wrote 


| many Years ſince, at my firſt Entrance on the Work, be- 


fore I ſaw the Abſurdity of talking peremptorily in-a mat- 
ter of mere Conjecture; and as a proper Puniſhment for 
aving done it here, more than in alttioſt any other Note, 
am now convinc'd that I was wrong in condemiing the 


| old Text; for tho the Change I have made may make 


better Senſe, I am certain the old Reading was right, ſince 


| ty ſame Sentiment fr . occurs in our Authors Ay" 


Page 78, Note 
Pull Poop from 7 fartheft Ses ta ſeek Din, RS 
Aud by bis Friendſbip 1 04s then bis Soldier.) Inſtead 10 0 


this I propos d to read, 


"Pulp People from the ar be Sea to ſeek bin, 
4nd buy bis Friendſhip. —— The corruption from 
buy to by is very eaſy, but Mr. Theobald choſe to adopt the 


Reading of an old Quarto — Beg. his Friendſhip. *Bue | 


from ſo many Copies feading Jy, I ſhould in this Inſtance 
have prefer d a ConjeCture to the Authority of that Quarto. 
The Manuſcript was probably blotted, and the Printer of 
that Qarto made good Senſe; bur the other ſeems the 
better Word, and much nearer in trace of Letters to the 
corrupt Reading of the reſt. | 
Page 88, Note 78. Mr. Rbymer and Mr. Theobald con- 
cur again in blaming our Authors for making the Title of 
the Play relate to the Diſtreſs of 4patia, and the Moral 


have frequently aveided giving their Plays a Name which 
mighi foreſtal- the Event,” and open too much' of the 


main Plot: Thus Venice prefered, or The Plot diſcover d, 


has been blamꝰ d for diſcovering the Plot too ſoon. Where- 
as many of Sbateſpear's and our Authors Plays tale their 


Names from ſome Character or Incident chat _ 10 the 


leaſt Inſight into the main Deſigg. 
King and No King, Page 187, Note b. Me. Theabold's 
8 C ompliments. to me here, ſfiguld: certainly be 


1 9 B b 4 2 
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Dean Gould f take ſuch a liberty with the Part which 
Mr. Theobald printed: For 1 equally diſapprove the ex- 


travagant Encomiums, as well as the groſs Abuſes of Critics 


' Diſagreement between us was Ry neva and muſt be 
| look'd on as the Effect of mere Complaiſance, = 

. - Page 239, Note 40. — poor Spaconia lives 
Tao tell thee hou art falſe ; and then no more] Mr. Symp- 


© upon cath other. This Note was printed juſt after a flight 


ſon asks, Should not Spacenia then have held her Tongue? 


But, as ſhe goes on, he thinks the Paſſage corrupt, and 


reads — and tell thee more. by no means admit the 


Change, but think the old Text not only unexceptionable, 
but much preferable to the new one. To fell thee thou art 


 - falſe, ' ſignifies to ſhew thee thy Falſhood in its true Co- 


lours, which ſhe accordingly afterwards paints pretty 
ſtrongly... And then no more, i. e. this ſhall be the laſt 
time I will upbraid you with it. Here is a fine touch of 
the tender Paſſions intermix'd with the violent ones, which, 
if well ſpoke by the Actreſs, would have an exceeding 
good effect. Belide, ſuppoſing, it as Mr. Symp/on thought, 
that the old Reading made her * to lay no more, 
and yet ſhe immediately proceeds to upbraid him very ſe- 
verely; why even this is very common to People in vio- 
lent Paſſions: Thus our Authors, with inimitable Beauty, 
at Page 187, make Arbaces, in the midſt of a violent 
Rage, thank Heaven for having #aught his Heart Pa- 
lience. | * 
Page 248, Notes 47 and 48.] Mr. Theobald was ex- 
tremely miſtaken in thinking the inimitable burleſque 
Quarrel between the two Swordſinen a Sneer upon Paſſages 
and Scenes of Shakeſpear. It is a moſt excellent Banter 
u 
fighting Duels for the meereſt Trifles. 
- The Blood of our bold Youth, which heretofore 
" Was ſpent in honourable Action, "LS 
Or io defend, or to enlarge the Kingdom, 
Pours out itſelf with prodigal Expence - 
_ * Upon our Mother's Lap, the Earth that bred us, 
Fer every Trifle, Little French Lawyer, Act J. * 
oo 25 8 $ 


= 
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the horrid Folly of that Age for Quarrelling, and. 


x 
5 
7 
: 
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Books vv were wrote to fettle the Punilios of Quarreh; to 


tell a Man that he mf, or ſhould do any thing, was 
a high Affront, and to /bo# him intolerable. Shake: 25 


ſpear began the Burleſque with great Spirit; but the King 


and No Ning being then a favourite Play, very probably 
contributed greatly to the Diminution of this pernicious 
Practice; for when our Authors afterwards carry'd on 
the ſame Banter in the Lille French Lawyer, placing the 
Scene in Paris, they tell us the Engliſo began to deteſt 
this Cuſtom of Duelling, tho* they {till continued to ape 
the French in their other Folkes. See Act J. Se. J. of the 
Little French Lawyer. | | 


The Scornful Lach. 
Mr. Theobald did not receive any Aſſiſtance from! me-in 


X this Play, nor had I read it with the leaſt Attention till it 


as printed off by him, What I could moſt have wiſhed 
5 have ſuggeſted to him, was the Reſtoration of the 
Metre to great numbers of Paſſages which are here, as in 
all former Editions, printed as Proſe; not that the whole 


ſeems to have been wrote originally in Verſe, as Wit uuib- 


out Money and ſome other Plays were, which were before 
printed as Proſe. I. will juſt mention ſome of the moſt 


remarkable Paſſages, to which the Metre ought to have 


been reſtor'd, as I go on in the Amendment of the Senſe. 
The firſt that occurs is indeed a Trifle, Page 288. - 


Enter Welford. 


Wel. Ler- em not ſtand ſtill, wwe love ed. + 2: © 
Abig. 4 Suitor, T know, by his * bard ; N not 
be feen. - 

The firſt Line is an imperlect Sentence, and the Word . 
omitted reſtores the Meaſure. | 

Wel. Let em not ſtand Fil we've rid bard. Atig, A 


Suitor, 
I know, by" his riding hard; I Ws; not be fer. 


Page 292, Line 18. 


And my dear Spark of Velvet, . thou and 1 — This may 


poſſibly refer to a Part of Savi/'s Dreſs; but I remember 
no Inſtance of our Auer! ever mentioning Velvet 5 2 | 


3 
Ly | 


wry nes Ts GIP 


Habit of any but Beauxs. See Vol. I. Page 162, Note 4 fi 
where Petits Maitres are call'd walking Velvet Clokes, Be- 


ſides, Sapil's formal Dreſs is very minutely deſcrib'd; at 


Page 287; but not a Word of Velvet is — hinted at. 
I read Spart f Vellum, which is ſo applicable to a Steward, 


that Mr. Addiſon, who profeſſedly took his Character of 
the Steward in the Drummer from this of n gives 5 


ya Name of Vellum. See Page 294. 
Page 294. 


2 VH as given himſelf into the Hands of parkts,. 


Nor ta be carv d out.] I ſuppoſe the only Idea to be af. 
fix d to this is — not to be recover'd or draw'd out of their 
Hands. But this ſeems a very ſtiff and | improper Uſe of 
the Metaphor of carving, which 1s generally uſed in a very 


different Senſe, and. I believe was ſo in this Place. The 
Vurlits have got bim in their Hands, and are carving him 


out amongſt them, T therefore propoſe to ſtrike out the 
not, and the Meaſure is complete without it: 

Aud ſo we hug you, Sir. Sav. FPas giv'n ä 

Into the Hands of Varlets to be 0 out. . 

Page. 200. The firft Scene of the ſecond Act is all in 
true Meaſure, allowing a very few Hemiſtics. Thus at 
Line 10. Sir, as a Stranger, you have bad all my welcome; 
eith&a my which 2 5 the Senſe ſhould be left out, or we 
thould —_— 

Sir, 05 4 "Stranger, you ve had all my e 

But had I known your aber eer you came, Ne. 

Page 297, Note 14. That viſible Beaſt, the Buller. 
Vl ble- Beaft ſignifies, one that appears to every one to be 
a Beaſt. 1 Were don't aſſent to the cue which 


Mr. Sympſon has made here. 


Page 298. Note 15. Sts e ene bias v 
70 ſleep, to die, to die to fleed;, _ 85 

-- Not till the Man be in his Bed, his Grave Bis lhe | 
His Bed;] Mr. Theobald thinks this a manifeſt Elirt 
upon the fine Solilouy of Hamlet. I own it appears ſo 
at firſt ſight, when ſeparated from the character who ſpeaks 
it. But let it be obſerv'd that Sir Roger's whole Cha- 


facter, being a Burleſque upon Scholarſhip, our Authors 


* intended here only to ridicule Bad Imitations of 


W444 & 7 | | real 
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veal. Beduties. It is here turm d into une of thoſe: affected 
Repetitions the ſame Wards, which had Been wore threads 


bare by the Authors of that Age, and had been banter d 


as a falſe Taſte: by Shateptor himſelf in the very Play 


.— 


which our Authors here refer to:, He calls it torturing the 
poor Phraſes, and puts one of them in the mouth hr Po 
 lonius, a Character not very unlike Sir Rager 3, Tig true, 
*tis piby; pity tis iis true. In the favourite Play of that 
Age, Which all the real Wits, $ bakeſpear, Tohnſon, Beau: : 
mont, Fletcher, Ka 5 * icule, 1 Hierommo or the 
Spamſh · Tragedy, there is a Speech of great length, ev 
* of which conſiſts of Wards thus: 88 oþon 
themſelves. But our Authors could not ſo miſtake the 
Soliloquy in Hamlet as to think that Shaleſpear was torture 
ing of Words in this manner, for he only carries on 2 


Chain of Reaſoning by a Man in deep Meditation, But 255 


it being a very celebrated Paſſage our Authors make their 
Palas ſpoil it by an affected Imitation. This | ſhould 
have been all printed as Verſe, it being a part of the Mock- 
Heroic, which loſes great park of its Beauty when WY q 
Kaen ER | 
— until our Fellow Nicholas ze 

Decaas d, that is aſleep; for ſo the Word 

I talen; to fleep, to die; to die, de fleeps + 

A very Figure, Sie ——, _ 

Net 175 the Man be in his Bed, bis Grave ; ; 5 | 
His Grave, his Bed: The very ſame again, Sr. ; 
Dur Comic Poet gives the Reaſon faveetly.. 
So on through ſeyeral > le in particular when 7 — 
tha and Abigail enter, I am ſurpris d Mr. Theobald, with 
the former Editors, ſhould have 3 the dübiime 
Sir Roger from his pompous Buskin. | 
. Sir, be addrzſt, the Graces do ſalute you 
mb the full Bowl of Plenty. Is our 2 Bien 

Euonb d? Abig. He's aft. Rog: Aud does 1 
iuors out : 
© Supinely 2 with the Poet, &c. Wi. 


This laſt probably refers to forme Falte in 2 pk Poet 


without any. Flirt, where perhaps A Polyphenius was de- 
ſcrib'd moring in this manner; as there are ſimildr De: 
Wy I 
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ſcriptions of him in Homer and Virgil. In the fame 


— 15 299, Martha wants N. to like his Poſler, 
a K* anſwers, 
I would your Siſter conld Brine as wel Lach. 


Mar. Sure, Sir, iſbe would not eat you. 


If this is right it is an Hemiſtic, and the Sec zue] all runs 
in true Meaſure. But the Anſwer does not ſeem fo f pi- 
nited from the Thought not being ſo fully expreſt as it 
N be. Perhaps therefore the Original might have been 


NI hy ſurely, Sir, you would not ſhe ſpould eat ou. 


Page 3 00. Did I expound be Owl? ] The Ow! ſhould 
have Feta wrote in Italic, it being evidently ſome Piece of 
Nich. Broughton's, or. ſome Juch angry Writers. | 


P 202 Les.” 
1 Hatchments 10 adorn this pu wilt ant This TY 


Cramp'd with the Reſt of Parc) The Pol of Pike 
5 


is a little tautological, and I believe t 
 * Cramp'd with the Ruſt of Peace. 
1. e. Cramp'd with wearing ſuch a ruſty Sword 26 a long 


a was, 


Peace had reduc'd him to. He wanted to have a new 


Sword, or at leaſt to have his old one new hatch'd: The 


Hatch of the Sword is the gilded Wire of the Handle, or 
the Gilt of it in general. The Word is once in Shake- - 


ſpear, and very often in our Authors; as in Benduca, I 
would as ſoon doat on my Sword new hatchid: And meta- 
horically in The Cuſtom of the Country, Vol. 2. p. go. 
5 51. the Sword is hatch'd with Blood, There is a 
Paſſage in Macbeth which has been the · Subject of much 
Ware Macbeth deſcribing the King's Murder ſays, 


—— their Daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with Gore, 


—— — 


They who retain brecch'd, explain it that the Daggers 


were ſtain'd with Gore up to their Breeches, 7. e. their 
Hilts : As the Breech of a Cannon is the lower end of 
it. But tho' this is common and proper to a Cannon, 
the Breech of a Dagger is, | believe, neither commonly 
us'd nor could be ſo with 5778855 The ingenious Au- 
thor of the Miſcellaneous Obſervations on Macbeth, reads, 
F Unmanly 


_ 


m 286 


FA + . 
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Unmanly drench d. Mr. Warburton neater te Trace of © 
the — Unmanly reech'd. Both explain Unmanly'by 
cowardly. But that chere is a Senſe of it more proper to 
the P „ ſee a Proof in Mit without Money, Note 4. 
Vol. 2. p. 276. And as to breech'd,” ſuppoſing it a Cor» _ 
ruption, the Reading Which reg to Wer 0 _ er to ©" 
have been the Original, is, n 8 V "4 25 
| Unmanly hatch'd with Fs LOR TONUL 
Hatch'd not being underſtood by the Editors Ware natu- 2 
rally be chang'd them. This carries on the very ſamm 
Species of forc'd Metaphors that are very juſtly —— 8 
to form the Beauty of the Paſſage, as Macbeth acting a 
Part would naturally uſe foreid and affected N 


His ſi ver Skin is b 180 oe Blows, - 4 
And then, d ; 

The Myrderers Dickens are barch'd or - gilt " Gor, „ 

Page 310, In the Captain's Speech, Ms 


The God of Gold here has fed thee 81. The Ward 
fed has ſcarce any, propriety with the Context, and I take 
it that the laſt Syllable of the true Word only remain d 
in the Copy, ſed, which the Editors alter d to fed; whereas 
had they regarded the Meaſure (for the whole Scene ſhould 
have been printed as Verſe) it would haye led them eaſily 
| to the true Word, 18 

The God of Gold here has advig'd thee wel. 1 ; 

Take Money for: thy Dirt: Hark, po _ 

Thou'rt cold of Conſtitution, thy" Seat unbealthfat, 1 * 

Sell and be wiſe; we're three that will adorn thee, © 

And live according to thine own Heart, Child: Et) N 

' "Mirth ſhall be only ours," and only tj. 
Spball be the black-ey'd Beauties of the tim. 
To print this, and ſuch as this, as e ee = the 
Beauty of the mn arent Ad | 
Fage 224... = 5 1 
Are your Key r r ee Fred, 
eaſe your Buden. And the Reading is confirm'd by the 7 
Senſe, the Meaſure, and the old _ A paw whole 
rn Oy? have been 1 as Verſe. ai. l 


: . 
Page * 
. a | 
: 
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Page 32575 ine a N 
tou have ſpoke home aud bitterly io me, Sir] The Mike 
Quarrel was with the Captain, who had purpoſely provok*d 
him to give Lavelgſs an Opportunity of courting the Wi- 
dow. He had ſaid nothing to the Fader, ſo that ro me, Sir, 
233 only bear 1 Senſe, to me, Sin, or according 
3 to my thinking. Senſe way. be 1 hy a yery 
3 dene Change; 5 
1 an haue le home and liter too, Mir. : 
OT The whole Speech is printed as Proſe, which is a great 
. | Hyjury/to this poor Poet, whoſe Metre, and a few Quo- 
|. ations, are all that he has to entitle him to the Character. 
The Speech ſhould have been printed. 
The Man is much mud. Be not angry; Sir, 
But, as the Poet ſings, let your Diſpleaſure _ © 
Be @ ſhort Fury and go out. You have ſpoke bome 
And bitterly too, Miler. Captain, take, Truce, © 
The Miſer is 4 fart and (witty. Wherſor.. I oF 
Fhe Captain aptain too ſhould have talk'd all in Metre in the 
next peech; and Savil in his Anſwer ſeems to have loſt 
z Wort that hurts the Senſe more than the Meaſure, 


ere 5. your ao Friend, and Savil, Cir. © $ 2 {IE 


n read, 
= "Here's your poor Friend and Servant, $avil, Sir. 
i the next Line the Captain ſa ys. 
5 Au, thoit yt rich in e f Nature. 
23 The cn Quarto ready) nat 
« : — — of Ned 


Bs Word of much 90 e . Pi ſ e to the 
. Ste ward's Character. A 5 | 
0 Page 326, Line 32. Wy 21 oF 
ee. , That Man of Mat, | that 17 10 Lead, 5] 
dag 939 Dine gf Eon 15 nt el by SP; 
Arid — Affliction © ey The old: IIs ht 
3 me, Wurf is e to the other. And 
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. | — 3 my Means" 
9 al Pr Ig 

the old Qyarto reads Humility ; but whit is, Though m my 

wg were Ar Af. ? Moſt probably a whole Line 


and Means a Corruption; the true Word _ 


ng e The Set. 1 to require: ſomething 
like che following Senſe, = 
—— FI Fe a Frick to try. oth, 
e Needed g you lov'd me dearly, and yet frangely 
That you would never fhew it, I pretended © ... 
Pride, Inſolence, and Auger, ag my Maine 
Was all Humility.” 


A ace 5 will nder give a good Senſe, | ko 2 5 2. 
——— tas but a Trick to try you, ( 5 i Ws x 


" oy a 


— ————— —— 


xy 


Was all ee. 
794 42, Line 6. 


Feen thee, falſe Dive: Yates, - WE 2 55 — — ] 
Summers, ] For the ſake both of the 2 


e, and Dictiog, I read, eee, ie. Sum- 


3 g 47% F 


/ 


mers in which the Plague 4990s. 
P age. 345, Line 3. 

Ale is their Eoting and their Drinking, rely 1 dureh 
ſeems a mere tive here, but, I believe, the true Ward 
was ſolely. i. e. le is the only thing: they deſire to eat as 
well: as to drink. There is great Humour throughout this 
Speech, as indeed cs is in moſt 5 the T 
A would have pear!d more conf] icuous to thoſe 


9 


7 
*; 


EOS ep part as they =Y 


it. But this was not Mr, .Theabald's:: Exce 
when, he Was aware of the Defect he ſeldom fail a; in 2 
Cure... As there are whole Plays in the following V olumes , 


 reſtor'd to Meaſure, tho? before, almoſt all printed as Proſe, 


and as that Meaſure is very lax. according, to the Faſhion 
of our Authors Age, ſome Readers may think chat in 
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thoſe Plays, and in the Iyftance * in this e 5 
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1 may have forc'd the 5:3 "BS Words into a Meaſure 


28 which they never intended, I ſhall therefore ſubjoin one 

225 Proof of the Meaſure in this Play being neglected by all 

72 the Editions, where there was ev'n Rhime as well as Verſe. 

95 At page 321. The Lady ſays to Welford, tio inſiſted upon 
4 25 | kiſſing mes... 

bu What muſt be, muſt ve; I will take my leave; 

un have your parting Blow; I pray commend me 


* . » To thoſe few Friends you have that ſent you hit her, 
| And tell them when you travel next, *twere fit 
Leu brought leſs Bravry with you and more Wit. 


The firſt Editors therefore having had ſuch little Regard 
to the Meaſure as to print this as Proſe, and a thouſand - 
other Paſſages which are as evidently Verſe as this, there is no 
Wonder if the Meaſure by their Tranſpoſitions, Omiſfions, 

and Miſtakes, is in many Places fo loſt as never to be re- 
ſtor*d with any tolerable Degree of Certainty. However 
when the Senſe and Meaſure fail together, the one is a 
great help to the Recovery of the other. There is one 
Inftance of this {till left in Philaſter, which we had all 
three overlook'd notwithſtanding all our Attention and 

Care of that favorite Play. The Defect in the Meaſure 
be ointed it out to me at laſt when I had almoſt finifh*d this 

oſtſcript: Philaſter ſays to Arethuſa and Bellario, 


tate me in Tears betwixt you, 
For my Heart will break with Shame and Sorrow. 5 


Are. Why, tis well. 
Philaſter, Act 5. Scene 2. Page I 58. 


The Reader will ſee that the ſecond Line is no Verſe, and 
how abſurd is it for the tender Aretbuſa to anſwer, that it 
is well that his Heart will break, Beſide, a Flood of 
Tears eaſes the Heart overcharg'd with Grief, and hinders 
it from breaking. By reſtoring a ſingle Particle we ſhall - 
recover both Meaſure and Senſe : 
kale me in Tears zeruirt you, 
For elſe my Heart will break with Shame and Sorrow. 


The Tears are to prevent the Burſting of his Heart, al 
this is what Arethuſa Jays is 1 


